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id begun to write novels 

Pie university, with the ui 

len he tried to sell the 

mown authots. 'Hig first 

^ r^a^,' ^dweVjer," a. volume 'i| 

id in London in 1854, under ' 

)y Melanter." This is now 

JgfrliPhical rarity of the first wat^r, 

iits successor '* EpuUia and Otheri 

iV Lrondon, 1855, which was issued. 

ously. Neither of these two volumes'^ 

/Thames on fire, and gravitated with •« 

e author must have regarded as al-' 
proper speed to the fourpenny'- 
He was not, however, discouraged, 
Ing the length of Dublish^ng another , 
■=of poems In 1855, t^iid^r Ihe tUle-of ^ 
fugle of the Black Sea." The Crimean 
jrved to sell a certain , number of 
Goiii^of this, which was also issued anony- 
||hoi|§rly, but ' The Fate of Franklin," (Lon- 
n, iSeo,) met the fate of the earlier poems. 
i**Cliira Vaughan." published in 18t>4 at 
fXiOXlliOn and Cambridge, was Mr. Black- 
idpoi^'s first novel. It met with a certain; 
lipeasure of success. The author's great 
?work, *' Lorna Doone," was published in; 
Ifhree volumes in I860, it was well reviewed 
almost all the literary journals, but an- 
ther example of the inexplicable mystery: 
, jfcat attends popular successes, did not 
i^Seet with any large sale till half a dozen 
'Wears later. Then it became known and 
Iked about all over Great Britain and 
merica, and by 1879 twelve large editions 
d been exhausted. New editions have 
been continually called for since then. The^ 
jpiturday Review said of " Lorna Doone " 
^jtt the book's first publication: 
^•■In the mingled flood of absolute evil and 
^gatlve merit it is rare to light upon a 
ok of positive value, tender and yet. 
.png, warm but kept wholesome and pure, 
ifring and not sensational. We have such 
llfook in ♦ Lorna Doone/ which Ib of real^ 
"ence, and of a clasa not common| 
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PREFACE TO HARPER'S EDITION 



LoRNA. 

** It seems but yesterday that I was here, 
A lamb among the wolves, a stricken deer; 
But now I am the Queen of hill and dale, 
And every cottage welcomes Lorna's tale! 
No gift was this, no power the rest above, 
But simply that I loved what others love — 
The warmth of heart no frosty aij*s can chill. 
The strength of justice tempered by good- will; 
A simple life that follows Nature's bent, 
And flows melodious with its own content; 
Where men think less of coronets than corn. 
And gather all they need where they were born — 
Brave wanderer of the West, if thou art fain 
For peace like this, accept my pastoral strain." 

Gentleman prom the West. 

*' Fair lady, thanks I But not for that I roam ; 
Of rustic bliss too much I hear at home." 

LORNA. . 

" Then if the works of God be thy delight, 
(That look their best when man is out of sight). 
Thy longer power of vision I allure 
With length and landscape of the Western moor — 
Dark hills that wend in russet waves away. 
Green valleys melting into vapours gray, 
This sun that walks the golden heights, the bloom 
Of velvet shadows sleeping down the coombe, 
The banks and brooks, that by their music earn 
Fair coin of primroses, and plumes of fern — 
Then rest thy brain with these delights, and share 
All the brown vigour of the mountain air." 

Gentleman from the West. 

"Best thanks again ! But ere my dollars flow, 
I must have stuflf that sets my heart aglow." 
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PEEFACE. 



LORNA. 



"Who hath with ease is diflScult to please; 
Yet I can show thee wijder sights than these — 
The flash of falchions in the moonlit glen, 
The caves of murder, and the outlaws' den. 
The shattered homestead, and the blazing mow, 
The liapless infant swung from saddle-bow^ 
The crags, and clouds, with fires of vengeance red. 
And giants in each other's death-grip dead — " 

Gentleman feom the West, 

*' Bravo! That looks more like a proper fit! 

I love to see a fight of real grit. 

And though our laws came straightway from the Doone, 

Thou shalt not tell thy tale without a boon; 

The piper shall be paid! And who shall carp 

If harpers let him tap their golden harp?" 



R. D. B. 



October, 1890, 



PREFACE. 

This work is called a " romance," because the incidents, characters, time, and 
scenery are alike romantic. And in shaping this old tale, the writer neither dares 
nor desires to claim for it the dignity or cumber it with the diflBculty of an his- 
toric novel. 

And yet he thinks that the outlines are filled in more carefully, and the situations 
(however simple) more warmly colored and quickened, than a reader would expect 
to find in what is called a " legend." 

And he knows that any son of Exmoor, chancing on this volume, cannot fail 
to bring to mind the nurse -tales of his childhood — the savage deeds of the out- 
law ])oones in the depth of Bagworthy Forest, the beauty of the hapless maid 
brought up in the midst of them, the plain John Ridd's herculean power, and 
(memory's too congenial food) the exploits of Tom Faggus. 




I MOORLAND GUIIIFPOST 



J 



LORNA DOONE 

A ROMANCE OF EXMOOR. 



CHAPTER I. 

ELEMENTS OP EDUCATION. 

IF any body cares to read a simple tale 
told sini ply, 1, John Ridd, of the parish of 
Oare, in the county of Somerset, yeoman and 
church- warden, have seen and had a share 
in some doings of this neighborhood, which 
I will try to set down in order, God sparing 
my life and memory. And they who light 
upon this book should bear in mind not only 
that I write for the clearing of our parish 
from ill-fame and calumny, but also a thing 
-which will, I trow, appear too often in it, to 
wit — that I am nothing more than a plain un- 
lettered man, not read in foreign languages, 
as a gentleman might be, nor gifted with long 
words (even in mine own tongue), save what 
I may have won from the Bible or Master 
William Shakspeare, whom, in the face of 
common opinion, I do value highly. In short, 
I am an ignoramus, but pretty well for a 
yeoman. 

My father being of good substance, at least 
as we reckon in Exmoor, and seized in his 
own right, from many generations, of one, 
and that the best and largest, of the three 
farms into which our parish is divided (or 
rather the cultured part thereof), he, John 
Ridd, the elder, church-warden and overseer, 
being a great admirer of learning, and well 
able to write his name, sent me, his only son, 
t.o be schooled at Tiverton, in the county of 
Devon. For the chief boast of that ancient 
town (next to its woolen staple) is a worthy 
grammar-school, the largest in the west of 
England, founded and handsomely endowed 
in the year 1604 by Master Peter Blundell, 
of that same phice, clothier. 

Here, by the time I was twelve years old, 
I had risen into the upper school, and could 
make bold withEutropius and CsBsar — by aid 
of an English version — and as much as six 
lines of Ovid. Some even said that I might, 
before manhood, rise almost to the third 
form, being of a persevering nature ; albeit, 
by full consent of all (except^my mother), 
thick-headed. But that would have been, as 



I now perceive, an ambition beyond a farm* 
er's son ; for there is but one form above it. 
and that made of masterful scholars, entitle 
rigUi.> " monitoi-s." So it came to pass, by 
the grace of God, that I was called away from 
learning while sitting at the desk of the jun* 
ior first in the upper school, and beginning 
the Greek verb rvims). 

My eldest grandson makes bold to say that 
I never could have learned <pi\k(a, ten pagee 
farther on, being all he himself could man- 
age, with plenty of stripes to help him. I 
know that he hath more head than I — though 
never will he have such body ; and am thank- 
ful to have stopped betimes, with a meek and 
wholesome head-piece. 

But if you doubt of my having been there, 
because now I know so little, go and see my 
name, " John Ridd," graven on that very 
form. Forsooth, from the time I was strong 
enough to open a knife and to spell my name. 
I began to grave it in the oak, first of the 
block whereon I sat, and then of the desk in 
front of it, according as I was promoted from 
one to other of them : and there my grand- 
son reads it now, at this present time of 
writing, and hath fought a boy for scoffing 
at it — "John Ridd his name" — and done 
again in " winkeys," a mischievous but cheer- 
ful device, in which we took great pleasure. 

This is the manner of a " winkey," which 
I here set down, lest child of mine, or grand- 
child, dare to make one on my premises ; if 
he does, I shall know the mark at once, and 
score it well upon him. The scholar obtains, 
by prayer or price, a handful of saltpetre, and 
then with the knife, wherewith he should 
rather be trying to mend his pens, what does 
he do but scoop a hole where the desk is 
some three inches thick. This hole should 
be left with the middle exalted, and the cir- 
cumfer dug more deeply. Then let him fill 
it with saltpetre, all save a little space in the 
midst, where the boss of the wood is. Upon 
that boss (and it will be the better if a splin- 
ter of timber rise upward) he sticks the end 
of his candle of tallow or " rpt^s tail," as 
we called it, kindled and burning 8TO.Q<Nt\xVi» 
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Anon, as be reads by that light his lesson, 
lifting his eyes now and then, it may be, the 
fire of candle lays hold of the petre with a 
spluttering noise and a leaping. Then should 
the pupil seize his pen, and, regardless of the 
nib, stir bravely, and he will see a glow as of 
burning mountains, and a rich smoke, and 
sparks going merrily ; nor will it cease, if he 
stir wisely, and there be good store of petre, 
until the wood is devoured through, like the 
sinking of a well-shaft. Now well may it 
go with the head of a boy intent upon his 
primer, who betides to sit thereunder I But, 
above all things, have good care to exercise 
this art before the master strides up to his 
desk, in the early gray of the morning. 

Other customs, no less worthy, abide in the 
school of Blundell, such as the singeing of 
night-caps ; but though they have a pleasant 
savor, and refreshing to think of, I may not 
stop to note them, unless it be that goodly 
one at the incoming of a flood. The school- 
house stands beside a stream, not very large, 
called "Lowman," which flows into the broad 
river of Exe, about a mile bel ow. This Low- 
man stream, although it be not fond of brawl 
and violence (in the manner of our Lynn),' yet 
is wont to flood into a mighty head of wa- 
ters when the storms of rain provoke it ; and 
most of all when its little co-mate, called the 
"Taunton brook" — where I have plucked 
the very best cresses that ever man put salt 
on — comes foaming down like a great roan 
horse, and rears at the leap of the hedge- 
rows. Then are the gray stone walls of Blun- 
dell on every side encompassed^ the vale is 
spread over with looping waters, and it is a 
hard thing for the day-boys to get home to 
their suppers. 

And in that time, the porter, old Cop (so 
called because he hath copper boots to keep 
the wet from his stomach, and a nose of cop- 
per also, in right of other waters), his place it 
is to stand at the gate, attending to the flood- 
boards grooved into one another, and so to 
watch the torrent's rise, and not be washed 
away, if it please God he may help it. But 
long ere the flood hath attained this height, 
and while it is only waxing, certain boys of 
deputy will watch at the stoop of the drain- 
holes, and be apt to look outside the walls, 
when Cop is taking a cordial. And in the 
very front of the gate, just without the arch- 
way, where the ground is paved most hand- 
somely, you may see in copy-letters done a 
great P. B. of white pebbles. Now it is the 
custom and the law that when the invading 
waters, either fluxing along the wall from 
below the road - bridge, or pouring sharply 
across the meadows from a cut called " Owen's 
ditch " — and I myself have seen it come both 
ways — upon the very instant when the wax- 
ing element lips though it be but a single 
pebble of the founder's letters, it is in the 
license of any boy, soever small and undoc- 
tiined, to rash into the great school-rooms, 



where a score of masters sit heavily, and 
scream at the top of his voice, " P. B." 

Then, with a yell, the boys leap up, op 
break away from their standing ; they toss 
their caps to the black -beamed roof, and 
haply the very books after them ; and the 
great boys vex no more the small ones, and 
the small boys stick up to the great ones. 
One with another, hard they go, to see the 
gain of the waters, and the tribulation of 
Cop, and are prone to kick the day-boys out, 
with words of scanty compliment. Then the 
masters look at one another, having no class 
to look to, and (boys being no more left to 
watch) in a manner they put their mouths 
up. With a spirited bang they close their 
books, and make invitation the one to the 
other for pipes and foreign cordials, recom- 
mending the chance of the time, and the 
comfort away from cold water. 

But, lo ! I am dwelling on little things 
and the pigeons' eggs of the infancy, forget- 
ting the bitter and heavy life gone over mo 
since then. If I am neither a hard man nor 
a very close one, God knows I have had no 
lack of rubbing and pounding to make stone 
of me. Yet can I not somehow believe that 
we ought to hate one another, to live far 
asunder, and block the mouth each of his 
little den ; as do the wild beasts of the wood, 
and the hairy outangs now brought over, 
each with a chain upon him. Let that mat- 
ter be as it will. It is beyond me to unfold, 
and mayhap of my grandson's grandson. All 
I know is that wheat is better than when I 
began to sow it. 



CHAPTER IL 

AN IMPORTANT ITEM. 

Now the cause of my leaving Tiverton 
school, and the way of it, were as follows : 
On the 29th day of November, in the year 
of our Lord 1673, the very day when I was 
twelve years old, and had spent all my sub- 
stance in sweetmeats, with which I made 
treat to the little boys, tiU the large boys 
ran in and took them, we came out of school 
at five o'clock, as the rule is upon Tuesdays* 
According to custom, we drove the day-boys 
in brave rout down the causeway from the 
school-porch even to the gate where Cop has 
his dwelling and duty. Little it recked us 
and helped them less, that they were our 
founder's citizens, and haply his own grand- 
nephews (for he left no direct descendants), 
neither did we much inquire what their lin- 
eage was ; for it had long been fixed among 
us, who were of the house and chambers, that 
these same day-boys were all "caddes," as 
we had discovered to call it, because they 
paidno groat for their schooling, and brought 
their own commons with them. In consump- 
tion of these we would help them, for our 
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fare iu hall fed appetite ; and while we ate 
their victuals we allowed them freely to talk 
to us. Nevertheless, we could not feel, when 
all the victuals were gone, but that these 
boys required kicking from the premises of 
Blundell. And some of them were shop- 
keepers' sons, young grocers, fell-mongers, 
and poulterers, and these, to their credit, 
seemed to know how righteous it was to 
kick them. But others were of high fami- 
ly, as any need he, in Devon — Carews, and 
Bouchers, and Bastards, and some of these 
would turn sometimes, and strike the boy 
that kicked them. But to do them justice, 
even these knew that they must be kicked 
for not paying. 

After these " charity-boys" were gone, as 
in contumely we called them — " If you break 
my bag on my head," said one, " whence will 
you dine to-morrow?" — and after old Cop 
with clang of iron had jammed the double 
gates in under the scruff- stone archway, 
whereupon are Latin verses, done in brass 
of small quality, some of us who were not 
hungry, and cared not for the supper -bell, 
having sucked much parliament and dumps 
at my only charges — ^not that I ever bore 
much wealth, but because I had been tbrift- 
ing it for this time of my birth — we were 
leaning quite at dusk against the iron bars 
of the gate, some six, or it may be seven of 
ns, small boys all, and not conspicuous in 
the closing of the daylight and the fog that 
came at eventide, else Cop would have rated 
us up the green, for he was churly to little 
boys when his wife had taken; their money. 
There was plenty of room for all of us, for 
the gate will hold nine boys close -packed, 
unless they be fed rankly, whereof is little 
danger; and now we were looking out on 
the road and wishing we could get there; 
hoping, moreover, to see a good string of 
pack-horses come by, with troopers to pro- 
tect them. For the day-boys had brought 
ns word that some intending their way to 
the town had lain that morning at Sampford 
Peveril, and must be in ere night-fall, because 
Hr. Faggus was after them. Now Mr. Fag- 
gus was my first cousin, and an honor to the 
family, being a Northmolton man of great 
renown on the highway from Barum town 
even to London. Therefore, of course, I 
hox>ed that he would catch the pack-men, 
and the boys were asking my opinion, as of 
an oracle, about it. 

A certain boy leaning np against me would 
not allow my elbow room, and struck me 
very sadly in the stomach part, though his 
own was full of my parliament. And this I 
felt so unkindly, that I smote him straight- 
way in the face without tarrying to consid- 
er it, or weighing the question duly. Upon 
this he put his head down, and presented it 
so vehemently at the middle of my waist- 
coat, that for a minute or more my breath 
seemed dropped, as it were, from my pockets. 



and my life seemed to stop from great want 
of ease. Before I came to myself again, it 
had been settled for us that we should move 
to the " Ironing-box," as the triangle of turf 
is called where the two causeways coming 
from the school-porch and the hall-porch' 
meet) and our i^hts are mainly celebrated ; 
only we must wait until the convoy of 
horses had passed, and then make a ring by 
candle-light, and the other boys would like 
it. But suddenly there came round the post 
where the letters of our founder are, not 
from the way of Taunton, but from the side 
of Lowmau bridge, a very small string of 
horses, only two indeed (counting for one 
the pony), and a red-faced man on the big- 
ger nag. 

" Plaise ye, worshipful masters," he said, 
being feared of the gate-way, "earn 'e tuU 
whur our Jan Ridd be ?" 

" Hyur a be, ees fai, Jan Ridd," answered 
a sharp little chap, making game of John 
Fry's language. 

** Zhow nn up, then," says John Fry, pok« 
Ing his whip through the bat's at us ; " zhow 
un up, and putt un aowt." 

The other little chaps pointed at me, and 
some began to halloo ; but I knew what I 
was about. 

" Oh, John, John," I cried ; " what's the 
use of your coming now, and Peggy over the 
moors, too, and it so cruel cold for her Y The 
holidays don't begin till Wednesday fort- 
night, John. To think of your not knowing 
that!" 

John Fry leaned forward in the saddle, 
and turned his eyes away from me; and 
then there was a noise in his throat like a 
snail crawling on a window-pane. 

" Oh, us knaws that wull enough, Maister 
Jan;' reckon every Oare-man knaw that, 
without go to skoo-uU, like you doth. Your 
moother have kept arl the apples up, and 
old Betty toorned the black puddens, and 
none dare set trap for a blagbird. Arl for 
thee, lad ; every bit of it now for thee !" 

He checked himself suddenly, and fright- 
ened me. I knew that John Fry's way so 
well. 

^^ "And fftther, and father — oh, how is fa- 
ther ?" I pushed the boys right and left as I 
said it. " John, is father up in town ? He 
always used to come for me, and leave no- 
body else to do it.". 

" Vayther'll be at the crooked post,tother 
zide o' telling -house.* Her coodn't lave 
'ouze by raison of the Christmas bakkon 
comin' on, and zome o' the cider welted." 

He looked at the nag's ears as he said it ; 
and, being up to John Fry's ways, I knew 
that it was a lie. And my heart fell like a 
lump of lead, and I leaned back on the stay 
of the gate, and longed no more to fight any 

• The "telling-hcrases*' or the moor are rnde cots 
where the shepherds meet, to "tell" their sheep at 
the end of the pasturing EOMtfyou 
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body. A sort of dull power hung over me, 
like the cloud of a broodiug tempest, and I 
feared to be told any thing. I did not even 
ctee to stroke the nose of my pony Peggy, 
although she pushed it in through the rails, 
'where a square of broader lattice is, and 
sniffed at me, and began to crop gently af- 
ter my fingers. But whatever lives or dies, 
business must be attended to ; and the prin- 
cipal business of good Christians is, beyond 
all controversy, to fight with one another. 

"Come up. Jack," said one of the boys^ 
lifting me under the chin ; " he hit you, and 
you hit him, you know." 

"Pay your debts before you go," said a 
monitor, striding up to me, after hearing 
how the honor lay ; " £idd, you must go 
through with it." 

"Fight, for the sake of the junior first,'' 
cried the little fellow in my ear, the clever 
one, the head of our class, who had mocked 
John Fry, and knew all about the aorists, 
and tried to make me know it ; but I never 
went jnore than three places up, and then 
it was an accident, and I came down after 
dinner. The boys were urgent round me to 
fight, though my stomach was not up for it ; 
and being very slow of wit (which is not 
chargeable on me), I looked from one to 
other of them, seeking any cure for it. Not 
that I was afraid of fighting, for now I had 
been three years at Blundell's, and fought- 
en, all that time, a fight at least once every 
week, till the boys began to know me ; only 
that the load on my heart was not sprightly 
as of the hay-field. It is a very sad thing 
to dwell on ; but even now, in my time of 
wisdom, I doubt it is a fond thing to imag- 
ine, and a motherly to insist upon, that boys 
can do without fighting. Unless thpy be 
very good boys, and afraid of one another. 

" Nay," I said, with my back against the 
wrought -iron stay of the gate, which was 
docketed into Cop's house -front; "I will 
not fight thee now, Robin Snell, but wait 
till I come back again." 

"Take coward's blow. Jack Ridd, then," 
cried half a dozen little boys, shoving Bob 
Snell forward to do it; because they all 
knew well enough, having striven with me 
ere now, and proved me to be their master — 
they knew, I say, that without great change 
I would never accept that contumely. But 
I took little heed of them, looking in dull 
wonderment at John Fry, and Smiler, and 
the blunderbuss, and Peggy. John Fry was 
scratching his head, I could see, and getting 
bhie in the face, by the light from Cop's 
parlor -window, and going to and fro upon 
Smiler, as if he were hard set with it. And 
all the time he was looking briskly from 
my eyes to the fist I was clenching, and me- 
thought he tried to wink at me in a covert 
manner ; and then Peggy whisked her tail. 

"Shall I fight, John?" I said at last; "I 
'^ould nn yon had not corti^j John." 



" Chraist's will be done ; I zim thee had 
better faight, Jan," he answered, in a whis- 
per, through the gridiron of the gate; 
" there be a dale of faighting avore thee. 
Best wai to begin gnde taime laike. WuU 
the geatman latt me in, to zee as thee hast 
vair plai, lad ?" 

He looked doubtfully down at the color 
of his cowskin boots, and the mire upon the 
horses, for the sloughs were exceeding mucky. 
Peggy, indeed, my sorrel pony, being lighter 
of weight, was not crusted much over the 
shoulders; but Smiler (our youngest sled- 
der) had been well in over his withers, and 
none would have deemed him a piebald, save 
of red mire and black mire. The great blun- 
derbuss, moreover, w^as choked with a dollop 
of slough-cake; and John Fry's sad-color- 
ed Sunday hat was indued with a plume of 
marish-weed. All this I saw while he was 
dismounting, heavily and wearily, lifting his 
leg from the saddle-cloth as if with a sore 
crick in his back. 

By this time the question of fighting was 
gone quite out of our own discretion; for 
sundry of the elder boys, grave and rever- 
end signors, who had taken no small pleas- 
ure in teaching our hands to fight, to ward, 
to parry, to feign and counter, to lunge in 
the manner of sword-play, and the weaker 
child to drop on one knee when no cunning 
of fence might baffle the onset — ^these great 
masters of the art, who would far liefer see 
us little ones practice it than themselves 
engage, six or seven of them came running 
down the rounded causeway, having heard 
that there had arisen "a snug little mill" 
at the gate. Now whether that word hath 
origin in a Greek term meaning a conflict, 
as the best-read boys asseverated, or whether 
it is nothing more than a figure of similitude, 
from the beating arms of a mill, such as I 
have seen in counties where are no water- 
brooks, but folk make bread With wind — it 
is not ibr a man devoid of scliolarship to de- 
termine. Enough that they who made the 
ring intituled the scene a " mill," while we 
who must be thumped inside it tried to re- 
joice in their pleasantry, till it turned upon, 
the stomach. 

Moreover, I felt upon me now a certain 
responsibility, a dutiful need to maintain, in 
the presence of John Fry, the manliness of 
the Ridd family, and the honor of Exmoor. 
Hitherto none had worsted me, although in 
the three years of my schooling I had fought 
more than threescore battles, and bedewed 
with blood every plant of grass toward the 
middle of the Ironing-box. And this suc- 
cess I owed at first to no skill of my own, 
until I came to know better; for up to 
twenty or thirty fights, I struck as nature 
guided me, no wiser than a father-long-legs 
in the heat of a lantern ; but I had con- 
quered, partly through my native strength 
and the Exmoor toughness in jne, and still 
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luore that I could not see -when I bad gotten 
ray bellyful. But now I was like to have 
that and more ; for my heart was down, to 
begin with; and then Bobert Snell was a 
bigger boy than I had ever encountered, 
and as thick in the skull and hard in the 
brain as even I could claim to be. 

I had never told my mother a word about 
these frequent strivings, because she was 
fioft-hearted ; neither had I told my father, 
because he had not seen it. Therefore, be- 
holding me still an innocent-looking child, 
with fair curls on my forehead, and no store 
of bad language, John Fry thought this was 
the very first fight that ever had befallen 
me; and so when they let him in at the 
gate, ^^ with a message to the head-master,^' 
as one of tlie monitors told Cop, and Peggy 
and Smiler were tied to the railings till I 
should be through my business, John comes 
op to me with the tears in hie eyes, and says, 
" Doon't thee goo for to do it, Jan ; doon't 
thee do it, for gude now." But I told him 
that now it wasmiich too late to cry off; so 
he said, '^ The Lord be with thee, Jan, and 
turn thy thumb-knuckle inward.'* 

It is not a very large piece of ground in 
the angle of the causeways, bnt quite big 
enough to fight upon, especially for Chris- 
tians, who love to be cheek by jowl at it. 
The great boys stood in a circle around, be- 
ing gifted with strong privilege, and the lit- 
tle boys had leave to lie flat and look through 
the legs of the great boys. But while we 
were yet preparing, and the candles hissed 
in the fog -cloud, old Phoebe, of more than 
fourscore years, whose room was over the 
hall -porch, came hobbling out, as she al- 
ways did, to mar the joy of the conflict. 
No one ever heeded her, neither did she ex- 
pect it; but the evil was that two senior 
boys must always lose the first round of the 
fight by having to lead her home again. 

I marvel how Robin Snell felt. Very like- 
ly he thought nothing of it, always having 
been aboy of ahectoringand unruly sort. But 
I felt my heart go up and down as the boys 
camQ round to strip me ; and greatly fearing 
to be beaten, I blew hot upon my knuckles. 
Then pulled I off my little cut jerkin and 
laid it down on my head cap, and over that 
my waistcoat, and a boy was proud to take 
care of them, Thomas Hooper was his name, 
and I remember how he looked at me. My 
mother had made that little cut jerkin in 
the quiet winter evenings, and taken pride 
to loop it up in a fashionable way, and I was 
loath to soil it with blood, and good filberds 
were in the pocket. Then up to me came 
Robin Snell (mayor of Exeter thrice since 
that), and he stood very square, and looked 
at me, and I lacked not long to look at him. 
Bound his waist he had a kerchief busking 
np his small-clothes, and on his feet light 
pnmpkin shoes, and all his upper raiment 
ofif. And he danced about in a way that 



made my head swim on my shoulders, an(]( 
he stood some inches over me. But I, be- 
ing muddled with much doubt about John 
Fry and his errand, was only stripped of my 
jerkin and waistcoat, and not comfortable 
to begin. 

** Come now, shake hands/' cried a big 
boy, jumping in joy of the spectacle, a third- 
former nearly six feet high ; *^ shake hands, 
yon little devils. Keep your pluck up, and 
show good sport, and Lord love the better 
man of yon." 

Robin took me by the hand, and gazed at 
me disdainfully, and then smote me painful- 
ly in the face, ere I could get my fence up. 

" Whutt be 'bout, lad f " cried John Fry j 
" butt un again, Jan, wull 'e ? Well done 
then, our Jan boy." 

For I had replied to Robin now, with all 
the weight and cadence of penthemimeral 
csBSura (a thing, the name of which I know, 
bnt could never make head nor tail of it), 
and the strife began in a serious style, and 
the boys looking on were not cheated. Al- 
though I could not collect their shouts when 
the blows were ringing upon me, it was no 
great loss ; for John Fry told me afterward 
that their oaths went up like a furnace fire. 
But to these we paid no heed or hap, be- 
ing in the thick of swinging, and devoid of 
judgment. All I know is, I came to my 
corner, when the round was over, with very 
hard pumps in my chest, and a great desire 
to fall away. 

" Time is up," cried head-monitor ere ever 
I got my breath again ; and when I fain 
would have lingered a while on the knee 
of the boy that held me. John Fry had 
come up, and the boys were laughing be- 
cause he wanted a stable lantern^ and threat- 
ened to tell my mother. 

" Time is up," cried another boy, more 
headlong than head-monitor. " If we count 
three before the come of thee, thwacked thou 
art, and must go to the women." I felt it 
hard upon me. He began to count, one, two, 
three — ^but before the "three" was out of 
his mouth, I was facing my foe, with both 
hands up, and my breath going rough ftnd 
hot, and resolved to wait the turn of it. 
For I had found seat on the knee of a boy 
sage and skilled to tutor me, who knew how 
much the end very often differs from the be- 
ginning. A rare ripe scholar he was *, and 
now he hath routed up the Germans in the 
matter of criticism. Sure the clever boys 
and men have most love toward the stupid 
ones. 

" Finish him off. Bob," cried a big boy, and 
that I noticed especially, because I thought 
it unkind of him, after eating of my toffee as 
he had that afternoon ; " finish him off, neck 
and crop ; he deserves it for sticking up to a 
man like you." 

But I was not so to be finished off, thonijli 
feeling in my \LTm.QV\&^ lior^ ^J^VS. \\» ^^tfe ^ 
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blueness and a sense of chilblain. Nothing 
held except my legs, and they were gOod to 
help me. So this bout, or round, if you 
please, was foughteu w^.rily by me, with 
gentle recollection of what my tutor, the 
clever boy, had told me, and some resolve to 
earn his praise before I came back to his 
knee again. And never, I think, in all my 
life, sounded sweeter words in my ears (ex- 
cept when my love loved me) than when my 
second and backer, who had made himself 
part of my doings now, and would have 
wept to see me beaten, said, 

" Famously done, Jack, famously ! Only 
keep your wind np. Jack, and you'll go right 
through him !" 

Meanwhile John Fry was prowling about, 
aoking the boys what they thought of it, 
and whether I was like to be killed, because 
of my mother's trouble. But finding now 
that I had foughten threescore fights al- 
ready, he came up to me woefully, in the 
quickness of my breathing, while I sat on 
the knee of my second, with a piece of spon- 
gious coralline to ease me of my bloodshed, 
and he says in my ears, as if he were clap- 
ping spurs into a horse, 

" Never thee knack under, Jan, or never 
ooom naigh Hexmoor no more." 

With that it was all up with me. A sim- 
mering buzzed in my heavy brain, and a 
light came through my eye-places. At once 
I set both fists again, and my heart stuck to 
me like cobbler's wax. Either Robin Snell 
should kill ine, or I would conquer Robin 
Snell. So I went in again with my courage 
up, and Bob came smiling for victory, and I 
hated him for smiling. He let at me with 
his left hand, and I gave him my right be- 
tween his eyes, and he blinked, and was not 
pleased with it. I feared him not, and spared 
him not, neither spared myself. My breath 
came again, and my heart stood cool, and my 
eyes struck fire no longer. Only I knew that 
I would die sooner than shame my birth- 
place. How the rest of it was I know not ; 
only that I had the end of it, and helped to 
put Robin in bed. 
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THE WAR-PATH OP THE DOONES. 

From Tiverton town to the town of Oare 

is a very long and painful road, and in good 

truth the traveler must make his way, as 

^ the saying is ; for the way is still unmade, 

. at least, on this side of Dulverton, although 

there is less danger now than in the time 

of my schooling ; for now a good horse may 

go there without much cost of leaping, but 

when I was a boy the spurs would fail, when 

needed most, by reason of the slough-cake. 

It is to the credit of this age, and our advance 

upon fatherly ways, that now we have laid 



down rods and fagots, and even stump-oaks 
here and there, so that a man in good day- 
light need not sink if he be quite sober. 
There is, nothing I have striven at more than 
doing my duty, way- warden over Exmoor. 

But in those days, when I came from 
school (and good times they were, too, full 
of a warmth and fine hearth-comfort, which 
now are dying out), it was a sad and sorry 
business to find where lay the highway. 
We are taking now to mark it off with a 
fence on either side, at least, when a town is 
handy; but to me this seems of a high pre* 
tense, and a sort of landmark and channel 
for robbers, though weU enough near Lon-f 
don, where they have earned a race-course. 

We left the town of the two fords, which 
they say is the meaning of it, very early in 
the morning, after lying one day to rest, as 
was demanded by the nags, sore of foot and 
foundered. For my part, too, I was glad to 
rest, having aches all over me, and very 
heavy bruises; and we lodged at the sign 
of the White Horse Inn, in the street called 
Gold Street, opposite wh6re the souls are of 
John and Joan Greenway, set up in gold let- 
ters, because we must take the homeward 
way at cock-crow of the morning. Though 
still John Fry was dry with me of the rea- 
son of his coming, and only told lies about 
father, and could not keep them agreeable, 
I hoped for the best, as all boys will, espe- 
cially after a victory. And I thought, per- 
haps father had sent for me because he had 
a good harvest, and the rats were bad in the 
corn-chamber. 

It was high noon before we were got to 
Dulverton that day, near to which town the 
river Exe and its big brother Barle have 
union. My mother had an uncle living there, 
but we were not to visit his house this time, 
at which I was somewhat astonished, since 
we needs must stop for at least two hours, 
to bait our horses thorough well, before com- 
ing to the black bogway. The bogs are vpry 
good in frost, except where the hot-springs 
rise ; but as yet there had been no frost this 
year, save just enough to make the black- 
birds look big in the morning. In a hearty 
black-frost they look small, until the snow 
falls over them. 

The road from Bampton to Dulverton had 
not been very delicate, yet nothing to com- 
plain of much — no deeper, indeed, than tho 
hocks of a horse, except in the rotten places. 
The day was inclined to be mild and foggy, 
and both nags sweated freely; but Peggy 
carrying little weight (for my wardrobe was 
upon Smiler, and John Fry gnimbling al- 
ways), we could easily keep in front, as far 
as you may hear a laugh. 

John had been rather bitter with me, 
which methonght was a mark of ill taste 
at coming home for the holidays ; and yet I 
made allowance for John, because he had 
never been at school, and never would have 
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chance to eat fry npon condition of spell- 
ing it ; therefore I rode on, thluking that he 
was hard-set, like a saw, for his dinner, and 
wohld soften after tooth-work. And yet at 
h^s most linngry times, when his mind was 
far goue upon baeon, oertes he seemed to 
check himself and look at me as if he were 
Borry for little things coming oyer great. 

But now, at Dulverton, we dined upon the 
rarest and choicest victuals that ever I did 
taste. Even now, at my time of life, to 
think of it gives me appetite, as once and 
awhile to think of my first love makes me 
love all goodness. Hot mutton pasty was 
a thiug I had often heard of £rom very 
wealthy boys and men, who made a dessert 
of dinner ; and to hear them talk bf it made 
my lips smack, and my ribs come inward. 

And now John Fry strode into the hostel, 
with the air and grace of a short-legged man, 
and shouted as loud as if he was calling 
sheep upon Exmoor^ 

"Hot mootton pasty for twoo trarv^ers, 
at number vaive, in valve mlnnits! Dish 
on np in the tin with the grahvy, zame as I 
hardered last Tuesday.** 

Of coarse it did not come in five minutes, 
Dor yet in ten or twenty ; but that made it 
all the better when it came to the real pres- 
ence; and the smell of it was enough to 
make an empty man thank God for the room 
there was inside him. Fifty years have 
pftssed me quicker than the taste of that 
gravy. 

It is the manner of all good boys to be 
careless of apparel, and take no pride in 
adornment. Good lack, if I see a boy make 
todo abont the fit of his crumpler, and the 
creasing of his breeches, and desire ta be 
shod fur comeliness rather than for use, I 
can not 'scape the mark that God took 
thought tojnake a girl of him. Not so when 
they grow older, and court the regard of the 
maidens: then may the bravery pass from 
the inside to the outside of them ; and no 
^i^ger fools are they, even then, than their 
fethers were before them. But God forbid 
^7 man to be a fool to love, and be loved, 
^ I have been. Else would he have pre- 
vented it. 

^en the mutton pasty was done, and 
^^ggy and Smiler had dined well also, out I 
went to wash at the pump, being a lover of 
^&p and water, at all risk, except of my din- 
^®f« And John Fry, who cared very little 
^ ^ash, save Sabbath-days in his own soap, 
*nd who had kept m^ from the pump by 
threatening loss of the dish, out he came in 
^ satisfied manner, with a piece of quill in 
hjs hand, to lean against a door-post, and 
usten to the horses feeding, and have his 
^h ready for snpper. 

I^en a lady's maid came out, and the sun 
^as on her face, and she turned round to go 
back again ; but put a better face upon it, 
and gave a trip and hitched her dress, and 



looked at the sun full body, lest the hostlers 
should laugh that she was losing her com- 
plexion. With a long Italian glass in her 
fingers very daintily, fthe came up to the 
pump in the middle of the yard, where I 
was running the water off all my head and 
shoulders, and arms, and some of my breast 
even, and though I had glimpsed her through 
the sprinkle, it gave me qnite a turn to see 
her, child as I was, in my open aspect. But 
she looked at me, no whit abashed, making 
a baby of me, no doubt, as a woman of thir- 
ty will do, even with a very big boy when 
they catch him on a hay-rick, and she said 
to me, in a brazen manner, as if I had been 
nobody, while I was shrinking behind the 
pump, and craving to get my shirt on, 
** Good leetle boy, come hither to me. Fine 
heaven ! how bine your eyes are, and your 
skin like snow; but some nanghty man has 
beaten it black. Oh, leetle boy, let me feel 
it. Ah, how then it must have hurt yon ! 
There now, and you shall love me." 

All this time she was touching my breast, 
here and there, very lightly, with her deli- 
cate brown fiugers, and I understood from 
her voice and maimer that she was not of 
this country, but a foreigner by extraction. 
And then I was not so shy of her, because I 
could talk better English than she ; and yet 
I longed for my jerkin, but liked not to be 
rude to her. 

^' If you please, madam, I must go. John 
Fry is waiting by the tapster's door, and 
Peggy neighing to me. If yon please, we 
must get home to-night ; and father will be 
waiting for me this side of the telling* 
house." 

*^ There, there, you shall go, leetle dear, 
and perhaps I will go after you. I have 
taken much love of yon. But the Baroness 
is hard to me. How far you call it now to 
the bank of the sea at Wash — ^Wash — " 

''At Watchett, likely you mean, madam. 
Oh, a very long way, and the roads as soft 
as the road to Oare." 

** Oh-ah, oh-ah — I shall remember ; that is 
the place where my leetle boy live, and some 
day I will come seek for him. Now make 
the pnmp to flow, my dear, and give me the 
good wat-er. The Baroness will not touch 
unless a nebule be formed outside the glass." 

I did not know what she meant by that ; 
yet I pumped for her very heartily, and mar- 
veled to see her for fifty times throw the 
water away in the trough, as if it was not 
good enough. At last the water suited her, 
with a likeness of fog outside the glass, and 
the gleam of a crystal under it, and then she / 
made a courtesy to me, in a sort of mocking- 
manner, holding the long glass by the foot, 
not to take the cloud off; and then she want- 
ed to kiss me ; but I was out of breath, and 
have always been shy of that work, except 
when I come to offer it; and so I ducked 
under the pump-handle, wsv^ ^^ V\\»^^ 
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her chin on the knob of it ; and the hostlers 
came out, and asked whether they would do 
as well. 

Upon this, she retreated up the yard, with 
a certain dark dignity, and a foreign way of 
walking, which stopped them at once from 
going farther, because it was so different 
from the fashion of their sweethearts. One 
with another they hung back, where half a 
cart-load of hay was, and they looked to be 
sure that she would not turn round; and 
then each one laughed at the rest of them. 

Now, up to the end of Dulverton town, on 
the northward side of it, where the two new 
pig-sties be, the Oare folk and the Watchett 
folk must trudge on together, iintil we come 
to a broken cross, where a murdered man 
lies buried. Peggy and Smiler went up the 
hill, as if nothing could be too much for 
them, after the beaus they had eaten, and 
suddenly turning a corner of trees, we hap- 
pened upon a great coach and six horses 
labeling very heavily. John Fry rode on 
with his hat iu his hand, as became him, to- 
ward the quality ; but I was amazed to that 
degree, that I left my cap on my head, and 
drew bridle without knowing it. 

For in the frpnt seat of the coach, which 
was half-way open, being of new city-make, 
and the day in want of air, sat the foreign 
lady, who had met me at the pump and of- 
fered to salute me. By her side was a little 
girl, dark'halred and very wonderful, with 
a wealthy softness on her, as if she must 
have her own way. I could not look at her 
for two glances, and she did not look at me 
for one, being such a-little child, and busy 
with the hedges. But in the honorable 
place sat a handsome lady, very warmly 
dressed, and sweetly delicate of color. And 
close to her was a lively child, two, or it 
may be three years old, bearing a white 
cockade in his hat, and staring at all and 
every body. Now he saw Peggy, and took 
such a liking to her, that the lady his moth- 
er — if so she were — was forced to look at 
my pony and me. And, to tell the truth, 
although I am not of those who adore the 
high folk, she looked at us very kindly, and 
with a sweetness rarely found in the wom- 
en who milk the cows for us. 

Then I took off my cap to the beautiful 
Ic^y, without asking wherefore ; and she put 
up her hand and kissed it to me, thinking, 
perhaps, that I looked like a gentle and good 
little boy; for f9lk always called me inno- 
cent, though God knows I never, was that. 
But now the foreign lady, or lady's maid, as 
?t might be, who bed been busy with little 
dark-eyes, turned upon all this going on, and 
looked me straight in the face. I was about 
to salute her, at a distance, indeed, and not 
with the nicety she had offered to me, but, 
strange to say, she stared at my eyes as if 
she had never seen me before, neither wish- 
ed to see me again. At this I was so star- 



tled, such things being out of my ki!o wledge, 
that I startled Peggy also with the muscle 
of my legs, and she being fresh from stable, 
and the mire scraped off with cask-hoop, 
broke away so suddenly that I could do no 
more than turn round and lower my cap, 
now five mouths old, to the beautiful lady. 
Soon I overtook John Fry, and asked him 
all about them, and how it was that we had 
missed their starting from the hostel. But 
John would never talk much till after a gal- 
lon of cider ; and all that I could win out 
of him was that they were " murdering Pa- 
pishers," and little he cared to do with them, 
or the devil as they came from. And a good 
thing for me, and a providence, that I was 
gone down Dulverton town to buy sweet- 
stuff for Annie, else my stupid head would 
have gone astray with their great ou teem- 
ing. 

We saw no more of them after that, but 
turned into the sideway, and soon had the 
fill of our hands and eyes to look to our own 
going. For the road got worse and worse, 
until there was none at all, and perhaps the 
purest thing it could do was to be ashamed 
to show itself. But we pushed on as best 
we might, with doubt of reaching home any 
time, except by special grace of God. 

The fOg came down upon the moors as 
thick as ever I saw it ; and there was no 
sound of any sort, nor a breath of wind to 
guide us. The little stubby trees that stand 
here and there, like bushes with a wooden 
leg to them, were drizzled with a mess of 
wet, and hung their points with dropping. 
Wherever the butt-end of a hedge-row came 
up from the hollow ground, like the withers 
of a horse, holes of splash were pocked and 
pimpled in the yellow sand of coneys, or 
under the dwarf-tree's ovens. But soon it 
was too dark to see that, or any thing else, 
I may say, except the creases in the dusk, 
where prisoned light crept up the valleys. 

After a while even that was gone, and 
no other comfort left us except to see our 
horses' heads Jogging to their footsteps, and 
the dark ground pass below us, lighter where 
the wet was ; and then the splash, foot after 
foot, more clever than we can do it, and the 
orderly jerk of the tail, and the smell of 
what a horsid is. 

John Fry was bowing forward with sleep 
upon his saddle, and now I could no longer 
see the frizzle of wet upon his beard — for ho 
had a very brave one, of a bright red color, 
and trimmed into a whale-oil knot, because 
he was newly married — althongh that comb 
of hair had been a subject of some wonder 
to me, whether I, in Good's good time, should 
have the like of that, handsomely set with 
shining beads, small above and large below, 
from the weeping of the heaven. But still 
I could see the jog of his hat-^a Sunday hat 
with a top to it — and some of his shoulder 
bowed out in the mist, so that one could say. 
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" Hold up, John," wbeu Smiler put bis foot 
in. 

"Mercy of Gk)d! Where be ns now t" said 
John Fry, waking suddenly ; " us ought to 
^have passed bold bash, Jan. Zeen it ou the 
road, have 'ee ?" 

" No indeed, John ; no old ash. Nor noth- 
ing else to my knowing; nor heard nothing, 
save thee snoring." 

" Watt a yule thee must be then, Jan ; 
and me myzell no better. Harken, lad, 
barken !" 

We drew our horses up and listened, 
through the thickness of the air, and with 
our hands laid to our ears. At first there 
yvBs nothing to hear, except the panting of 
the horses and the trickle of the eaving 
drops from our head -covers and clothing, 
and the soft sounds of the lonely night, that 
make us feel, and try not to think. Then 
there came a mellow noise, very low and 
moumsome, not a sound to be afraid of, but 
to long to know the meaning, with a soft 
/ise of the hair. Three times it came and 
"v^ent again, as the shaking of a thread might 
pass away into the distance; and then I 
touched John Fry to know that there was 
something near me. 

" Doon^t 'e be a vule, Jan ! Value moozick 
as iver I 'eer. God bless the man as made 
undooit!" 

" Have they hanged one of the Doones 
then, John V 

^' Hush, lad; niver talk laike o' thiccy. 
Hang a Dooue I God knoweth, the King 
"Would hang pretty quick if her did." 

"Then who is it in the chains, John?" 

I felt my spirit rise as I asked ; for now 
I had crossed Exmoor so often as to hope 
that the people sometimes deserved it, aud 
think that it might be a lesson to the rogues 
^ho unjustly loved the mutton they were 
iiever born to. But, of course, they were 
l)om to hanging, when they set themselves 
80 high. 

" It be nawbody," said John, " vor us to 
make a fush about. Belong to t'other zide 
^ the moor, and come staling shape to our 
zide. Hed Jem Hannaford his name. Thank 
"Od for him to be hanged, lad ; and good 
*^®88 to his soul for craikin' zo." 

So the sound of the quiet swinging led us 
^®ry modestly, as it came and went on the 
^^iid, loud and low pretty regularly, even 
^ far as the foot of the gibbet where the 
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. " Vamous job this here," cried John, look- 
"^8 np to be sure of it, because there were 
^ many ; " h^re be my own nick on the post. 
^®d Jem, too, and no doubt of him ; he do 
hang 80 handsome like, and his ribs up laike 
a horse a'most. God bless them as discoov- 
®jed the way to make a rogue so useful. 
"Ood-naight to thee, Jem, my lad ; and not 
break thy drames with the craikin'." 
John Fry shook his bridle-arm, and smote 



upon Smiler merrily, as he jogged into the 
homeward track from the guiding of the 
body. But I was sorry for Red Jem, and 
wanted to know more about him, and wheth- 
er he might not have avoided this miserable 
end, and what his wife and children thought 
of it, if, indeed, he had any. But John 
would talk no more about it ; and X)erhap8 
he was moved with a lonesome feeling, as 
the creaking sound came after us. 

" Hould thee tongue, lad," he said sharp- 
ly ; " us be naigh the Doone-track now, two 
maile from Dunkery Beacon hill, the haigh- 
est place of Hexmoor. So happen they be 
abroad to-naight, us must ctawlon our belly- 
places, boy." 

I knew at once what he meant — those 
bloody Doones of Bagworthy, the awe of aU 
Devon and Somerset, outlaws, traitors, mur- 
derers. My Uttle legs began to tremble to 
and fro upon Peggy's sides, as I heard the 
dead robber in chains behind us, and thought 
of the live ones still in front. 

" But, John," I whispered, warily, sidling 
close to his saddle-bow; ** dear John, you 
don't think they will see us in such a fog 
as this?" 

" Never God made vog as could stop their 
eyesen," he whispered in answer, fearfully ; 
" here us be by the hollow ground. Zober, 
lad, goo zober now, if thee wish to see thy 
moother." 

For I was incUned, in the manner of boys, 
to make a run of the danger, and cross the 
Doone-track at full speed; to rush for it, 
and be done with it. But even then I won- 
dered why he talked of my mother so, and 
said not a word of father. 

We were come to a long deep " goyal," as 
they call it on Exmoor, a word whose fount- 
ain and origin I have nothing to do with. 
Only I know that when little boys laugh- 
ed at me at Tiverton for talking about a 
"goyal," a big boy clouted them on the 
head, and said that it was in Homer, and 
meant the hollow of the hand. And anoth- 
er time a Welshman told me that it must be 
something like the thing they call a " pant " 
in those parts. Still I know what it means 
well enough — to wit, a long trough among 
wild hills, falling toward the plain country, 
rounded at the bottom, perhaps, and stiff, 
more than steep, at the sides of it. Whether 
it be straight or crooked, makes no differ- 
ence to it. 

We rode very carefuUy down our side, and 
through the soft grass at the bottom, and 
all the while we listened as if the air was a 
speaking-trumpet. Then gladly we breast- 
ed our nags to the rise, and were coming to 
the comb of it, when I heard something, and 
caught John's arm, and he bent his hand to 
the shape of his ear. It was the sound of 
horses' feet knocking up through splashy 
ground, as ifthe bottom sucked them. Then 
a grunting of wear^ tdjwv^ wx^ XJaa \\SGmsi. 
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noise of stimips, aud sometimes the clank 
of iron mixed with the wheezy croniug of 
leather, and the blowing of hairy nostrils. 

'^ God's sake, Jack, slip round her belly, 
and let her go where she wull.'' 

As John Fry whispered, so I did, for he 
was off Smiler by this time; but our two 
pads were too fagged to go far, and began 
to nose about and crop, spiffing more than 
they need ha^e done. I crept to John's side 
very softly, with the bridle on my arm. 

<' Let goo braidle ; let goo, lad. Plaise 
God they take them for forest -ponies, or 
they'll zend a bullet through us." 

I saw what he meant, and let go the bridle : 
for now the mist was rolling off, and we were 
against the sky-line to the dark cavalcade 
below us. John lay on the ground by a 
barrow of heather, where a little gullet was, 
and I crept to him, afraid of the noise I 
made in dragging my legs along, and the 
creak of my cord breeches. John bleated 
like a sheep to cover it — a sheep very cold 
and trembling. 

Then, just as the foremost horseman pass- 
ed, scarce twenty yards below us, a puff of 
wind came up the glen, and the fog rolled 
off before it. And suddenly a strong red 
light, cast by the cloud-weight downward, 
spread like fingers over the moor-land, open- 
ed the alleys of darkness, and hung on the 
steel of the riders. 

"Dunkery Beacon," whispered John, so 
close into my ear that I felt his lips aud 
teeth ashake ; ^* dursn't fire it now excep to 
show the Doones way home again, since the 
naight as they went up and throwed the 
watchmen atop of it. Why, wutt be 'bout, 
lad? God^sake — " 

For I could keep still no longer, but wrig- 
gled away from his arm, and along the lit- 
tle gullet, still going flat on my breast and 
thighs, until I was under a gray patch of 
stone, with a fringe of dry fern round it ; 
there I lay, scarce twenty feet above the 
heads of the riders, and I feared to draw my 
breath, though prone to do it with wonder. 

For now the beacon was rushing up, in a 
fiery storm to heaven, and the form of its 
flame came and went in the folds, and the 
heavy sky was hovering. All around it was 
hung with red, deep in twisted columns, and 
then a giant beard of fire streamed through- 
out the darkness. The sullen hills were 
flanked with light, and the valleys ehined 
with shadow, and all the sombrous moors 
between awoke in furrowed anger. 

But most of all the flinging fire leaped 
into the rooky month of the glen below me, 
where the horsemen passed in silence, scarce- 
ly deigning to look round. Heavy men and 
large of stature, reckless how they bore their 
guns, or how they sat their horses, with 
leathern jerkins, and long boots, and iron 
plates on breast and head, plunder heaped 
behind ubeir saddlet, and ^lE^fons slang in 



front of them ; more than thirty went along, 
like clouds upon red sunset. Some had car- 
casses of sheep swinging with their skins on, 
others had deer, and one had a child flung 
across his saddle-bow. Whether the child 
were dead or alive, was beyond my vision, 
only it hung head downward there, and mnst 
take the chance of it. They had got the 
child, a very young oue, for the sake of the 
dress, no doubt, which they could not stop 
to pull off from it; for the dress shone 
bright, where the fire struck it, as if with 
gold and jewels. I longed in my heart to 
know most sadly what they would do with 
the little thing, aud whether they would 
eat it. 

It touched me so to see that child, a prey 
among those vultures, that in my foolish 
rage and burning I stood up and shouted to 
them, leaping on a rock, and raving out of 
all possession. Two of them tnmed round, 
and one set his carbine at me, but the other 
said it was but a pixie, and bade him keep 
his powder. . Little they knew, and less 
thought I, that the pixie then before them 
would dance their castle down one day. 

John Fry, who in the spring of fright had 
brought himself down from Smiler's side as 
if he were dipped in oil, now came up to me, 
all risk being over, cross, and stiff, and ach- 
ing sorely from his wet couch of heather. 

*^ Small thanks to thee, Jan, as my new 
waife hain't a widder. And who be you to 
support of her, aud her son, if she have one f 
Zarve thee right if I was to chuck thee down 
into the Doone-track. Zim thee'U come to 
un,zooner or later, if this be the zample of 
thee." 

And that was all he had to say, instead of 
thanking Gk>d J For if ever born man was 
in a fright, and ready to thank God for any 
thing, the name of that man was ^' John 
Fry," not more than five minutes agone. 

However, I answered nothing at all, ex- 
cept to be ashamed of myself; and soon we 
found Peggy and Smiler in company, well 
embarked on the homeward road, and vict- 
ualing where the grass was good. Bight 
glad they were to see us again — not for the 
pleasure of carrying, but because a horse 
(like a woman) lacks, and is better withont>, 
self-reliance. 

My father never came to meet us at ei- 
ther side of the telling-honse, neither at the 
crooked post, nor even at home-linhay, al- 
though the dogs kept such a noise that he 
must have heard us. Home-side of the lin« 
hay, aud under the ashen hedge-row, where 
father taught me to catch blackbirds, all at 
once my heart went down, and all my breast 
was hollow. There was not even the lan- 
tern light on the peg against the cow's 
honse, and nobody said *^ Hold your noise !" 
to the dogs, or shouted *' Here our Jack is !" 

J looked at the posts of the gate in. the 
dark, because they were tall, like father, and 
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then at the door of the hamess-room, where 
he used to smoke his pipe and siug. Then 
I thought he had guests, perhaps — people 
lost upon the moors — whom he could not 
leave unkindly, even for his son's sake. 
And yet about that I was jealous, and ready 
to be vexed with him, when he should be- 
gin to make much of me. And I felt in my 
pocket for the new pipe which I had brought 
him from Tiverton, and said to myself, " He 
shall not have it until to-morrow morning." 

Woe is me ! I can not tell. How I knew 
I know not now — only that I slunk away, 
without a tear, or thought of weeping, and 
hid me in a saw -pit. There the timber, 
overhead, came like streaks across me ; and 
all I wanted was to lack, and none to tell 
me any thing. 

By-and-by a noise came down, as of wom- 
an's weeping ; and there my mother and sis- 
ter were, choking and holding together. Al- 
though they were my dearest loves, I could 
not bear to look at them, until they seemed 
to want my help, and put their hands before 
^heir eyes. 



CHAPTER IV. 

A VERY RASH VISIT. 

My dear father had been killed by the 
Doones of Bagworthy, while riding home 
from Porlock market, on the Saturday even- 
ing. With him were six brother -farmers, 
all of them very sober; for father would 
have no company with any man who went 
beyond half a gallon of beer, or a single gal- 
lon of cider. The robbers had no grudge 
against him ; for he had never flouted them, 
neither made overmuch of outcry because 
they robbed other people. For he was a 
man of such strict honesty, and due parish 
feeling, that he knew it to be every man's 
own business to defend himself and his 
goods, unless he belonged to our parish, and 
then we must look after him. 

These seven good farmers were jogging 
along, helping one another in the troubles 
of the road, and singing goodly hymns and 
songs to keep their "courage moving, when 
suddenly a horseman stopped in the star- 
light full across them. 

By dress and arms they knew him well, 
and by his size and stature, shown against 
the glimmer of the evening star ; and though 
he seemed one man to seven, it was in truth 
one man to one. Of the six who had been 
singing songs and psalms about the power 
of God, and their own regeneration — ^such 
psalms as went the round, in those days, of 
the public-houses — there was not one but 
pulled out his money, and sang small-beer 
to a Doone. 

But father had been used to think that 
any man who was comfortable inside his 



own coat and waistcoat deserved to have 
no other set, unless he would strike a blow 
for them. And soy while his gossips doffed 
their hats, and shook with what was left of 
them, he set his staff above his head, and 
rode at the Doone robber. With a trick of 
his horse, the wild man escaped the sudden 
onset, although it must have amazed him 
sadly that any durst resist him. Then, 
when Smiler was carried away with the 
dash and the weight of my father (not be- 
ing brought up to battle, nor used to turn, 
save in plow harness), the outlaw whistled 
iipon his thumb, and plundered the rest of 
the yoemen. But father, drawing at Smiler's 
head, to try to come back and help them, 
was in the midst of a dozen men, who seem- 
ed to come out of a turf-rick, some on horse 
and some afoot. Nevertheless, he smote 
lustily, so far as he could see ; and being of 
great size and strength, and his blood well 
up, they had no easy job with him. With 
the play of his wrist he cracked three oi 
four crowns, being always famous at sin- 
gle-stick; until the rest drew their horses 
away, and he thought that he was master, 
and would tell his wife about it. 

But a man beyond the range of staff was 
crouching by the peat -stack, with a long 
gun set to his shoulder, and he got poor fa- 
ther against the sky, and I can not tell the 
rest of it. Only they knew that Smiler 
came home with blood upon his withers, 
and father was found in the morning dead 
on the moor, with his ivy-twisted cudgel ly- 
ing broken under him. Now, whether this 
were an honest fight, God judge betwixt the 
Doones and me. 

It was more of woe than wonder, being 
such days of violence, that mother knew 
herself a widow, and her children father- 
less. Of children there were only three, 
none of us fit to be useful yet, only to com- 
fort mother, by making her to work for us. 
I, John Ridd, was the eldest, and felt it a 
heavy thing on me ; next came sister Annie 
with about two years between us ; and then 
the little Eliza. 

Now, before I got home and found my sad 
loss — and no boy ever loved his father bet- 
ter than I loved mine — mother had done a 
most wondrous thing, which made all the 
neighbors say that she must be mad, at 
least. Upon the Monday morning, while 
her husband lay unburied, she cast a white 
hood over her hair, and gathered a black 
cloak round her, and, taking counsel of no 
one, set off on foot for the Doone-gate. 

In the early afternoon she came to the 
hollow and barren entrance, where in truth 
there was no gate, only darkness to go 
through. If I get on with this story, I 
shall have to tell of it by-and-by, as I saw 
it afterward, and will not dwell there now. 
Enough that no gun was fired «it\s«^^wcX^ 
her eyes "wcr^ eQ'vec^ qt^ot, wA. %Kfcas3^<2i»^ 
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led her by the hand, without any wish to 
hurt her. * 

A very rough and headstrong road was 
all that she remembered, for she could not 
think as she wished to do, with the cold iron 
pushed against her. At the end of this road 
they delivered her eyes, and she could scarce 
believe them. 

For she stood at the head of a deep green 
valley^ carved from out the mountains in 
a perfect oval, with a fence of sheer rock 
standing round it, eighty feet or a hundred 
high, from whose brink black wooded hills 
swept up to the sky-line. By her side a lit- 
tle river glided out from under-ground with 
a soft dark babble, unawares of daylight ; 
then growing brighter, lapsed away, and 
fell into the valley. There, as it ran down 
the meadow, alders stood on either marge, 
and grass was blading out upon it, and yel- 
low tufts of rushes gathered, looking at the 
hurry. But farther down, on either bank, 
were covered hoases, built of stone, square 
and roughly cornered, set as if the brook 
were meant to be the street between them. 
Only one room high they were, and not 
placed opposite each other, but in and out 
as skittles are; only that the first of all, 
which proved to be the captain's, was a sort 
of double house, or rather two houses joined 
together by a plank-bridge oVer the river. 

Fourteen cots my mother counted, all very 
much of a pattern, and nothing to choose 
between them, unless it were the Captain's. 
Deep in the quiet valley there, away from 
noise, and violence, and brawl, save that of 
the rivulet, any man would have deemed 
them homes of simple mind and innocence. 
Yet not a single house stood there but was 
the home of murder. 

Two men led my mother down a steep and 
gliddery stairway, like the ladder of a hay- 
mow, and thence from the break of the fall- 
ing water as far as the house of the captain. 
And therO at the door they left her trem- 
bling, strung as she was, to speak her mind. 

^^Now, after all, what right had she, a 
common farmer's widow, to take it amiss 
that men of birth thought fit to kill her 
husband ? And the Doones were of very 
high birth, as all we clods of Exmoor knew ; 
and we had enough of good teaching now — 
let any man say the contrary — to feel that 
all we had belonged of right to those above 
us. Therefore my mother was half ashamed 
that she could not help complaining. 

But after a little while, as she said, re- 
membrance of her husband came, and the 
way he used to stand by her side and put 
his strong arm round her, and how he liked 
his bacon fried, and praised her kindly for 
it — and so the tears were in her eyes, and 
nothing should gainsay them. 

A tall old man, Sir Ensor Boone, oame out 

with a bill-hook in his hand, and hedger's 

£'/ov0s going up hia arms, as if he were no 



better than a laborer at ditch-work. Only 
in his mouth and eyes, his gait, and most of 
all his voice, even a child could know and 
feel that here was no ditch-laborer. Grood 
cause he has found since then, perhaps, i\ 
wish that he had been one. 

With his white locks moving upon his 
coat, he stopped and looked down at my 
mother, and she could not help herself bni 
courtesy under the fixed black gazing. 

" Good woman, you are none of us. , Who 
has brought you hither f Young men must 
be young — but I have had too much of this 
work." 

And he scowled at my mother for her 
comeliness; and yet looked under his eye- 
lids as if he liked her for it. But as for her, 
in the depth of love - grief, it struck scorn 
upon her womanhood ; and in the flash she 
spoke. 

" What yon mean, I know not. Traitors ! 
cut-throats ! cowards ! I am here to ask for 
my husband." She could not say any more, 
because her heart was now too much for her, 
comiug hard in her throat and mouth ; but 
she opened up her eyes at him. 

"Madam," said Sir Ensor Doone — being 
bom a gentleman, although a very bad one 
— " I crave^ pardon of you. My eyes are old, 
or I might have known. Now, if we have 
your husband prisoner, he shall go free with- 
out ransom, because I have insulted you." 

" Sir," said my mother, being suddenly 
taken away with sorrow because of his gra- 
cious manner, " please to let me cry a bit." 

He stood away, and seemed to know that 
women want no help for that. And by th© 
way she cried he knew that they had killed 
her husband. Then, having felt of grief 
himself, he was not angry with her, but left 
her to begin again. 

" Loath would I be," said mother, sobbing 
with her new red handkerchief, and look- 
ing at the pattern of it, " loath indeed, Sir 
Epsor Doone, to accuse any one unfairly. 
But I have lost the very best husband God 
ever gave to a woman; and I knew him 
when he was to your belt, and I not up to 
your knee, sir ; and never an unkind word 
he spoke, nor stopped me short in speaking. 
All the herbs he left to me, and all the ba- 
con-curing, and when it was best to kill a 
pig, and how to treat the maidens. Not that 
I would ever wish — oh, John, it seems so 
strange to me, and last week you were ev- 
ery tbiug !" 

Here mother burst out crying again, not 
loudly, but turning quietly, because she 
knew that no one now would ever care to 
wipe the tears. And fifty or a hundred 
things, of weekly and daily happening, came 
across my mother, so that her spirit fell like 
slackening lime. 

"This matter must be seen toj it shall 
be seen to at once," the old man answered, 
moved a little in spite of all his knowledge 
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*^ Madam, if any wrong has been done, tmst 
the honor of a Doone, I will redress it to 
my utmost. Come insidd and rest yourself, 
while I ask about it. What was your good 
husband's name, and when and where fell 
this mishap 1" 

^^ Deary me/' said mother, as he set a chair 
for her very polite, but she would not sit 
upon it ; " Saturday morning I was a wife, 
sir; and Saturday night I was a widow, 
and my children fatherless. My husband's 
name was * John Hidd,' sir, as every body 
knows ; and there was not a liner or better 
man in Soraen^t or Devon. He was coming 
home from Porlock market, and a new gown 
for me on the crupper, aud a shell to put my 
liair up — oh, John, how good you were to me !" 

Of that she began to think again, and not 
to believe her sorrow, except as a dream 
from the evil one, because it was too bad 
npon her, and perhaps she would awake in 
a minute, and ^r husband would have the 
laugh of her. And so she wiped her eyes 
and smiled, and looked for something. 

''Madam, this is a serious thing," Sir 
Ensor Doone said graciously, and showing 
grave concern : " my boys are a little wild, 
I know. And yet I can not think that they 
would willingly harm any one. And yet — 
and yet, you do look wronged. Send Coun- 
selor to nie," he shouted, from the door of 
his house; and down the valley went the 
call, '^ send Counselor to Captain." 

Counselor Doone came in ere yet my moth- 
er was herself again ; and if any sight could 
astonish her when all her sense of right and 
wrong was gone astray with the force of 
things, it was the sight of the Counselor. 
A square-built man of enormous strength, 
but a foot below the Doone stature (which 
I shall describe hereafter), he carried a long 
gray beard descending to the leather of his 
belt. Great eyebrows overhung his face, 
like ivy on a pollard oak, and under them 
two large brown eyes, as of an owl when 
muting. Aud he had a power of hiding his 
eyes, or showing them bright, like a blazing 
fire. He stood there with his beaver off, 
and mother tried to look at him, but he 
seemed not to descry her. 

" Counselor," said Sir Ensor Doone, stand- 
ing back in his height from him, '^ here is a 
lAdy of good repute — " 

" Oh no, sir; only a woman." 

"Allow me, madam, by your good leave. 
Here is a lady, Counselor, of great repute in 
this part of the country, who charges the 
Doones with having unjustly slain her hus- 
band—" 

"Murdered him! murdered him I" cried 
my mother ; " if ever there was a murder. 
Oh, sir I oh, sir! you know it." 

" The perfect rights and truth of the case 
is all I wish to know," said the old man, 
v^ry loftily; "and justice shall be done, 
madam." 



" Oh, I pray you — pray you, sirs, make no 
matter of business of it. God from heaven, 
look on nae !" 

" Put the case," said the Counselor. 

"The case is this," replied Sir Ensor, 
holding one hand up to mother : " This lady's 
worthy husband was slain, it seems, upon 
his return from the market at Porlock, no 
longer ago than last Saturday night. Mad' 
am, amend me if I am wrong." 

"No longer, indeed, indeed, sir. Some- 
times it seems a twelvemonth, and some- 
times it seems an hour." 

" Cite his name," said the Counselor, with 
his eyes still rolling inward. 

"* Master John Ridd,' as I understand. 
Counselor, we have heard of him often ; a 
worthy man and a peaceful one, who med- 
dled not with our duties. Now, if any of 
our boys have been rough, they shall answer 
it dearly. Aud yet I can scarce believe it. 
For the folk about t*>«>se parts are apt to 
misconceive of our suh^rings, and to have no 
feeling for us. Counselor, you are our rec- 
ord, and very stem against us; tell us how 
this matter was." 

" Oh, Counselor !" my mother cried ; " Sir 
Counselor, you will be fair ; I see it in your 
countenance. Only tell me who it was, and 
set me face to face with him ; and I will bless 
yon, sir, and God shall bless you, and my 
children." 

The square man with the long gray beard, 
quite unmoved by any thing, drew back to 
the door and spoke, and his voice was like 
a fall of stones in the bottom of a mine. 

" Few words will be enow for this. Four 
or five of our best-behaved and most peace- 
ful gentlemen went to the little market at 
Porlock with a lump of money. They bought 
some household stores and comforts at a very 
high price, and pricked upon the homeward 
road, away from vulgar revelers. When 
they drew bridle to rest their horses, in the 
shelter of a peat-rick, the night being dark 
and sudden, a robber of great size and 
strength rode into the midst of them, think- 
ing to kill or terrify. His arrogance and 
hardihood at the first amazed them, but they 
would not give up without a blow goods 
which were on tmst with them. He had 
smitten three of them senseless, for the pow- 
er of his arm was terrible ; whereupon the 
last man tried to ward his blow with a pis- 
tol. Carver, sir, it was, our brave and noble 
Carver, who saved the lives of his brethren 
and his own ; and glad enow they were tc 
escape. Notwithstanding, we hoped it might 
be only a flesh-wound, and not to speed him 
in his sins." 

As this atrocious tale of lies turned up 
joint by joint before her like a "devil's 
coach-horse,"* mother was too much amazed 

* The cock-tailed beetle has earned this name ia 
the West of SngVttud. 
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to 4o any more than look at him, as if the 
earth must open. But the only thing that 
opened was the great brown eyes of the 
Counselor, which rested on my mother's face 
with a dew of sorrow as he spoke of sins. 

She, unable to bear them, turned sudden- 
y on Sir Ensor, and caught (as she fancied) 
a smile on his lips, and a sense of quiet en- 
joyment. 

"All the Doones are gentlemen," answer- 
ed the old man, gi'avely, and looking as if 
he had never smiled since he was a baby. 
"We are always glad to explain, madam, 
any mistake which the rustic people may 
fall upon about us ; and we wish you clear- 
ly to conceive that we do not charge your 
poor husband with any set purpose of rob- 
bery, neither will we bring suit for any at- 
tainder of his property. Is it not so. Coun- 
selor f " 

"Without doubt his land is attainted; 
unless in mercy yon forbear, sir." 

" Counselor, we will forbear. Madam, we 
will forgive him. Like enough he knew 
not right from wrong at that time of night. 
The waters are strong at Porlock, and even 
an honest man may use his staff unjustly in 
this unchartered age of violence and rapine." 

The Doones to talk of rapine ! Mother's 
head went round so that she courtesied to 
them both, scarcely knowing where she was, 
but calling to mind her manners. All the 
time she felt a warmth, as if the right was 
with her, and yet she could not see the way 
to spread it out before them. With that 
she dried her tears in haste, and w^eut into 
the cold air, for fear of speaking mischief. 

But when she was on the homeward road, 
and the sentinels had charge of her, blinding 
her eyes, as if she were not blind enough 
with weeping, some one came in haste be- 
hind her and thrust a heavy leathern bag 
into the limp weight of her hand. 

" Captain sends you this," he whispered ; 
" take it to the little ones." 

But mother let it fall in a heap, as if it 
had been a blind worm ; and then for the 
first time crouched before Grod, that even the 
Doones should pity her. 



CHAPTER V. 

AN ILLEGAL SETTLEMENT. 

Gk>OD folk who dwell in a lawful land, if 
any such there be, may, for want of explo- 
ration, judge our neighborhood harshly, un- 
less the whole truth is set before them. In 
bar of such prejudice, many of us ask leave 
to explain how and why it was the robbers 
came to that head in the midst of us. We 
would rather not have had it so, Grod knows 
as well as any body ; but it grew upon us 
gently, in the following manner. Only let 
all who read, observe that here I enter many 



things which came to my knowle<Ige m la 
ter years. 

In or about the year of our Lord 1640. 
when all the troubles of England were swell* 
ing to an outburst, great estates in the north 
country were suddenly confiscated, through 
some feud of families and strong influence 
at Court, and the owners were turned upon 
the world, and might think themselves 
lucky to save their necks. These estates 
were in co- heirship, joint -tenancy I think 
they called it, although I know not the 
meaning, only so that if either tenant died, 
the other living, all would come to the live 
one in spite of any testapient. 

One of the joint owners was Sir Ensor 
Doone, a gentleman of brisk intellect ; and 
the other owner was his cousin, the Earl of 
Lome and Dykemont. 

Lord Lome was some years the elder of 
his cousin Ensor Doone, and was making 
suit to gain severance of t)|e cumbersome 
joint -tenancy by any fair apportionment, 
when suddenly this blow fell on them by 
wiles and Avoman's meddling ; and instead of 
dividing the land, they were divided from it. 

The nobleman was still well-to-do, though 
crippled in his expenditure ; but as for the 
cousin, he was left a beggar, with many to 
beg from him. He thought that the other 
had wronged him, and that all the trouble 
of law befell through his unjust petition. 
Many friends advised him to make interest 
at Court ; for, having done no harm what- 
ever, and being a good Catholic, which Lord 
Lome was not, he would be sure to find 
hearing there, and probably some favor. 
But he, like a very hot - brained man, al- 
though he had long been married to the 
daughter of his cousin (whom he liked none 
the more for that), would have nothing to 
say to any attempt at making a patch of it, 
but di*ove away with his wife and sons, 
and the relics of his mone}'', swearing hard 
at every body. In this he may have been 
quite wrong; probably, perhaps he was so ; 
but I am not oonvinbed at all but what 
most of us would have done the same. 

Some say that, in the bitterness of that 
wrong and outrage, he slow a gentleman of 
the Court, whom he supposed to have borne 
a hand in the plundenug of his fortunes. 
Others say that he bearded King Charles 
the First himself, in a manner beyond for- 
giveness. One thing, at any rate, is sure — 
Sir Ensor was attainted, and made a felon 
outlaw, through some violent deed ensuing 
upon his dispossession. 

He had searched in many quarters for 
somebody to help him, and with good war- 
rant for hoping it, inasmuch as he, in his 
lucky days, had been open-handed and cons* 
inly to all who begged advice of him. But 
now all these provided him with plenty of 
good advice indeed, and great assurance of 
feeling, but not a movement of leg, or lip. or 
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pnrse-striDg in liis favor. All good people 
of either persuasion, royalty or commonal- 
ty, knowing his kitchen-range to be cold, 
no longer would play turnspit. And this, it 
may be, seared his heai't more than the loss 
of laud and fame. 

In great despair at last, he resolved to 
settle in some outlandish part, where none 
could be found to know him ; and so, in an 
evil day for us, he came to the West of En- 
gland. Not that our part of the world is at 
all outlandish, according to my view of it 
(for I never found a better one), but that it 
was known to be rugged, and large, and 
desolate. And here, when he had discovered 
a place which seemed almost to be made for 
him, so withdrawn, so self - defended, and 
uneasy of access, some of the country folk 
around brought him little offerings — a side 
of bacon, a keg of cider, hung mutton, or a 
brisket of venison ; so that for a little while 
he was very honest. But when the newness 
of his coming began to wear away, and our 
good folk wei-e apt to think that even a 
gentleman ought to work or pay other men 
for doing it, and many farmers were grown 
weary of manners without discourse to them, 
and all cried out to one another how unfair 
it was that, owning such a fertile valley, 
young men would not spade or plow by rea- 
son of noble lineage — then the young Doones 
growing up took things they would not ask 
for. 

And here let me, as a solid man, owner of 
five hundred acres (whether fenced or other- 
wise, and that is my own business), church- 
wanlen also of this parish (until I go to the 
church -yard), and proud to be called the 
parson's friend — for a better man I never 
knew with tobacco and strong waters, nor 
one who could read the lessons so well, and 
he has been at Blundell's too — once for all 
let me declare, that I am a thorough-going 
Church-and-State man, and Royalist, with- 
out any mistake about it. And this I lay 
down, because some people, judging a sau- 
sage by the skin, may take in evil part my 
little glosses of styfe and glibness, and the 
mottled nature of my remarks, and cracks 
now and then on the frying-pan. I assure 
them I am good Inside, and not a bit of rue 
in me ; only queer knots, as of marjoram, 
and a stupid manner of bursting. 

There was not more than a dozen of them, 
counting a few retainers who still held by 
SirEneor; but soon they grew and multi- 
plied in a manner surprising to think of. 
Whether it was the venison, which we call 
* strengthening victual, or whether it was 
*he Exmoor mutton, qp: the keen soft air of 
the moor-lands, anyhow the Doones increased 
niich faster than their honesty. At first 
they had brought some ladies with them, of 
good repute with charity ; and then, as time 
^ent on, they added to their stock by carry- 
ing. They carried off many good farmers' 



daughters, who were sadly displeased at 
first ; but took to them kindly after a while, 
and made a new home in their babies. For 
women, as it seems to me, like strong men 
more than weak ones, feeling that they need 
some staunchness, something to hold fast 

by. 

And of all the men in our country, al* 
though we are of a thickset breed, you 
scarce could find one in threescore fit to bo 
placed among the Doones, without looking 
no more than a tailor. Like enough, we 
could meet them, man for man (if we chose 
all around the crown and the skirts of Ex- 
moor), and show them what a cross-buttock 
means, because we are so stnggy ; but in re- 
gard of stature, comeliuess, and bearing, no 
woman would look twice at us. Not but 
what I myself, John Ridd, and one or two I 
know of — but it becomes me best not to talk 
of that, although my hair is gray. 

Perhaps their den might well have been 
stormed, and themselves driven out of the 
forest, if honest people had only agreed to 
begin with them at once when first they 
took to plundering. But having respect for 
their good birth, and pity for their misfor- 
tunes, and perhaps a little admiration at the 
justice of (Jod, that robbed men now were 
robbers, the squires, and farmers, and shep- 
herds, at first did nothing more than grum- 
ble gently, or even make a laugh of it, each 
in the case of others. After a while they 
found the matter gone too far for laughter, 
as violence and deadly outrage stained the 
hand of robbery, until every woman clutch- 
ed her child, and every man turned pale at 
the very name of "Dooue." For the sons 
and grandsons of Sir Elisor grew up iiv foul 
liberty, and haughtiness, and hatred, to ut- 
ter scorn of God and man, and brutality to- 
ward dumb animals. There was only one 
good thing about them, if indeed it were 
good, to wit, their faith to one another, and 
truth to their wild aerie. But this only 
made them feared the more, so certain was 
the revenge they wreaked upon any who 
dared to strike a Doone. One night, some 
ten years ere I was born, when they were 
sacking a rich man's house not very far 
from Minehead, a shot was fired at them in 
the dark, of which they took little notice, 
and only one of them knew that any harm 
was done. But when they were well on the 
homeward road, not having slain either man 
or woman, or even burned a house down, 
one of their number fell from his saddle, 
and died without so much as a groan. The 
youth had been struck, but would not com- 
plain, and perhaps took little heed of the 
wound, while he was bleeding inwardly. " 
His brothers and cousins laid him so^ly 
on a bank of whortleberries, and just rode 
back to the lonely hamlet whore he had 
taken his death- wound. No ix\«k\\ \\srt ^«as.- 
an was left m \.\i€> laomwv^^wo.^ Vwve^ ^ot 
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any to dwell iu, only a child with its reason 
gone.* 

This affair made prudent people find more 
reasons to let them alone than to meddle 
with them ; and now they had so intrench- 
ed themselves, and waxed so strong in num- 
ber, that nothing less than a troop of sol- 
diers could wisely enter their premises ; and 
even so it might turn out ill, as perchance 
we shall see by-and-by. 

For not to mention the strength of the 
place, which I shall describe in its proper 
order when I come to visit it, there was not 
one among them but was a mighty man, 
straight and tall, and wide, and fit to lift 
four hnndred- weight. If son or grandson 
of old Doone, or one of the northern retain- 
ers, failed at the age of twenty, while stand- 
ing on his naked feet, to touch with his 
forehead the lintel of Sir Ensor's door, and 
to fill the door-frame with his shoulders 
from side-post even to side-post, he was led 
away to the narrow pass which made their 
valley so desperate, and thrust from the 
crown with ignominy, to get his own living 
honestly. Now, the measure of that door- 
way is, or rather was, I ought to say, six 
feet and one inch lengthwise, and two feet 
all but two inches taken cross-ways in the 
clear. Yet I not only have heard but know, 
being so closely mixed with them, that no 
descendant of old Sir Ensor, neither relative 
of his (except, indeed, the Counselor,, who 
was kept by them for his wisdom), and no 
more than two of their following, ever fail- 
ed of that test, and relapsed to the difficult 
ways of honesty. 

Not that I think any thing great of a 
standard the like of that ; for if they had set 
me in that door-frame at the age of twenty, 
it is like enough that I should have walked 
away with it on my shoulders, though I was 
not come to my full strength then ; only I 
am speaking now of the average size of our 
neighborhood, and the Doones were far be- 
yond that. Moreover, they were taught to 
shoot with a heavy carbine so delicately and 
wisely, that even a boy could pass a ball 
through a rabbit's head at the distance of 
fourscore yards. Some people may think 
naught of this, being in practice with longer 
shots from the tongue than from the shoul- 
der ; nevertheless, to do as above is, to my 
ignorance, very good work, if you can be 
sure to do it. Not one word do I believe of 
Robin Hood splitting peeled wands at seven- 
score yards, and such like. Whoever wrote 
such stories knew not how slippery a peeled 
wand is, even if one could hit it, and how it 
gives to the onset. Now let him stick one 
in the ground, and take his bow and arrow 
at it, ten yards away, or even five. 

Now, after all this which I have written, 
and all the rest which a reader will see, be- 



ing quicker of mind than I am (who leave 
more than half behind me, like a man sow- 
ing wheat, with his dinner laid in the ditch 
too nealr his dog), it is much bnt what yon 
will understand the Doones far better than 
I did, or do even to this moment ; and there- 
fore none will doubt when I tell them that 
our good Justiciaries feared to make an ado, 
or hold any public inquiry about my dear 
father's death. They would all have had 
to ride home that night, and who could say 
wliat might betide them f Least said soon- 
est mended, because less chance of break-^ 
ing. 

So we buried him quietly — all except my 
mother, indeed, for she could not keep silence 
— in the sloping little church-yard of Oare, 
as meek a place as need be, with the Lynn 
brook down below it. There is not much 
of company there for any body's tombstone, 
because the parish spreads so far in woods 
and moors without dw'elling-house. If we 
bury one man in three years, or even a wom- 
an or child, we talk about it for three 
months, dud say it must be our turn next, 
and scarcely grow accustomed to it nntil 
another goes. 

Annie was not allowed to Come, because 
she cried so terribly; but she ran to the 
window and saw it all, mooing there like a 
little calf, so frightened and so left alone. 
As for Eliza, she came with me, one on each 
side of mother, and not a tear was in her 
eyes, but sudden starts of wonder, and a new 
thing to be looked at unwillingly, yet curi- 
ously. Poor little thing ! she was very clev- 
er, the only one of our family — thank Grod 
for the same — ^but none the more for that 
guessed she what it is to lose a father. 



• Tbig vile deed was done, beyond all donbt. 



CHAPTER VL 

NECESSARY PRACTICE. 

About the rest of all that winter I remem- 
ber very little, being only a young boy then, 
and missing my father most out-of-doors, 
as when it came to the bird-catching, or the 
tracking of hares in the snow, or the train- 
ing of a sheep-dog. Oftentimes I looked at 
his gun, an ancient piece found in the sea, 
a little below Glenthome, and of which he 
was mighty proud, although it was only a 
matchlock ; and I thought of the times I 
had held the fuse, while he got his aim at a 
rabbit, and once even at a red deer rubbing 
among the hazels. But nothing came of my 
looking at it, so far as I remember, save fool- 
ish tears of my own perhaps, till John Fry- 
took it down one day from the hooks where 
father's hand had laid it ; and it hurt me to 
see how John handled it, as if he had no 
memory. 

" Bad job for he as her had not got thicoy 
the uaight as her coom acrass them Doonea 
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&ackou Yarmer Jan 'ood a-zhown them tbe 
wai to kingdom come, 'stead of gooin' lier- 
zell zo aisy. ' And a maight have been gooiu' 
to market now, 'stead of laying hanked up 
over yanner. Maister Jan, thee can zee the 
grave if thee look alaug this here goon- 
barryel. Buy now, whutt he blubberin' at? 
Wish I had never told tbee." 

" John Fry, I am not blubbering ; you 
make a great mistake, John. You are tbink- 
iiig of little Annie. I cough sometimes in 
the winter -weather, and father gives me 
lickerish — I mean — I mean — he used to. 
Now let me have tbe gun, John.'* 

" Thee have the goon, Jan ! Thee isn't 
fit to putt un to thy zboulder. What a 
weight her be, for sure !" 

" Me not hold it, John ! Tbat shows how 
much you kn(|(v about it, €ret out of the 
way, John ; you are opposite the mouth of 
it, and likely it is loaded." 

John Fry jumped in a livelier manner 
than when be was doing day-work; and I 
rested the mouth on a cross rack-piece, and 
felt a warm sort of surety tbat I could hit 
tbe door over opposite, or, at least, the cob- 
wall alongside of it, and do no harm in the 
orchard. But John would not give me link 
or fuse, and, on the whole, I was glad of it, 
though carrying on as boys do, because I had 
heard my father say that the Spanish gun 
kicked like a horse, and because the load in 
it came from his hand, and I did not like to 
undo it. But I never found it kick very 
hard, when firmly set to the shoulder, unless 
it was badly loaded. In truth, the thickness 
of the metal was enough almost to astonish 
one ; and what our people said about it may 
have been true enough, although most of 
them are such liars — at least, I mean they 
make mistakes, as all mankind must do. 
Perchance it was no mistake at all to say 
that this ancient gun had belonged to a no- 
ble Spaniard, the captain of a fine large ship 
in the "Invincible Armada," which we of 
England managed to conquer, with God and 
the weather helping ns, a hundred years ago 
or more — ^I can't say to a month or so. 

After a little while, when John had fired 
away at a rat the charge I held so sacred, it 
came to me as a natural thing to practice 
shooting with tbat great gun, instead of 
John Fry's blunderbuss, which looked like a 
bell with a stalk to it. Perhaps for a boy 
there is nothing better than a good wind- 
mill to shoot at, as I have seen them in flat 
countries ; but we have no windmills upon 
the great moor-land, yet here and there a few 
bam doors, where shelter is, and a way up 
tbe hollows. And up those hollows you can 
sboot, with the help of the sides to lead your 
aim, and there is a fair chance of hitting the 
door, if you lay your cheek to the barrel, and 
try not to be afraid of it. 

Gradually I won such skill, that I sent 
Dearly all the lead gutter from the north 



porch of our little church through our best 
bam door, ts thing which has often repent- 
ed me since, especially as church-warden, 
and made me pardon many bad boys ; but 
fat^r was not buried* on that side of the 
church. 

But all this time, while I was roving orei 
the hills or about the farm, and even listen* 
ing to John Fry, my mother, being so much 
older and feeling trouble longer, went about 
inside tbe house, or among tbe maids and 
fowls, not caring to talk to the best of tbem, 
except when she broke out sometimes about 
the good master they had lost, all and every 
one of us. But the fowls would take no no- 
tice of it, except to cluck for barley ; and 
the maidens, though they had liked him well, 
were thinking of their sweethearts as the 
spring came on. Mother thought it wrong 
of them, selfish, and ungrateful; and yet 
sometimes she was proud that none had such 
call as herself to grieve for him. Only An- 
nie seemed to go softly in and out, and cry, 
with nobody along of her, chiefly iu the cor- 
ner where the bees are and the grindstone. 
But somehow she would never let any body 
behold her ; being set, as you may say, to 
think it over by herself, and season it with 
weeping. Many times I caught her, and 
many times she turned upon me, and then I 
could not look at her, but asked how long to 
dinner-time. 

Now iu the depth of the winter month, 
such as we call December, father being dead 
and quiet in his grave a fortnight, it hap- 
pened me to be out of powder for practice 
against his enemies. I had never fired a 
shot without thinking, "This for father's 
murderer ;" and John Fry said that I made 
such faces it was a wonder tbe gun went off. 
But though I could hardly hold the gun, 
unless with my back against a bar, it did me 
good to hear it go off, and hope to have hit- 
ten his enemies. 

" Oh, mother, mother," I said tbat da^^, 
directly after dinner, while she was sitting 
looking at me, and almost ready to say (as 
now she did seven times in a week), " How 
like your father you are growing! Jack, 
come here and kiss me" — "oh, mother, if you 
only knew how much I want a shilling !" 

" Jack, you shall never want i« shilling 
while I am alive to give thee one. But what 
is it for, dear heart, dear heart ?" 

" To buy something over at Porlock, moth- 
er. Perhaps I will tell you afterward. If 
I tell not, it will be for your good, and for 
the sake of the children." 

" Bless the boy, one would think he was 
threescore years of age at least. Give me a 
little kiss, you Jack, and you shall have the 
shilling." 

For I hated to kiss or be kissed in those 
days ; and so all honest boys must do, when 
Grod puts any strength in. t\\«a\. "^aroJv.TvQrw 'V 
wanted the po^^ex %o \sasxOcu,^'a^>^"^«^^^^^ 
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kissed mother very shyly, looking ronnd the 
comer first, for Betty not t-o see me. 

Bat mother gave me half a dozen, and only 
one shilling for all of them ; and I could not 
find it in my heart to ask her for another, 
although I would have taken it. In very 
quick time I ran away with the shilling in 
my pocket, and got Peggy out on the Por- 
lock road without my mother knowing it. 
For mother was frightened of that road now, 
as if all the trees were murderers, and would 
never let me go alone so much as a hundred 
yards on it. And, to tell the truth, I was 
touched with fear fur many years ahout it ; 
and even now, when I ride at dark there, a 
man by a peat-rick makes me shiver, until 
I go and collar him. But this time I was 
very bold, having John Fry's blunderbuss, 
and keeping a sharp lookout wherever any 
lurking-place Avas. However, I saw only 
sheep and small red cattle, and the common 
deer of the forest, until I was nigh to Porlock 
town, and then rode straight to Mr. Pooke's, 
at the sign of the Spit and Gridiron. 

Mr. Pooke was nideep, as it happened, not 
having much to do that day ; and so I fast- 
ened Peggy by the handle of a warming- 
pan, at which she had no better manners 
than to snort and blow her breath ; and in 
I walked with a manful style, bearing John 
Fry's blunderbuss. Now Timothy Pooke was 
a peaceful man, glad to live without any en- 
joyment of mind at danger, and I was tall 
and large already as most lads of a riper age. 
Mr. Pooke, as soon as he opened his eyes, drop- 
ped suddenly under the counter-board, and 
drew a great frying-pan over his head, as if 
the Doones were come to rob him, as their 
custom was, mostly after the fair-time. It 
made me feel rather hot and queer to be 
taken for a robber; and yet methiuks I 
was proud of it. 

" Gadzooks, Master Pooke,'' said I, having 
learned fine words at Tiverton ; " do you sup- 
pose that I know not then the way to carry 
fire-arms ? An it were the old Spanish match- 
lock, in the lieu of this good fliut-engine, 
which may be borne ten miles or more and 
never once go off, scsrcely couldst thou seem 
more scared. I might point at thee muzzle 
oi^ — just so as I do now — even for an hour 
or more, and like enough it would never 
shoot thee, unless I pulled the trigger hard, 
with a crook upon my finger ; so, you see ; 
just so, Master Pooke, only a trifle harder." 

" God sake, John Ridd, God sake, dear boy," 
sried Pooke, knowing me by this time ; 
-' don't 'e, for good love now, don't 'e show 
it to me, boy, as if I was to suck it. Put 
^n down, for good, now ; and thee shall 
have the very best of all is in the shop." 

" Ho !" I replied with much contempt, and 

swinging round the gun so that it fetched 

his hoop of candles down, all nnkindled as 

they were : " Ho ! as if I had not attained to 

^/i0 handliDg of a gan yet I My hands are 



' cold coming over the moors, else would I go 
bail to point the mouth at you for an honr^ 
sir, and no cause for uneasiness." ' 

But in spite of aM assnrances, he showed 
himself desirous only to see the last of my 
gun and me. I dare say ^^ villainous salt- 
X>etre," as the great playwright calls it, was 
never so cheap before nor since. For my 
shilling. Master Pooke afforded me two great 
packages over-large to go into my pockets, 
as well as a mighty chunk of lead, which I 
bound upon Peggy's withers. And as if all 
this had not been enough, he presented me 
with a roll of comfits for my sister Annie, 
whose gentle face and pretty manners won 
the love of every body. 

There was still some daylight here and 
there as I rose the hill above Porlock, won- 
dering whether my mother Ivonld be in a 
fright, or would not know it. The two great 
packages of powder, slung behind my back, 
knocked so hard against one another that I 
feared they must either spill or blow up, and 
hurry me over Peggy's ears from the woolen 
cloth I rode upon. For father always liked 
a horse to have some wool upon his loins 
whenever he went far from home and had 
to stand about, where one pleased, hot, and 
wet, and panting. And father always said 
that saddles were meant for men full-grown, 
and heavy, and losing their activity ; and no 
boy or young man on our farm durst ever get 
into a saddle, because they all knew that tho 
master would chuck them out pretty quick- 
ly. As for me, I had tried it once, from a 
kind of curiosity ; and I could not walk for 
two or three days, the leather galled my 
knees so. But now, as Peggy bore me brave- 
ly, snorting every now and then into a cloud 
of air, for the night was growing frosty, pres- 
ently the moon arose over the shoulder of a 
hill, and the pony and I were half glad to 
see her, and half afraid of the shadow she 
threw, and the images all around us. I was 
ready at any moment to shoot at any body, 
having great faith in my blunderbuss, hnt 
hoping not to prove it. And as I passed the 
narrow place where the Doones had killed 
my father, such a fear broke out upon me 
that I leaned upon the neck of Peggy, and 
shut my eyes and was cold all over. How- 
ever, there was not a soul to be seen, un- 
til we came home to the old farm-yard, and 
there was my mother crying sadly, and Bet- 
ty Mnxworthy scolding. 

" Come along, now," I whispered to Annie, 
the moment supper was over ; " and if yon 
can hold your tongue, Annie, I will show 
you something." 

She lifted herself on the bench so quickly, 
and flushed so rich with pleasure, that I was 
obliged to stare hard away, and make Betty 
look beyond us. Betty thought I had some- 
thing hid in the closet beyond the clook- 
case, and she was the more convinced of it 
by reason of my denial. Not that Betty 
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Muxworthy, or auy oue else, for tliAt mat- 
ter, ever found me in a falsehood, becaiyse I 
never told one, not even to my mother — or, 
which is still a stronger thing, not even to 
my sweetheart (when I grew up to have 
one) — but that Betty being wronged in 
the matter of marriage, a generation or two 
agone, by a man who came hedging and 
ditching, had now no mercy, except to be* 
lieve that men from cradle to grave are 
liars, and women fools to look at them. 

When Betty could find no crime of mine, 
she knocked me out of the way in a minute, 
as if I had been nobody ; and then she be- 
gan to coax *' Mistress Annie," as she always 
called her, and draw the soft hair down 
her hands, and whisper into the little ears. 
Meanwhile, dear mother was falling asleep, 
having been troubled so much about me; 
and " Watch," my father's pet dog, was nod- 
ding closer and closer up into her lap. 

"Now, Annie, will you come!" I said, for 
I wanted her to hold the ladle for melting 
of the lead ; " will you come at once, Annie f 
or must I go for Lizzie, and let her see the 
whole of it." 

" Indeed, then, you won't do that," said 
Annie ; '^ Lizzie to come before me, John ; 
and she can't stir a pot of brewis, and scarce 
knows a tongue from a ham, John, and says 
it makes no difference, because both are good 
to eat ! Oh, Betty, what do you think of 
that to come of all her book-learning f " 

"Tbank God he can't say that of me," 
Betty answered shortly, for she never cared 
about argument, except on her own side ; 
"thank he, I says, every maruin a'most, 
never to lead me astray so. Men is desav- 
ing, and so is galanies ; but the most.desav- 
ing of all is books, with their heads and 
taOs, and the speckots in 'em, lik a. peg as 
have taken the maisles. Some folk pur- 
tends to laugh and cry over them. God 
forgive them for liars !" 

It was part of Betty's obstinacy that she 
never would believe in reading or the pos- 
sibility of it, but stoutly maintained to the 
very last that people first learned things by 
heart, and then pretended to make them out 
from patterns done upon paper, for the sake 
of astonishing honest folk, just as do the 
conjurers. And even to see the parson and 
clerk was not enough to convince her; all 
she said was, " It made no odds, they were 
all the same as the rest of us." And now 
that she had been on the farm nigh upon 
forty years, and had nursed my father, and 
made his clothes, and all that he had to eat, 
and then put him in his coffin, she was come 
to such authority, that it was not worth the 
wages of the best man on the place to say a 
word in answer to Betty, even if he would 
face the risk to have ten for one, or twenty. 

Annie was her love and Joy. For Annie 
she would do any thing, even so far as to 
try to smile, when the little maid laughed 



and danced to her. And in truth I know 
not how it was, but every one was taken 
with Annie at the very first time of seeing 
her. She had such pretty ways and man- 
ners, and such a look of kindness, and a 
sweet soft light in her long blue eyes full 
of trustful gladness. Every body who look- 
ed at her seemed to grow the better for it, 
because she knew no evil. And then th« 
turn she had for cooking, yon never would 
have expected it ; and how it was her rich- 
est mirth to see that she had pleased yon. 
I have been out on the world a vast deal, as 
you will own hereafter, and yet have I nev- 
er seen Annie's equal for making a weary 
man comfortable. 



CHAPTER VII. 

HARD IT IS TO CLIMB. 

So many a winter -night went by in a 
hopeful and pleasant manner, with the hiss- 
ing of the bright round bullets, cast into the 
water, and the spluttering of the great red ap- 
ples which Annie was roasting for me. We 
always managed our evening's work in the 
chimney of the back • kitchen, where there 
was room to set chairs and table, in spite of 
the fire burning. On the right-hand side 
was a mighty oven, where Betty threatened 
to bake us ; and on the left, long sides of 
bacon, made of favored pigs, and growing 
very brown and comely. Annie knew the 
names of all, and ran up through the wood- 
smoke, every now and then, when a gentle 
memory moved her, and asked them how 
they were getting on, and when they would 
like to be eaten. Then she came back with 
foolish tears, at thinking of that necessity ; 
and I, being soft in a different way, would 
make up my mind against bacon. 

But, Lord bless yon! it was no good. 
Whenever it came to breakfast -time, after 
three hours upon the moors, I regularly for- 
got the pigs, but paid good heed to the rash- 
ers. For ours is a hungry country, if such 
there be in England ; a place, I mean, where 
men must eat, and are quick to discharge 
the duty. The air of the moors is so shrewd 
and wholesome, stirring a man's recollection 
of the good things which have betided him, 
and whetting his hope of something still 
better in the future, that by the time he sits 
down to a cloth, his heart and stomach are 
tuned too well to say "nay" to one another. 

Almost every body knows, in our part of 
the world at least, how pleasant and sofb 
the fall of the land is round about Plover's 
Barrows farm. All above it is strong dark 
mountain, spread with heath, and desolate, 
but near our house the valleys cove, and 
open warmth and shelter. Here are trees, 
and bright green grass, and orchards full of 
contentment, and a man may scikcqa tcs^ 
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tbe brook, altlioagh he hears it everywhere. 
A.nd iudeed a stout good piece of it comes 
through our farm-yard^ and swells some- 
times to a rush of waves, when the clouds 
are ou the liill-tops. But all below, where 
the valley bends, aud the Lynn stream goes 
along with it, pretty meadows slope their 
breast, aud the sun spreads on the water. 
And nearly all of this is ours till you come 
to Nicholas Suowe's land. 

But about two miles below our farm, the 
Bagworthy water runs into the Lynn, and 
makes a real river of it. Thence it humes 
away, with strength and a force of willful 
waters, under the foot of a barefaced hill, 
and so to rocks and woods again, where the 
stream is covered over, aud dark, heavy 
pools delay it. There are plenty of lish all 
down this way, and the farther you go the 
larger they get, having deeper grounds to 
feed in; and sometimes in the summer 
months, when mother could spare me off the 
farm, I came down here, with Aunie to help 
(because it was so lonely), and caught well- 
nigh a basketful of little trout and minnows, 
with a hook and a bit of worm on it, or a 
fern- web, or a blow-fly, hung from a hazel 
pulse-stick. For of all the things I learned 
at Blundell's, only two abode with me ; and 
one of these was the knack of Ashing, and 
the other the art of swimming. And iudeed 
they have a very rude manner of teaching 
children to swim there; for the big boys 
take the little boys, and put them through 
a certain process, which they grimly caU 
" sheep - washing." lu the third meadow 
from the gate of the school, going up the 
river, there is a fine pool in the Lowman, 
where the Taunton brook comes in, and they 
call it the " Taunton pool." The water runs 
down with a strong, sharp stickle, and then 
has a sudden elbow in it, where the ^mall 
brook trickles in ; and on that side the bank 
is steep, four or it may be Ave feet high, 
overhanging loamily ; but on the other side 
it is flat, p'ebbly, and fit to land upon. Now 
the large boys take the small boys, crying 
sadly for mercy, and thinking, mayhap, of 
their mothers ; with hands laid well at the 
back of their necks, they bring them up to 
the crest of the bank upon the eastern side, 
and make them strip their clothes off. Then 
the little boys, falling on their naked knee8> 
blubber upward piteously; but the large 
boys know what is good for them, and will 
not be entreated. So they cast them down, 
one after other, into the splash of the water, 
and watch them go to the bottom first, and 
then come up and fight for it, with a blow- 
ing and a bubbling. It is a very fair sight 
to watch, when you know there is little dan- 
ger, because, although the pool is deep, the 
cnrrent is sure to wash a boy up on the 
stones, where the end of the depth is. As 
for me, they had no need to throw me more^ 
than once, becanse I jumped of my own ac- 



cord, thinking small things of the Low« 
man, after the violent Lynn. Nevertheless, 
I learned to swim there, as all the othet 
boys did ; for the greatest point in learning 
that is to find that yon most do it. I loved 
the water naturally, and could not long be 
out of it ; bnt evien the boys who hated it 
most came to swim in some fashion or other, 
after they had been flung for a year or two 
into the Taunton pool. 

But now, although my sister Annie came 
to keep me company, and was not to be 
parted from me by the tricks of the Lynn 
stream, because I put her on my back and 
carried her across, whenever she could not 
leap it, or tuck up her things and take the 
stones ; yet so it happened that neither of 
us had been np the Bagworthy water. W6 
knew that it brought a good stream down, 
as full of fish as of pebbles ; and we thought 
that it must be very pretty to make a way 
where no way was, nor even a bullock came 
down to drink. But whether we were afraid 
or not, I am sure I can not tell, because it is 
so long ago ; but I think that had something 
to do with it. For Bagworthy water ran 
out of Doone Valley, a mile or so from the 
month of it. 

But when I was turned fourteen years old, 
and put into good small-clothes, buckled 
at the knee, and strong blue worsted hosen, 
knitted by my mother, it happened to' me 
without choice, I may say, to explore the 
Bagworthy water. And it came about in 
this wise : 

My mother had long been ailing, and not 
well able to eat much ; and there is noth- 
ing that frightens us so much as for people 
to have no love of their victuals. Now I 
chanced to remember that once at the time 
of the holidays I had brought dear mother 
from Tiverton a jar of pickled loaches, 
caught by myself in the Lowman River, and 
baked in the kitchen oven, with vinegar, a 
few leaves of bay, and about a dozen pepper- 
corns. And mother had said that in all her 
life she had never tasted any thing fit to be 
compared with them. Whether she said so 
good a thing out of compliment to my skill 
in catching the fish and cooking them, or 
whether she really meant it, is more than I 
can tell, though I quite believe the latter, 
and so would most people who tasted them ; 
at any rate, I now resolved to get some 
loaches for her^ and do them in the self-same 
manner, just to make her eat a bit. 

There are many people, even now, who 
hove not come to the right knowledge what 
a loach is, and where he lives, and how to 
catch and pickle him. And I will not tell 
them all about it, because if I did, very like- 
ly there would be no loaches left ten or twen- 
ty years after the appearance of this book. 
A pickled minnow is Very good, if you catch 
him in a stickle, with the scarlet fingers 
upon him ; but I count him no more than 
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the ropes in beer compared with a loach 
done proi)erly. 

Being resolved to catch some loaches, 
whatever trouble it cost me, I set forth 
without a word to any one, in the forenoon 
of St. Valentine's day, 1675-'6, I think it 
must have been. Aunie should not come 
with me, because the water was too cold; 
for the winter had been long, and snow lay 
here and there in patches in the hollow 
of the banks, like a lady's gloves forgotten. 
And yet the spring was breaking for^h, as 
it always does in Devonshire, when the turn 
of the days is over ; and though there was 
little to see of it, the air Avas full of feeling. 

It puzzles me now that I remember all 
those young impressions so, because I took 
no heed of them at the time whatever ; and 
yet they come upon me bright, when noth- 
ing else is evident in the gray fog of experi- 
ence. I am like an old man gazing at the 
oatside of his spectacles, and seeing, as he 
rabs the dust, the image of his grandson 
playing at bo-peep with him. 

But let me be of any age, I never could 
forget that day, and how bitter cold the wa- 
ter was. For I defied my shoes and hose, 
and put them into a bag about my neck, 
and left my little coat at home, and tied my 
fihirt-sleeves back to my shoulders. Then I 
took a three-pronged fork firmly bound to a 
rod with cord, and a piece of canvas kerchief 
with a lump of bread inside it ; and so went 
into the pebbly water, trying to think how 
warm it was. For more thati a mile all 
down the Lynn stream, scarcely a stone I 
left unturned, being thoroughly skilled in 
the tricks of tbe loach, and knowing how 
he hides himself. For being gray-spotted, 
and clear to see through, and something like 
a cuttle-fish, only more substantial, he will 
stay quite still where a streak of weed is 
iu the rapid water, hoping to be overlooked, 
nor caring even to wag his tail. Then, be- 
ing disturbed, he fiips away, like whalebone 
from the finger, and hies to a shelf of stone, 
and lies with his sharp head poked in un- 
der it ; or sometimes he bellies him into the 
mud, and ouly shows his back-ridge. And 
that is the time to spear him nicely, holding 
the fork very gingerly, and allowing for the 
bent of it, which comes to pass, I know not 
how, at the tickle of air and water. 

Or, if your loach should not be abroad 
Tvhen first you come to look for him, but 
keeping snug in his little home, then you 
may see him come forth amazed at the 
quivering of tbe shingles, and oar himself 
and look at you, and then dart up stream, 
like a little gray streak ; and then yon must 
try to mark him in, and follow very dain- 
tily. So after that, in a sandy place, you 
steal np behind his tail to him, so that he 
can not set eyes on yon, for his head is up 
stream always, and there you see him abid- 
ing still, clear, and mild, and affable. Then. 



as he looks so innocent, yon make full sure 
to prog him well, in spite of the wry of the 
water, and the sun making elbows to every 
thing, and the trembling of your fingers. 
But when you gird at him lovingly, and 
have as good as gotten him, lo! in the go- 
by of the river he is gone as a shadow goes, 
and only a little cloud of mud curls away 
from the points of the fork. 

A long way down that limpid water, chill 
and bright as an iceberg, went my little self 
that day on man's choice errand — destruc- 
tion. All the young fish seemed to know 
that I was one who had taken out Gk)d's 
certificate, and meant to have the value of 
it ; every one of them was aware that we 
desolate more than replenish the earth. For 
a cow might come and look into the water, 
and put her yellow lips down ; a kingfisher, 
like a blue arrow, might shoot through the 
dark alleys over the channel, or sit on a dip- 
ping withy-bough with his beak sunk into 
his breast-feathers; even an otter might float 
down streani, likening himself to a log of 
wood, with his flat head flush with the wa- 
ter-top, and his oily eyes peering quietly; 
and yet no panic would seize other life, as it 
does when a sample of man comes. 

Now let not any one suppose that I thought 
of these things when I was young, for I knew 
not the way to do it. And proud enough in 
truth I was at the universal fear I spread in 
all those lonely places, where I myself must 
have been afraid, if any thing, had come up 
to me. It is all very pretty to see the trees ' 
big with their hopes of another year, though 
dumb as yet on the subject, and the waters 
murmuring gayety, and the banks spread 
out with comfort; but a boy takes none of 
this to heart, unless he be meant for a poet 
(which Gk)d can never charge upon me), and 
he Avould liefer have a good apple, or even 
a bad one, if he stole it. 

When I had traveled two miles or so, con- 
quered now and then with cold, and coming 
out to rub my legs into a lively friction, and 
only fishing here and there because of the 
tumbling water ; suddenly, in an open space, 
where meadows spread about it, I found «^ 
good stream flowing softly into the body of 
our brook. And it brought, so far as I could 
guess by the sweep of it under my knee-caps, 
a larger power of clear water than the Lynn 
itself had ; only it came more quietly down, 
not being tronble-I with stairs and steps, 
as the fortune of the Lynn is, but gliding 
smoothly and forcibly, as if upon some set 
purpose. 

Hereupon I drew up and thought, and 
reason was much inside me; because the 
water was bitter cold, and my little toes 
were aching. So on the bank I rubbed 
them well with a sprout of young sting-net- 
tle, and having skipped about a while, was 
kindly inclined to eat a bit. 

Now all the turn of all my life h»a.%"'a:!aRR^. 
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that momeDt. But as I sat there mnnchiug 
a crust of Betty Muxworthy's sweet brown 
bread; and a bit of cold bacon along with it, 
and kicking my little red heels against the 
dry loam to keep them warm, I knew no 
more than fish under the fork what was go- 
ing on over me. It seemed a sad business 
to go back now and tell Annie there were 
no loaches ; and yet it was a frightful thing, 
knowing what I did of it, to venture, where 
ao grown man durst,, up the Bagworthy 
water. And please to recollect that I was 
only a boy in those days, fond enough of any 
thing new, but not like a man to meet it. 

However, as I ate more and more, my spirit 
arose within me, and I thought of what my 
father had been, and how he had told me a 
hundred times never to be a coward. And 
tlien I grew warm, and my little heart was 
ashamed of its pitapating, and I said to 
myself, *'Now if father looks, he shall see 
that I obey him." So I put the bag round 
my neck again, and buckled my breeches 
far up from the knee, expecting deeper wa- 
ter, and crossing the Lynn, went stoutly up 
under the branches which hang so dark on 
the Bagworthy river. 

I found it strongly overwoven, turned, 
and torn with thicket - wood, but not so 
rocky as the Lynn, and more inclined to go 
evenly. There were bars of chafed stakes 
stretched from the sides half-way across the 
current, and light outriders of pithy weed, 
and blades of last yeai*'s water-grass trem- 
bling in the quiet places, like a spider's 
threads, on the transparent stillness, with a 
tint of olive moving it. And here and there 
the sun came in, as if his light was sifted, 
making dance upon the waves, and shadow- 
ing the pebbles. 

Here, although affrighted often by the 
deep, dark places, and feeling that every 
step I took might never be taken backward, 
on the whole I had very comely sport of 
loaches, trout, and minnows, forking some, 
^nd tickling some, and driving others to 
shallow nooks, whence I could bail them 
ashore. Now, if you have ever been fishing, 
you will not wonder that I was led on, for- 
getting all about danger, and taking no heed 
of the time, but shouting in a childish way 
whenever I caught a "whacker" (as we 
called a big fish at Tiverton) ; and in sooth 
there were very fine loachers here, having 
more lie and harborage than in the rough 
Lynn stream, though not quite so large as 
in the Lowman, where I have even taken 
them to the weight of half a pound. 

But in answer to ail ray shouts there nev- 
9r was any sound at all, except of a rocky 
echo, or a scared bird hustling away, or the 
sudden dive of a water-vole ; and the place 
grew thicker and thicker, and the covert 
grew darker above me, until I thought that 
the fishes might have good chance of eating 

»/ instead of my eating the fishes. 



For now the day was falling fast behind 
the brown of the hill-tops ; and the trees, 
being void of leaf and hard, seemed giants 
ready to beat me. And every moment as 
the sky was clearing up for a white frost, 
the cold of the water got worse and worse, 
until I was fit to cry with it. And so, in a 
sorry plight, I came to an opening iu the 
bushes, where a great black pool lay in front 
of me, whit-ened with snow (as I thought) 
at the sides, till I saw it was only foam- 
froth. 

Now, though I could swim with great ease 
and comfort, and feared no depth of water, 
when I could fairly come to it^ yet I had no 
desire to go over head and ears into this 
great pool, being so cramped and weary, and 
cold enough in all conscience, though wet 
only up to the middle, not counting my arms 
and shoulders. And the look of this black 
pit was enough to stop one from diving into 
it, even on a hot summer's day with sun- 
shine on the water ; I mean, if the sun ever 
shone there. As it was, I shuddered and 
drew back ; not alone at the pool itself and 
the black air there was al>out it, but also at 
the whirling manner, and wisping of whito 
threads upon it in stripy circles round and 
round ; and the centre still as jet. 

But soon I saw the reason of the stir and 
depth of that great pit, as well as of the roar- 
ing sound which long had made me wonder. 
For skirting round one side, with very little 
comfort, because the rocks were high and 
steep, and the ledge at the foot so narrow, 
I came to a sudden sight and marvel, such 
as I never dreamed of. For, lo I I stood at 
the foot of a long pale slide of water, com- 
ing smoothly to me, without any break or 
hinderance, for a hundred yards or more, 
and fenced on either side with cliff, sheer, 
and straight, and shining. The water nei- 
ther ran nor fell, nor leaped with any spout- 
ing, but made one even slope of it, as if it 
had been combed or planed, and looking 
like a plank of deal laid down a deep black 
staircase. However, there was no side-rail, 
n^r any place to walk upon, only the chan- 
nel a fathom wide, and the perpendicular 
walls of crag shutting out the evening. 

The look of this place had a sad effect, 
scaring me very greatly, and making me feel 
that I would give something only to be at 
home again, with Annie cooking my sup- 
per, and our dog, " Watch," sniffing upwind. 
But nothing would come of wishing ; that 
I had long found out ; and it only made one 
the less inclined to work without white 
feather. So I laid the case before me in ft 
little council ; not for loss of time, but only 
that I wanted rest, and to see things truly. 

Then says I to myself, " John Bidd, these 
trees, and pools, and lonesome rocks, and 
setting of the sunlight, are making a grue- 
some coward of thee. Shall I go back to my 
mother so, and be called her fearless boy t* 
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Nevertheless, I am free to own that it was 
not any iiiie sense of shame which settled 
my decision ; for indeed there was nearly as 
moch of danger in going baok as in going 
OD, and perhaps even more of labor, the 
jonruey being so roundabout. Bnt that 
which saved me from turning back was a 
strange inquisitive desire, very unbecoming 
in a boy of little years ; in a word, I would 
risk a great deal to know what made the 
water come down like that, and what there 
was at the top of it. 

Therefore, seeing hard strife before me, I 
girt up my breeches anew, with each buckle 
one hole tighter, for the sodden straps were 
stretching and giving, and mayhap my legs 
were grown smaller from the coldness of it. 
Then I bestowed my fish around my neck 
more tightly, and not stopping to look much, 
Ibr feai of fear, crawled along over the fork 
of rocks, where the water had scooped the 
stone out, and shunning thus the ledge from 
whence it rose like the mane of a white 
horse into the broad black pool, softly I let 
my feet into the dip and rush of the torrent. 

And here I had reckoned without my host, 
Mthongh (as I thought) so clever ; anl it 
was much but that I went down into the 
great black pool, and had never been heard 
of more ; and this must have been the end 
of me, except for my trusty loach-fork. For 
the green wave came down like great bot- 
tles upon me, and my legs were gone off in 
a moment, and I had* not time to cry out 
with wonder, only to think of my mother 
and Annie, and knock my head very sadly, 
which made it jgo round so that brains were 
no good, even if I had any. But all in a 
moment, before I knew aught, except that 
I must die out of the way, with a roar of 
water upon me, my fork, praise Gk)d, stuck 
fast in the rock, and I was borne up upon it. 
I felt nothing except that here was another 
matter to begin upon ; and it might be worth 
while, or again it might not, to have an- 
other fight for it. But presently the dash of 
the water upon my face revived me, and my 
mmd grew used to the roar of it ; and me- 
seemed I had been worse off than this, when 
first flang into the Lowman. 

Therefore I gathered my legs back slowly, 
w if they were fish to be liuided, stopping 
whenever the water flew too strongly off my 
shin-bones, and coming along without stick- 
ing out to let the wave get hold of me. And 
in this manner I won a footing, leaning well 
forward like a draught-horse, and balancing 
**n my strength, as it were, with the ashen 
Jtake set behind me. Then I said to myself, 

John Bidd, the sooner you get yourself 
out by the way you came, the better it will 
o« for you." But to my great dismay and 
*^ght, I saw that no choice was left me 
now, except that I must climb somehow up 
that hill of water, or else be washed down 
ioto the pool and whirl around it till it 
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drowned me. For there was no chance o/ 
fetching back by the way I had gone down 
into it, and farther up was a hedge of rock 
on either side of ^he water-way, rising a 
hundred yards in height, and for all I could 
tell five hundred, and no place to set a foot 
in. 

Having said the Lord's Prayer (which was 
all I knew), and made a very bad job of it, 
I grasped the good loach-stick under a knot;, 
and steadied me with my left hand, and so 
with a sigh of despair began my course up 
the fearful torrent- way. To me it seemed 
half a mile at least of sliding water above 
me, but in truth it was little more than a 
furlong, as I came to know afterward. It 
would have been a hard ascent even without 
the slipi)ery slime and the force of the riv- 
er over it, and I had scanty hope indeed of 
ever winning the summit. Nevertheless my 
terror left me, now I was face to face with 
it, and had to meet the worst ; and I set my- 
self to do my best with a vigor and sort of 
hardness which did not then surprise me^ 
but have done so ever since. 

The water was only six inches deep, or 
firom that to nine at the utmost, and all thd 
way up I could see my feet looking white in 
the gloom of the hollow, and here and there 
I found resting-place, to hold on by the cliff^ 
and pant a while. And gradually as I went 
on, a warmth of courage breathed in me^ to 
think that perhaps no other had dared to 
try that pass before me, and to wonder what 
mother would say to it. And then oam» 
thought of my father also, and the pAin of 
my feet abated. 

How I went carefully, step by step, keep- 
ing my arms in front of me, and never dar- 
ing to straighten my knees, is more than I 
can tell clearly, or even like now to think 
of, because it makes me dream of it. Only 
I must acknowledge that the greatest dan* 
ger of all was just where I saw no jeopardy,, 
but ran up a patch of black ooze-weed in a 
very boastful manner, being now not far 
from the summit. 

Here I fell very piteously, and was like 
to have broken my knee-cap, and the torrent 
got hold of my other leg while I was indul- 
ging the bruised one. And then a vile knot- | 
ting of cramp disabled me, and for a while 
I could only roar, till my mouth was full of 
water, and all of my body was sliding. Bui 
the fright of that brought me to again, and 
my elbow caught in a rock-hole; and so I , 
managed to start again, with the help of 
more humility. 

Now, being in the most dreadful fright, 
because I was so near the top, and hope was;. 
beating within me, I labored hard with both 
legs and arms, going like a mill and grant- 
ing. At last the rush of forked water, where 
first it came over the lips of the fall, drove 
me into the middle, and I stuck a while with 
my toe-balls ontba ftlY^^\^'^MiSs& «>l^CBfe'^«^ 
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weetl, and the world was green and gliddery, 
and. I dui-st not look behind me. Then I 
made np my mind to die at last; for so my 
legs would ache no more, and my breath not 
pain my heart so ; only it did seem such a 
pity, after fighting so long, to give in, and 
the light was coming upon me, and again I 
fought toward it ; then suddenly I felt fresh 
^r, and fell into it headlong. 



CHAPTER VIII. 



A BOY AND A GIRL. 



When I came to myself again, my hands 
were full of young grass and mould, and a 
little girl kneeling at my side was rubbiug 
my forehead tenderly with a dock-leaf and 
a handkerchief. 

" Oh, I am so glad !" she whispered soft- 
ly, as I opened my eyes and looked sit her ; 
" now you will try to be better, won't you I" 

I had never heard so sweet a sound as 
came from between her bright red lips, 
while there she knelt and gazed at me ; nei- 
ther had I ever seen any thing so beautiful 
, as the large dark eyes intent upon me, full 
of pity and wonder. And then, my nature 
being slow, and perhaps, for that matter, 
heavy, I wandered with my hazy eyes down 
the black shower of her hair, as to my jaded 
gaze it seemed; and where it fell on the 
turf, among it (like an early star) was the 
first primrose of the season. And since that 
day, I think of her, through all the rough 
storms of my life, when I see an early prim- 
rose. Perhaps she liked my countenance, 
and indeed I know she did, because she said 
so afterward ; although at the time she was 
too young to know what made her take to 
me. Not that I had any beauty, or ever 
pretended to have any, only a solid healthy 
face, which many girls have laughed at. 

Thereupon I sat upright, with my little 
trident still in one hand, and was much 
afraid to speak to her, being conscious of 
my country -brogue, lest she should cease 
to like me. But she clapped her hands, and 
made a trifling dance around my back, and 
came to me on the other side, as if I were a 
great plaything. 

" What is your name f " she said, as if she 
had every right to ask me; "and liow did 
you come here, and what are these wet things 
in this great bag f" 

" You had better let them alone," I said ; 
^'they are loaches for my mother. But I 
will give you some, if you like." 

" Dear me, how much you think of them ! 
Why, they are only fish. But how your feet 
are bleeding ! oh, I must tie them up for you. 
And no shoes nor stockings I Is your moth- 
er very poor, poor boyV' 
'^No/' I said, being vexed, at this; "we 
^^ rich enough to buy all this great mead- 



ow, if we chose ; and here my shoes and stock- 
ings be." 

" Why, they are quite as wet as your feet ; 
and I can not bear to see your feet. Oh, 
please to let me manage them ; I will do it 
very softly." 

" Oh, I don't think much of that," I re- 
plied; "I shall put some goose-grease to 
them. But how yon are looking at me ! I 
never saw any one like you before. My 
name is John Ridd. What is your name f " 

"Lorna Doone," she answered, in a low 
voice, as if afraid of it, and hanging her 
head so that I could see only her forehead 
and eyelashes ; " if you please, my name is 
Lorna Doone ; and I thought you must have 
known it." 

Then I stood up and touched her hand, 
and tried to make her look at me; .but she 
only turned away the more. Young and 
harmless as she was, her name alone made 
guilt of her. Nevertheless I could not help 
looking at her tenderly, and the more when 
her blushes tui*ned into tears, and her tears 
to long, low sobs. 

" Don't cry," I said, " whatever you do. I 
am sure you have never done any harm. I* 
will give you all my fish, Lorna, and catch 
some more for mother; only don't be angry 
with me." % 

She flung her little soft arms np in the 
passion of her tears, and looked at me so 
piteously, that what did I do but kiss her. 
It seemed to be a very odd thing, when I 
came to think of it, because I hated kissing 
so, as all honest boys must do. But she 
touched my heart with a sudden delight, 
like a cowslip-blossom (although there were 
none to be seen yet) and the sweetest flow- 
ers of spring. 

She gave me no encouragement, as my 
mother in her place would have done ; nay, 
she even wiped her lips (which methought 
was rather nide of her), and drew away, 
and smoothed her dress, as if I had used a 
freedom. Then I felt my cheeks grow burn- 
ing red, and I gazed at my legs and was sor- 
ry. For although she was not at all a proud 
child (at any rate in her countenance), yet 
I knew that she was by birth a thousand 
years in front of me. They might have 
taken and trained me, or (which would be 
more to the purpose) my sisters, until it was 
time for us to die, and then have trained our 
children after us, for many generations ; yet 
never could we have gotten that look upon 
our faces which I^ma Doone had naturally, 
as if she had been born to it. 

Here was I, a yeoman's boy, a yeoman 
every inch of me, even where I was naked; 
and there was she, a lady born, and thor- 
oughly aware of it, and dressed by people 
of rank and taste, who took pride in her 
beauty and set it to advantage. For though 
her hair was faUftn down by reason of her 
, wUdneas, and soma oi\i«t iics«i\L^^\ft\^a\vfi^ 
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with Tfet where she had tended me so, be- 
hold her dress was pretty enough for the 
queen of all the angels ! The colors were 
bright and rich, indeed, and the substance 
very sumptuous, yet simple and free from 
tinsel stuir, and matching most harmonious- 
ly. All ficom her waist to her neck was 
white, plaited in close like a^ curtain, and 
the dark soft weeping of her hair, and the 
shadowy light of her eyes (like a wood ray- 
ed through with sunset), made it seem yet 
whiter, as if it were done on purpose. As 
for the rest, she knew what it was a great 
deal better than I did; for I never could 
look far away from her eyes when they 
were opened upon me. 

Now, seeing how I heeded her, and feeling 
that I had kissed her, although she was such 
a little girl, eight years old or thereabouts, 
she turned to the stream in a bashful man- 
ner, and began to watch the water, and rub- 
bed one leg against the other. 

I for my part, being vexed at her behav- 
ior to me, took up all my things to go, and 
made a fuss about it, to let her know I was 
going. But she did not call me back at all, 
as I had made sure she would do ; moreover, 
I knew that to try the descent was almost 
certain death to me, and it looked as dark 
as pitch; and so at the mouth I turned 
round again, and came back to her, and said, 
''Loma." 

" Oh, I thought you were gone," she an- 
awered ; " why did you ever come here ? Do 
you know what they would do to us, if they 
found you here with me I" 

" Beat us, I dare say, very hard, or me at 
J«*8t. They could never beat you." 

"No. They would kill us both outright, 
Md bury us here by the water ; and the 
^ater often tells me that I must come to 
that.'* 

"But what should they kUl me for?" 

"Because you have found the way up 
here, and they never could believe it. Now, 
pleaaetogo; oh please to go. Thej' will kill 
^ both in a moment. Yes, I like you very 
much" — for I was teasing her to say it — 
" very much indeed, and I will call you John 
Kidd, if you like ; only please to go, John. 
And when your feet are well, you know, you 
cau come and tell me how they are." 

" But I tell j'^ou, Loma, I like you very 
nuich indeed, nearly as much as Annie, and 
• great deal more than Lizzie. And I nev- 
^r saw any one like you ; and I must come 
back again to-morrow, and so must you, to 
®^ me; and I will bring you such lots of 
things — there are apples still, and a thrush 
I caught with only one leg broken, and our 
^og has just had puppies — " 

* Oh dear ! they won^t let me have a dog. 
There is not a dog in the valley. They say 
^hey are such noisy things — " 

" Only pnt your hand in mine — what lit- 
tJe tbiDga they are, Loma, /-7-and I will bring 



you the loveliest dog ; I will show you just 
how long he is." 

" Hush !" A shout came down the valley ; 
and all my. heart was trembling, like water 
after sunset, and Loma's face was altered 
from pleasant play to terror. She shrank 
to me, and looked up at me, with such a 
power of weakness, that I at onice made up 
my mind to save her or to die with her. A 
tingle went through all my bones, and I only 
longed for my carbine. The little girl took 
courage from me, and put her cheek quite 
close to mine. 

"Come with me down the water-fall. I 
can carry you easily; and mother will take 
care of you." 

" No, no," she cried, as I took her up : "I 
will tell you what to do. They are only 
looking for me. You see that hole, that 
hole there I" 

She pointed to a little niche in the rock 
which verged the meadow, about fifty yards ^ 
away from us. In the fading of the twi- 
light I could just descry it. 

" Yes, I see it ; but they will see me cross- 
ing the grass to get there." 

" Look ! look !" She could hardly speak. 
" There is a way out from the top of it ; they 
would kill me if I told it. Oh, here they 
come ; I can see them." 

The little maid turned as white as the 
snow which hung on the rocks above her, 
and she looked at the water and then at me, 
and she cried, " Oh dear ! oh dear !" And 
then she began to sob aloud, being so yOnng 
and unready. But I drew her behind the 
withy-bushes, and close down to the water, 
where it was quiet and shelving deep, ere it 
came to the lip of the chasm. Here they 
could not see either of us from the upper 
valley, and might have sought a long time 
for us, even when they came quite near, if 
the trees had been clad with their summer 
clothes. Luckily, I had picked up my fish 
and taken my three-pronged fork away. 

Crouching in that hollow nest, as children 
get together in ever so little compass, I saw 
a dozen fierce men come down, on the other 
side of the water, not bearing any fire-arms, 
but looking lax and jovial, as if they were 
come from riding and a dinner taken hun- 
grily. " Queen, queen I" they were shout- 
ing, here and there, and now and then: 
" where the pest is our little queen gone ?" 

" They always call me ' queen,' and I am 
to be queen by-and-by," Loma whispered to 
me, with her soft cheek on my rough one, 
and her little heart beating against me; 
" oh, they are crossing by the timber there, 
and then they are sure to see us." 

" Stop," said I ; " now I see what to do. 
I must get into the water, and you must go 
to sleep." 

"To be BWTO,^ea, tti^«^ Vxi. "Oaa \sssfc»S^'s^ 
there. Bwt \io^ \i\U«t «!.q\^ \^ ^'^ ^^ ^'^^ 
lyoul" 
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She saw in a moment the way to do it, 
sooner than I could tell her ; and there was 
no time to lose. 

"Now mind you never come again/' she 
whispered over her shoulder, as she crept 
away with a childish twist, hiding her white 
front from me ; "only I shall come sometimes 
— oh, here they are, Madonna !" 

Daring scarce to peep, I crept into the wa- 
ter, and lay down bodily in it, with my head 
between two blocks of stone, and some flood- 
drift combing over me. The dusk was deep- 
ODiug between the, hills, and a white mist lay 
on the river ; but I, being in the channel of 
it, could see every ripple, and twig, and rush, 
and glazing of twilight above it, as bright 
as in a picture; so that to my ignorance 
there seemed no chance at all bnt what the 
men must find me. For all this time they 
were shoutiug, and swearing, and keeping 
such a hullabaloo, that the rocks all round 
the valley rang, and m^ heart quaked, so 
(what with this and the cold) that the wa- 
ter began to gurgle round me, and to lap 
upon the pebbles. 

Neither, in truth, did I try to stop it, being 
now so desperate, between the fear and the 
wretchedness, till I caught a glimpse of the 
little maid, whose beauty and whose kind- 
liness had made me yearn to be with her. 
And then I knew that for her sake I was 
bound to be brave and hide myself. She 
was lying beneath a rock, thirty or forty 
yards from me, feigning to be fast asleep, 
with her dress spread beautifully; and her 
hair drawn over her. 

Presently one of the great rough men 
came round a comer upon her ; and there he 
stopped and gazed a while at her fairness 
and her innocence. Then he caught her np 
in his arms, and kissed her so that I heard 
him ; and if I had only brought my gun, I 
would have tried to shoot him. 

"Here our queen is! Here's the queen; 
here's the captain's daughter!" he shouted 
to his comrades ; " fast asleep, by God, and 
hearty ! Now I have first claim to her ; and 
no one else shall touch the child. Back to 
the bottle, all of you !" 

He set her dainty little form upon his 
great square shoulder, and her narrow feet 
in one broad hand ; and so in triumph march- 
ed away, with the purple velvet of her skirt 
ruffling in his long black beard, and the 
silken length of her hair fetched out, like a 
cloud by the wind, behind her. This way 
i>f her going vexed me so, that I leaped up- 
right in the water, and must have been spied 
by some of them, but for their haste to 
the wine-bottle. Of their little queen they 
took small notice, being in this urgency — al- 
though they had thought to find her drown- 
»d — hut trooped away after one another with 
kindly challenge to gambling, bo far as I 



could make them oat; and I kept sharp 
watch, I assure you. 

Going up that darkened glen, little Lor. 
ua, riding still the largest and most fierce of 
them, tuiiied and put up a hand to me, and 
I put up a hand to her, in the thick of the 
mist and the willows. 

She was g(jne, my little dear (thoagh tall 
of her age and healthy); and when I got 
ovQr my thriftless fright, I longed to have 
more to say to her. Her voice to me was so 
different from all 1 had ever heard before, 
as might be a sweet silver bell intoned to 
the small chords of a harp. But I had no 
time to think about thiS; if I hoped to have 
any supper. 

I crept into a bush for warmth, and rubbed 
my shivering legs on bark, and longed for 
mother's fagot. Then, as daylight sank be- 
low the forget-me-not of stars, with a sor- 
row to be quit, I knew that now must be 
my time to get away, if there were any. 

Therefore, wringing my sodden breeches, 
I managed to crawl &om the bank to the 
niche in the cliff which Loma had shown me. 

Through the dusk I had trouble to see the 
mouth, at even five land-yards of distance ; 
nevertheless I entered well, and held on by 
some dead fern-stems, and did hope that no 
one would shoot me. 

But while I was hugging myself like this, 
with a boyish manner of reasoning, my joy 
was like to have ended in sad grief both to 
myself and my mother, and haply to all hon- 
est folk who shall love to read this history. 
For, hearing a noise in front of me, and like 
a coward not knowing where, but afraid to 
turn round or think of it, I felt myself go- 
ing down some deep passage into a pit of 
darkness. It was no good to catch the sides, 
the whole thing seemed to go with me. 
Then, without knowing how, I was leaning 
over a night of water. 

This water was of black radiance, as are 
certain diamonds, spanned across with vaults 
of rock, and carrying no image, neither show- 
ing marge nor end, bnt centred (as it might 
be) with a bottomless indrawal. 

With that chill and dread upon me, and 
the sheer rock all around, and the faint light 
heaving wavily on the silence of this gulf, 
I must have lost my wits and gone to the 
bottom, if there were any. 

But suddenly a robin sang (as they will 
do after dark, toward spring) in the brown 
fern and ivy behind me. I took it for onr 
little Annie's voice (for she could call any 
robin), and gathering quick warm comfort, 
sprang up the steep way toward the star- 
light. Climbing back, as the stones glided 
down, I heard the cold greedy wave go lap' 
ping, like a blind black dog, into the dis< 
tance of arches and hollow depths of dark- 
ness. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

THERE IS NO PLACE LIKE HOME. 

I CAN assure you, and tell no lie (as John 
Pry always used to say, when telling his 
very largest), that I scrambled back to the 
mouth of that pit as if the evil one had been 
.after me. And sorely I repented now of all 
my boyish folly, or madness it might well 
be termed, in venturing, with none to help, 
and nothing to compel me, into that ac- 
cursed valley. Once let me get out, thinks 
I ; and if ever I get in again, without being 
cast in by neck and by crop, I wiU give our 
new-bom donkey leave to set up for my 
school-master. 

How I kept that resolution we shall see 
hereafter. It is enough for me now to tell 
how I escaped from the den that night. 
First I sat down in the little opening which 
Lorua had pointed out to me, and wondered 
whether she had meant, as bitterly occurred 
to me, that I should run down into the pit, 
and be drowned, and give no more trouble. 
But in less than half a minute I was ashamed 
of that idea, and remembered how she was* 
vexed to think that even a loach should lose 
his life. And then I said to myself, " Now 
surely she would value me more than a thou- 
sand loaches; and what she said must be 
quite true about the way out of this horri- 
ble place." 

Therefore I began to search with the ut- 
most care and diligence, although my teeth 
were chattering, and all my bones beginning 
to ache with the chilliness and the wetness. 
Before very long the moon appeared, over 
the edge of the mountain, and among the 
trees at the top of it; and then I espied 
rough steps, and rocky, made as if with a 
sledge-hammer, narrow, steep, and far asun- 
der, scooped here and there in the side of 
the entrance, and then round a bulge of 
the cliff, like the marks upon a great brown 
loaf, where a hungry child has picked at it. 
And higher up, where the light of the moon 
shone broader upon the precipice, there 
Beemed to be a rude broken track, like the 
shadow of a crooked stick thrown upon a 
house-wall. 

Herein was small encouragement ; and at 
fiwt I was minded to lie down and die ; but 
it seemed to come amiss to me, God has his 
time for all of us ; but he seems to advertise 
OS when He does not mean to do it. More- 
over, I saw a movement of lights at the head 
of the valley, as if lanterns were coming af- 
*er me, and the nimbleness given thereon to 
"*^^®©ls was in front ot all meditation. 

Straightway I set foot in the lowest stir- 

^P (as I might almost call it), and clung to 

® roclt with my nails, and worked to make 

j^^^^^ "ito tb© second stirrup. And I com- 

^?®^ that too, with the aid of my stick; 

tb^^^^^' to tell you the truth, I was not at 

^ixne of life so agile as hoy a of amaller 



frame are, for my size was growing beyond 
my years, and the muscles not keeping time 
with it, and the joints of my bones not close 
ly hinged, with staring at one another. But 
the third step-hole was the hardest of all, 
and the rock swelled out on me over my 
breast, and there seemed to be no attempt- 
ing it, until I espied a good stout rope hang- 
ing in a groove of shadow, and just managed 
to reach the end of it. 

How I clomb up, and across the clearing, 
and found my way home through the Bag- 
worthy forest, is more than I can remember 
now, for I took all the rest of it then as a 
dream, by reason of perfect weariness. And 
indeed it was quite beyond my hopes to tell 
so much as I have told ; for at first begin- 
ning to set it down, it was all like a mist 
before me. Nevertheless, some parts grew 
clearer, as one by one I remembered them, 
having taken a, little soft cordial, because 
the memory frightens me. 

For the toil of the water, and danger of 
laboring up the long cascade or rapids, and 
then the surprise of the fair young maid, 
and terror of the murderers, and despera- 
tion of getting away — all these are much 
to me even now, when I am a stout church- 
warden, and sit by the side of my fire, after 
going through many far worse adventures, 
which I will tell, God willing. Only the 
labor of writing is such (especially so as to 
construe and challenge a reader on parts of 
speech, and hope to be even with him) ; that 
by this pipe which I hold in my hand I ever 
expect to be beaten, as in the days when 
old Doctor Twiggs, if I made a bad stroke in 
my exercise, shouted aloud with a sour joy, 
" John Hidd, sirrah, down with your small- 
clothes !" 

Let that be as it may, I deserved a good 
beating that night, after making such a 
fool of myself, and grinding good fustian to 
pieces. But when I got home, all the sup- 
per was in, and the men sitting at the white 
table, and mother and Annie and Lizzie near 
by, all eager, and offering to begin (except, 
indeed, my mother, who was looking out 
of the door-way), and by the fir© was Betty 
Muxworthy, scolding, and cooking, and tast- 
ing her work, all in a breath, as a man would 
say. I looked through the door from the 
dark by the wood-stack, and was half of a 
mind to stay out like a dog, for fear of the 
rating and reckoning ; but the way my dear 
mother was looking about, and the brown- 
ing of the sausages, got the better of me. 

But nobody could get out of me where I 
had been all the day and evening ; although 
they worried me never so much, and longed 
to shake me to pieces, especially Betty Mux- ^ 
worthy, who never could learn to let well 
alone. Not that they mode mei te.\I ^x^-^ \2kft.'^> 
alt\iougla it ^oxxV-Ql \ia.N<^ ^<KtN«ii^'OaKta.^\!^ 
I almost ioT mttxieLm^ wi ^>i?afex -^e^^<5^^s^^^- 
1 ness; \)ut that 1 ^v^at \x^\^ ^1 \.q.^%n^^>«^^ 



S6 



LORNA DOONE. 



ate my supper rarely, and let them try their 
taunts and jibes, and drove them almost 
wild after supper, by smiling exceeding 
knowingly. And indeed I could have told 
them things, as I hinted once or twice ; and 
then poor Betty and our little Lizzie were 
so mad with eagerness, that between them 
I went into the fire, being thoroughly over- 
come with laughter and my own importance. 
Now what the working of my mind was 
• (if, indeed, it worked at all, and did not 
rather follow suit of body) it is not in my 
power to say ; only that the result of my 
adventure in the Doone Glen was to make 
me dream a good deal of nights, which I 
had never done much before, and to drive 
me, with tenfold zeal and purpose, to the 
practice of bullet-shooting. Not that I over 
expected to shoot the Doone family, one by 
one, or even desired to do so, for my nature 
is not revengeful; but that it seemed to 
be somehow my business to understand the 
gun, as a thing I must be at home Avith. 

I could hit the barn door now capitally 
well with the Spanish matchlock, and even 
with John Fry's blunderbuss, at ten good 
laud-yards distance, without any rest for my 
fusil. And what was very wrong of me, 
though I did not see it then, I kept John 
Fry there, to praise my shots, from dinner- 
time often until the gray dusk, while he all 
the time should have been at work spring- 
plowing upon the farm. And, for that mat- 
ter, so should I have been, or at any rate 
driving the horses; but John was by no 
means loath to be there, instead of holding 
the plow-tail. And indeed one of our old 
sayings is — 

" For pleasure's sake I would liefer wet, 
Than ha' ten lumps of gold for each one of my 
sweat." 

• 

And again, which is not a bad proverb, though 
unthrifty and unlike a Scotsman's — 

"God makes the wheat grow greener, 
While farmer be at his dinner." 

And no Devonshire man, or Somerset either 
(and I belong to both of them), ever thinks 
of working harder than Grod likes to see 
him. 

Nevertheless, I worked hard at the gun, and 
by the time that I had sent all the church- 
roof gutters, so far as I honestly could cut 
them, through the red pine door, I began to 
long for a better tool that would make less 
Tioise and throw straighter. But the sheep- 
shearing came, and the hay-season next, and 
then the harvest of small corn, and the dig- 
ging of the root called " batata " (a new but 
good thing in our neighborhood, which our 
folk have made iuto " taties "), and then the 
sweating of the apples, and the turning of 
the rider-press, and the stacking of the fire- 
wood, and netting of the Tvoodcocks, and the 
spn'D^les to he minded in the garden and by 
tJie bedge-rowB, where blackbirds hop to the 



mole -hills in the white October mornings, 
and gray birds come to look for snails at the 
time when the sun is rising. 

It is wonderful how time runs away, 
when all these thtngs and a great many 
others come in to load him down the hill 
and prevent him from stopping to look 
about. And I for my part can never con- 
ceive how people who live in towns and 
cities, where neither lambs nor birds are 
(except in some shop windows), nor grow- 
ing corn, nor meadow-grass, nor even so 
much as a stick to cut or a stile to climb 
and sit down upon — how these poor folk 
get through their lives without being utter- 
ly weary of them, and dying from pure in- 
dolence, is a thing God only knows, if his 
mercy allows him to think of it. 

How the year went by I know not, only 
that I was abroad all day, shooting, or fish- 
ing, or minding the farm, or riding after 
some stray beast, or away by the sea -side 
below Glen-thorne, wondering at the great 
waters, and resolving to go for a sailor. For 
in those days I had a firm belief, as many 
other strong boys have, of being born for a 
seaman. And indeed I had been in a boat 
nearly twice; but the second time mother 
found it out, and came and drew me back 
agaiu ; and after that she cried so badly, 
that I was forced to give my word to her to 
go no more without telling her. 

But Betty Muxworthy spoke her mind 
quite in a different way about it, the while 
she was wringing my hosen, and clattering 
to the drying-horse. 

" Zailor, ees fai I ay and zarve un raight. 
Her can't kape out o' the watter here, whur 
a' must goo vor to vaind un, zame as a gurt 
to-ad squalloping, and mux up till I be wore 
out, I be, wi' the very saight of 's braiches. 
How will un ever baide aboard zliip, wi' the 
watter zinging out under un, and comin' up 
splash when the wind blow. Latt un goo, 
missus, latt un goo, zay I for wan, and old 
Davy wash his clouts for un." 

And this discourse of Betty's tended more 
than my mother's prayers, I fear, to keep 
me from going. For I hated Betty in those 
days, as children always hate a cross serv- 
ant, and often get fond of a false one. But 
Betty, like many active women, was false by 
her crossness only; thinking it just for the 
moment perhaps, and rushing away with a 
bucket ; ready to stick to it, like a clench- 
ed nail, if beaten the wrong way with argu- 
ment ; but melting over it, if you left her, 
as stinging soap, left alone in a basin, spreads 
all abroad without bubbling. 

But all this is beyond the children, and 
beyond me too for that matter, even now in 
ripe experience ; for I never did know what 
women mean, and neter shall except when 
they tell me, if that be in their power. Now 
let that qneatiou paa^. Yot \5A.tYio\\^h I aui 
now in a place ot aoxuft aut^oTAr3,\\wT^ ^it^r 
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served that no one ever listens to me when 
I attempt to lay down the law, but all are 
waiting with open ears until I do enforce it. 
And so methinks he who reads a history 
cares not much for the wisdom or folly of 
the writer (knowing well that the former is 
far less than his own, and the latter vastly 
greater), hut hurries to know what the peo- 
ple did, and how they got on about it. And 
tliis I can tell, if any one can, having been 
myself in the thick of it. 

The fright I had taken that night in Glen 
Doone satisfied me for a long time there- 
after ; and I took good care not to venture 
even in the fields and woods of the outer 
farm, without John Fry for company. John 
was greatly surprised and pleased at the 
value I now set upon him ; until, what be- 
twixt the desire to vaunt and the longing 
to talk things over, I gradually laid bare 
to him nearly all that had befallen me—ex- 
cept, indeed, about Loma, whom a sort of 
shame kept me from mentioning. Not that 
I did not thiuk of her, and wish very often 
to see her again ; but of course I was only a 
boy as yet, and therefore inoliued to despise 
young girls, as being unable to do any thing, 
and only meant to listen to orders. And 
when I got along with the other boys, that 
was how we always spoke of them, if we 
deigned to speak at all, as beings of a lower 
order, only good enough to run errands for 
us, and to nurse boy-babies. 

And yet my sister Annie was in truth a 
great deal more to me than all the boys of 
the parish, and of Brendon and Countisbury 
pnt together ; although at the time I never 
dreamed it, and would have laughed if told 
so. Annie was of a pleasing face, and very 
gentle manner, almost like a lady, some peo- 
ple said; but without any airs whatever, 
only trying to give satisfaction. And if 
she failed, she would go and weep without 
letting any one know it, believing the fault 
to be all lier own, when mostly it was of 
others. But if she succeeded in pleasing 
yon, it was beautiful to see her smile, and 
stroke her soft chin in a way of her own, 
vrhich she always used when taking note 
how to do the right thing again for you. 
And then her cheeks had a bright clear 
pink, and her eyes were a« blue as the sky 
in spring, and she stood as upright as a 
young apple-tree, and no one could help but 
smile at her, and pat her brown curls ap- 
provingly; whereupon she always courte- 
eied. For she never tried to look away 
ivhen honest people gazed at her ; and even 
in the court-yard she would come and help 
to take your saddle, and tell (without your 
asking her) what there was for dinner. . 

And afterward she grew up to be a very 

eomely maiden, tall, and with a well-built 

neck, and very fair white shoulders, under a 

bri«rb^ cloud of cnrling bair. Alas ! poor 

Annie, like most of the gentle maidens — ^but 



tush, I am not come to that yet ; and for the 
present she seemed to me little to look at 
after the beauty of Loma Doone. 



CHAPTER X. 

A BRAVE RESCUE AND A ROUGH RIDE. 

It happened upon a November evening 
(when I was about fifteen years old, and out- 
growing my strength very rapidly, my sister 
Annie being turned thirteen, and a deal of 
rain having fallen, and all the troughs in the 
yard being flooded, arid the bark from the 
wood-ricks washed down the gutters, and 
even our water-shoot going brown) that the 
ducks in the court made a terrible quacking, 
instead of marching off to their pen, one be- 
hind another. Thereupon Annie and I ran 
out to see what might be the sense of it. 
There were thirteen ducks, and ten lily-white 
(as the fashion then of ducks was),not'I mean 
twenty-three in all, but ten white and three 
brown-striped ones ; and without being nice 
about their color, they all quacked very mov- 
ingly. They pushed their gold-colored bills 
here and there (yet dirty, as gold is apt to 
be), and they jumped on the triangles of their 
feet, and sounded out of their nostrils ; and 
some of the overexcited ones ran along low 
on the ground, quacking grievously, with 
their bills snapping and bending, and the 
roof of their mouths exhibited. 

Annie began to cry " dilly, dilly, elny,einy, 
ducksey," according to the burden of a tune 
they seem to have accepted as the national 
duck's anthem ; but instead of being soothed 
by it, they only quacked three times as hard, 
and ran round till we were giddy. And then 
they shook their tails all together, and look- 
ed grave, and went round and round again. 
Now I am uncommonly fond of ducks, wheth- 
er roystering, roosting, or roasted ; and it is 
a fine sight to behold them walk, poddling 
one after other, with their toes out, like sol- 
diers drilling, and their little eyes cocked all 
ways at once, and the way that they dib with 
their bills, and dabble, and throw up their 
heads and enjoy something, and then tell the 
others about it. Therefore I knew at once, 
by the way they were carrying on, that there 
must be something or other gone wholly 
amiss in the duck-world. Sister Annie per- 
ceived it too, but with a greater quickness ; 
for she counted them like a good duck-wife, 
and could only tell thirteen of them, when 
she knew there ought to be fourteen. 

And so we began to search about, and the 
ducks ran to lead us aright, having come that 
far to fetch us ; and when we got down to 
the foot of the court-yard where the two great 
ash-trees stand by the 6\d^ o^ t'aft VsXNX^ ^^ 
ter, we iound ^oo^ t^^j^ctq. icrt ^i^Cka ^i.'^^^^R«^ 
and melanchoVy oi \\ie> eL\3LOsL->aYt^^, ^'^^ ^^^ 
old white eita\L€>, t^i^ tabXXiet q1 ^^^^svx^ ^ 
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high manners and chivalry, always the last 
to help himself from the pan of barley-meal, 
and the first to show fight to a dog or cock 
intruding upon his family, this fine fellow, 
and a pillar of the state, was now in a sad 
predicament, yet quacking very stoutly. For 
the brook, wherewith he had been familiar 
from his callow childhood, and wherein he 
was wont to quest for water-newts, and tad- 
poles, and caddice-worms, and other game, 
this brook, which afforded him very often 
scanty space to dabble in, and sometimes 
starved the cresses, was now coming down in 
a great brown flood, as if the banks never be- 
longed to it. The foaming of it, and the noise, 
and the cresting of the comers, and the up and 
down, like a wave of the sea, were enough 
to frighten any duck, though bred upon 
stormy waters, which our ducks never had 
been. 

There is always a hurdle six feet long and 
four and a half in depth, swung by a chain 
at either end from an oak laid across the 
channel. And the use of this hurdle is to 
keep our kine at milking-time from straying 
away there drinking (for in truth they are 
very dainty) and to fence strange cattle, or 
Farmter Snowe's horses, from coming along 
the bed pf the brook unknown, to steal our 
substance. B at now this hurdle, which hung 
in the summer a foot above the trickle, would 
have been dipped more than two feet deep 
but for the power against it. For the tor- 
rent came down so vehemently that the 
chains at full stretch were creaking, and the 
hurdle buffet'Od almost flat, and thatched (so 
to say) with the drift-stuff, was going see- 
saw with a sulky splash on the dirty red 
comb of the waters. But saddest to see was 
between two bars, where a fog was of rushes, 
and flood- wood, and wild-celery haulm, and 
dead crow's-foot, who but our venerable mal 
lard jammed in by the joint of his shoulder, 
speaking aloud as he rose and fell, with his 
top-knot full of water, unable to comprehend 
it, with his tail washed far away from him, 
but often compelled to be silent, being duck- 
ed very harshly against his will by the chok- 
ing fall-to of the hurdle. 

For a moment I could not help laughing, 
because, being borne up high and dry by a 
tumult of the torrent, he gave me a look 
from his one little eye (having lost one in 
fight with a turkey-cock), a gaze of appeal- 
ing sorrow, and then a loud quack to second 
it. But the quack came out of time, I sup- 
pose, for his throat got filled with water, as 
the hurdle carried him back again. And 
then there was scarcely the screw of his tail 
to be seen until he swung up again, and left 
small doubt, by the way he sputtered, and 
failed to quack, and hung down his poor 
crest, but what he must drown in another 
minute, and frogs triumph over his body. 

Annie was crying and wringing her hands, 
and I was nbout to rush into the water, al- 



though I liked not the look of it, but hope<t 
to hold on by the hurdle, when a man on 
horseback came suddenly round the comei 
of the great ash-hedge on the other side of 
the stream, and his horse's feet were in the 
water. 

"Ho, there," he cried; "get thee back, 
boy. The flood will carry thee down like 
a straw. I will do it for thee, and no trou- 
ble." 

With that he leaned forward, and spoke 
to his mare — she was just of the tint of a 
strawberry, a young thing, very beautiful— 
and she arched up her neck, as misliking 
the job ; yet, trusting him, would attempt 
it. She entered the flood, with her dainty 
fore-legs sloped farther and fai*ther in front 
of her, and her delicate ears pricked for- 
ward, and the size of her great eyes increas- 
ing ; but he kept her straight in the turbid 
rush, by the pressure of his knee on her. 
Then she looked back, and wondered at 
him, as the force of the torrent grew strong- 
er, but he bade her go on ; and on she went, 
and it foamed up over her shoulders ; and 
she tossed up her lip and scorned it, for npw 
her courage was waking. Then, as the rush 
of it swept her away, and she struck with 
her fore -feet down the stream, he leaned 
from his saddle in a manner which I never 
could have thought possible, and caught up 
old Tom with his left hand, and set him be- 
tween his holsters, and smiled at his faint 
quack of gratitude. In a moment all thi'ee 
were carried down stream, and the rider lay 
flat on his horse, and tossed the hurdle clear 
from him, and made for the bend of smooth 
water. 

They landed, some thirty or forty yards 
lower, in the midst of our kitchen-garden, 
where the winter-cabbage was ; but though 
Annie and I crept in through the hedge, 
and were full of our thanks and admiring 
him, he would answer us never a word un- 
til he had spoken in full to the mare, as if 
explaining the whole to l^r. 

" Sweetheart, I know thou couldst have 
leaped it," he said, as he patted her cheek, 
being on the ground by this time, and she 
was nudging up to him, with the water pat- 
tering off from her ; " but I had good reason, 
Winnie dear, for making thee go through it." 

She answered him kindly with her soft 
eyes, and sniffed at him very lovingly, and 
they understood one another. Then he 
took from his waistcoat two pepper-corns, 
and made the old drake swallow them, and 
tried him softly upon his legs, where the 
leading gap in the hedge was. Old Tom 
stood up quite bravely, and clapped his 
wings, and shook off the wet from his tail- 
feathers; and then away into the court- 
yard, and his family gathered around him, 
and they all made a noise in their throats, 
and stood up, and put their bills together, 
to thank God for this great deliverance. 
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Having taken all ibis tronble, and watch- 
ed the end of that adveutute, the gentle- 
naan 'turned round to ub with a pleasant 
smile on his face, as if he were lightly 
amused with himself; and we came up and 
looked at him. He was rather short, about 
John Fry's height, or may be a little taller, 
but very strongly built and springy, as his 
gait at every step showed plainly, although 
hifi legs were bowed with much riding, and 
he looked as if he lived on horseback. To a 
boy like me he seemed very old, being over 
twenty, and well-found in beard; but he 
was not more than four-and-twenty, fresh 
and rnddy-looking, with a short nose and 
keen blue eyes, and a merry, waggish jerk 
about him, as if the world were not in ear- 
nest. Yet he had a sharp, stern way, like 
the crack of a pistol, if any thing misliked 
him ; and we knew (for children see such 
things) that it was safer to tickle than buf- 
fet him. 

" Well, young uns, what be gaping at f ' 
He gave pretty Annie a chuck on the chin, 
and took me all in without winking. 

" Your mare,'' said I, standing stoutly up, 
being a tall boy now; ''I never saw such 
a beauty, sir. Will you let me have a ride 
of her ?" 

''Think thou couldst ride her, lad? 
She will^ have no burden but mine. Thou 
couldst never ride her. Tut! I would be 
loath to kill thee." 

"Ride her!" I cried, with the bravest 
scorn, for she looked so kind and gentle; 
" there never was horse upon Exmoor foal- 
ed but I could tackle in half an hour. Only 
I never ride upon saddle. Take them leath- 
ers off of her!" 

He looked at me with a dry little whis- 
tle, and thrust his hands into his breeches- 
pockets, and so giinned that I could not 
stand it. And Annie laid hold of me in 
Buch a way that I was almost mad with 
her. And he laughed, and approved her for 
doing 80. And tl|^ worst of all was — he 
said nothing. 

"Get away, Annie, will youf Do you 
think I'm a tool, good sir? Only trust me 
'With her, and I will not override her." 

" For that I will go bail, my son. She is 
likep to override thee. But the ground is 
soft to fall upon, after all this rain. Now 
come out into the yard, young man, for the 
sake of your mother's cabbages. And the 
naellow straw bed will be softer for thee, 
since pride must have its fall. I am thy 
mother's cousin, boy, and am going up to 
house. Tom Faggus is my name, as every 
^y knows, and this is my young mare, 
Whmie." 

What a fool I must have been not to know 
it at once ! Tom Faggils, the great high- 
wayman, and his young blood -mare, the 
strawberry! Already her fame was noised 
abroad, nearly as much as her master's, and 



my longing to ride her grew tenfold, but 
fear came at the back of it. Not that I had 
the smallest fear of what the mare could do 
to me, by fair play and horse-trickery, but 
that the glory of sitting upon her seemed to 
be too great for me ; especially as there were 
rumors abroad that she was not a mare, after 
all, but a witch. However, she looked like 
a filly all over, and wonderfully beautiful 
with her supple stride, and soft slope of 
shoulder, and glossy coat beaded with wa- 
ter, and prominent eyes full of docile fire. 
Whether this came from her Eastern blood 
of the Arabs newly imported, and whether 
the cream-color, mixed with our bay, led to 
that bright strawberry tint, is ceftainly 
more than I can decide, being chiefly ac- 
quaint with farm-horses. And these come 
of any color and form ; you never can count 
what they will be^ and are lucky to get four 
legs to them. 

Mr. Faggus gave his mare a wink, and she 
walked demurely after him, a bright young 
thing, flowing over with life, yet dropping 
her soul to a higher one, and led by love to 
any thing, as the manner is of females, when 
they know what is the best for them. Then 
Winnie trod lightly upon the straw, because 
it had soft muck under it, and her delicate 
feet came back again. 

" Up for it still, boy, be ye ?" Tom Fag- 
gus stopped, and the mare stopped there; 
and they looked at me provokingly. 

^^ Is she able to leap, sir ? There is good 
take-off on this side of the brook." 

Mr Faggus laughed very quietly, turning 
round to Winnie so that she might enter into 
it. And she, for her part, seemed to know 
exactly where the fun lay. 

"Gtood tumble -off, you mean, my boy. 
Well there can be small harm to thee. I am 
akin to thy family, and know the substance 
of their skulls." 

" Let me get up," said I, waxing Wroth, 
for reasons I can not tell you, because they 
are too manifold ; " take off your saddle-bag 
things. I will try not to squeeze her ribs in, 
unless she plays nonsense with me." 

Then Mr. Faggus was up on his mettle, 
at this proud speech of mine ; and John Fry 
was running up all the while, and BUI 
Dadds, and half a dozen . Tom Faggus gave 
one glance around, and then dropped all re- 
gard for me. The high repute of his mare 
was at stake, and what was my life compared 
to it? Through my defiance, and stupid 
ways, here was I in a duello, and my legs 
not come to their strength yet, and ujy arms 
as limp as a herring. 

Something of this occurred to him, even 
in his wrath with me, for he spoke very soft- 
ly to the filly, who now could scarce subdue 
herself; but she drew in her nostrils, and 
breathed to his breath, and did all she could 
to answer him. 

"Not too bax^, ixrj ^^«c;'*\vfe ^'!J^A.^''''^RJ^ 
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him gently dowu on the mixen. That will 
be qnite enough." Then he turned the sad- 
dle off, and I was up in a moment. She be- 
gan at first so easily, and pricked her ears so 
lovingly, and minced about as if pleased to 
find so light a weight upon her, that I 
thought she knew I could ride a little, and 
feared to show any capers. "Gee wugg, 
Polly !" cried I, for all the men were now 
looking on, being then at the leaving-off 
time; " gee wugg, Polly, and show what thou 
be'est made of." With that I plugged my 
heels into her, and Billy Dadds flung his hat 
up. 

Nevertheless, she outraged not, though her 
eyes %ere frightening Annie, and John Fry 
tock a pick to keep him safe j but she curb- 
ed to and fro with her strong fore-arms ris- 
ing like springs ingathered, waiting and 
•quivering grievously, and beginning to sweat 
about it. Then her master gave a shrill 
clear whistle, when her ears were bent to- 
ward him, and I felt her form beneath me 
gathering up like whalebone, and her hind- 
legs coming under her, and I knew that I 
was in for it. 

First she reared upright in the air, and 
struck me full on the nose with her comb, 
till I bled worse than Robin Suell made me ; 
and then down with her fore-feet deep in the 
straw, and her hind-feet going to heaven. 
Finding me stick to her still like wax, for 
my mettle was up as hers was, away she flew 
with me swifter than ever I went before, or 
since, I trow. She drove full-head at the cob- 
wall — *^ Oh, Jack, slip off!" screamed Annie 
— then she turned like light, when I thought 
to crush her, and ground my left knee against 
it. "Mux me !" I cried, for my breeches were 
broken, and short words went the farthest 
— "if you kill me, you shall die with me." 
Then she took the court;yard gate at a leap, 
knocking my words between my teeth, and 
then right over a quickset hedge, as if the 
sky were a breath to her ; and away for the 
water-meadows, while I lay on her neck like 
a child at the breast, and wished I had nev- 
er been bom. Straight away all in the front 
of the wind, and scattering clouds around 
her, all I knew of the speed we made was 
the frightful flash of her shoulders, and her 
mane like trees in a tempest. I felt the 
earth under us rushing away, and the air left 
far behind us, and my breath came and went, 
and I prayed to God, and Was sorry to be so 
iate of it. ^ 

All the long swift while, without power 
of thought, I clung to her crest and shoul- 
ders, and dug my nails into her creases, and 
my toes into her flank part, and was proud 
of holding on so long, though sure of being 
beaten. Then in her frtry at feeling me still, 
she rnsheA at another device for it, and leap- 
ed ^Iie wj'do water-trough eidewaya across, to 
nndfro, till no breath was left in me. The 
naze^-bougha took me too hard in the face, 



and the tall dog-briers got hold of me, and 
the ache of my back was like crimping a 
fish ; till I longed to give it up, thoroughly 
beaten, and lie there and die in the cresses. 
Bnt there came a shrill whistle from up the 
home hill, where the people had hurried to 
watch us ; and the mare stopped as if with 
a bullet ; then set off for home with the speed 
of a swallow, and going as smoothly and si- 
lently. I never had dreamed of such deli- 
cate motion, fluent, and graceful, and ambi- 
ent, soft as the breeze flitting over the flow- 
ers, but swift as the summer lightning. I sat 
up again, but my strength was all spent, and 
no time left to recover it ; and though she 
rose at our gate like a bird, I tumbled off 
into the xuixen. % 



CHAPTER XI. 

TOM DESERVES HIS -SUPPER. 

" Well done, lad,'^ Mr. Faggus said, good- 
naturedly ; for all were now gathered round 
me, as I rose from the ground, somewhat tot- 
tering, and miry, and crest-fallen, bnt other- 
wise none the worse (having fallen upon my 
head, which is of uncommon substance); nev- 
ertheless John Fry was laughing, so that I 
longed to clout his ears for him ; " not at all 
bad work, my boy , we may teach you to ride 
by-and-by, I see ; I thought not to see you 
stick on so long — " 

*' I ^ould have stuck on much longer, sir, 
if her sides had not been wet. She was so 
slippery — " 

" Boy, thou art right. ShQ hath given 
many the slip. Ha, ha ! Vex not. Jack, that 
I laugh at thee. She is like a sweetheart 
to me, and better than any of them be. It 
would have gone to my heart if thou hadst 
conquered. None but I can ride my Winnie 
mare." 

"Foul shame to thee then, Tom Faggus," 
cried mother, coming up suddenly, and speak- 
ing so that all were amazed, having never 
j seen her wrathful, '^ to put my boy, my boy, 
across her, as if his life were no more than 
thine ! The only son of his father, an hon- 
est man, and a quiet man j not a roystering, 
drunken robber ! A man would have taken 
thy mad horse and thee, and flung them both 
into horse-pond — ay, and what^s more, 1*11 
have it done now, if a hair of his head is in- 
jured. Oh, my boj'-, my boy ! What could 
I do without thee f Pat up the other arm, 
Johnny." All the time mother was scolding 
so, she was feeling me and wiping me ; while 
Faggus tried to look greatly ashamed, having 
sense of the ways of women. 

" Only look at his jacket, mother !" cried 
Annie; "and a shilling's worth gone from 
his small-clothes'." 

" What care 1 ioT "hV^ c\ot\\es, thou goose T 
Take that, anOLlie^^ t\i\\\^ o^iv ^\i\\?^ k\A 
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mother gave Annie a slap wJiicli sent her 
swinging np against Mr. Faggus, and he 
caught her, and kissed and protected her ; 
and she looked at him very nicely, with great 
tears in her soft hlue eyes. "Oh, fie upon 
thee, fie upon thee !" cried mother (being yet 
more vexed with him, because she had beat- 
en Annie) ; " after all we have done for thee, 
and saved thy worthless neck — and to try to 
kill my son for me I Never more shall horse 
of thine enter stable here, since these be thy 
returns to me. Small thanks to you, John 
Fry, I say, and you Dadds, and you Jam Slo- 
comb^ and all the rest of your cowaru lot ; 
much you care for your master's son ! Afraid 
of that ugly beast yourselves, and you put a 
boy just breeched upon him !" 

" Wnll, missus, what could us do ?^ began 
John ; "Jan wudd goo, now wudd't her, 
Jem ? And how was us — " 

" Jan, indeed I Master John, if you please, 
to a lad of his yeai*s and stature. And now, 
Tom Faggus, be ofi', if you please, and think 
yourself lucky to go so ; and if ever that 
horse comes into our yard. Til hamstring him 
myself, if none of my cowards dare do it." 

Every body looked at mother, to hear her 
talk like that, knowing how quiet she was 
day by day, and how pleasant to \)q cheated. 
And the men began to shoulder their shov- 
els, both so as to be away from her, and to 
go and tell their wives of it. Winnie, too, 
was looking at her, being pointed at so 
much, and wondering if she had done amiss. 
And then she came to me, and trembled, and 
stooped her head, and asked my pardon, if 
she had been too proud with me. 

"Winnie shall stop here to-night," said I, 
for Tom Faggus still said never a word all 
the while, but began to buckle his things 
on ; for he knew that women are to be met 
with wool, as the cannon-balls were at the 
siege of Tiverton Castle ; "mother, I tell you 
Winnie shall stop ; else I will go away with 
her. I never knew what it was, till now, to 
ride a horse worth riding." 

"Young man," said Tom Faggus, still pre- 
paring sternly to depart, " you know more 
ahont a horse than any man on Exmoor. 
Yonr mother may well be proud of you, but 
she need have had no fear. As if I, Tom 
faggus, your father's cousin — and the only 
thing I am proud of — would ever have 
lot you mount my mare, which dukes and 
pnnces have vainly sought, except for the 
courage in your eyes, and the look of your 
father about you. I knew you could ride 
^ten I saw you, and rarely you have con- 
Jiuered. But women don't understand us. 
Good-bye, John ; I am proud of you, and I 
hoped to have done you pleasure. And in- 
deed I came full of some courtly tales, that 
^ony have made your hair stand up. But 
though not a crust I have tasted since this 
time yesterday, having given my meat to a 
^^oow^IwiUgo ahd starve on the moor, far 



sooner than eat the best supper that ever 
was cooked, in a place that has forgotten 
me." With that he fetched a heavy sigh, 
as if it had been for my father ; and feebly 
got upon Winnie's back, and she came to 
say farewell to me. He lifted his hat to qiy 
mother with a glance of sorrow, but neveif 
a word ; and to me he said, *• Open the gate, 
Cousin John, if you please. You have beat- 
en her so, that she can not leap it, poor 
thing." 

But before he was truly gone out of our 
yard, my mother came softly after him, with 
her afternoon apron across her eyes, and one 
hand ready to offer him. Nevertheless, he 
made as if he had not seen her, though he 
let his horse go slowly. 

" Stop, Cousin Tom," my mother said, " a 
word with you before you go." 

"Why, bless my heart!" Tom Faggus 
cried, with the form of his countenance so 
changed, that I verily thought another man 
must have leaped into his clothes — "do I 
see my Cousin Sarah ? I thought every one 
was ashamed of me, and afraid to offer me 
shelter, since I lost my best cousin, John 
Ridd. ' Cotue here,' he used to say, * Tom, 
come here, when you are worried, and my 
wife shall take good care of you.' 'Yes, 
dear John,' I used to answer, * I know she 
promised my mother so; but people have 
taken to think against me, and so might 
Cousin Sarah.' Ah, ho was a man, a man I 
If you only heard how he answered me. 
But let that go, I am nothing now since the 
day I lost Cousin Riid." And with that he 
began to push on again ; but mother would 
not have it so. 

" Oh, Tom, that was a loss, indeed. And I 
am nothing either. And you should try to 
allow for me ; though I never found any one 
that did." And mpther began to cry, though 
father had been dead so long ; and I looked 
on with a stupid surprise, having stopped 
from crying long ago. 

" I can tell you one that will," cried Tom, 
jumping off Winnie in a trice, and looking 
kindly at mother; "I can allow for you, 
Cousin Sarah, in every thing but one. I 
am in some ways a bad man myself; but I 
know the value of a good one ; and if you 
gave me orders, by God — " And he shook 
his fists toward Bag worthy Wood, just heav- 
ing up black in the sundown. 

" Hush, Tom, hush, for God's sake !" And 
mother meant me, without pointing at me; 
at least I thought she did. For she ever had 
weaned me from thoughts of revenge, and 
even from longings for judgment. " God 
knows best, boy," she used to say, " let us 
wait his time, without wishing it." And 
so, to tell the truth, I did ; partly through 
her teaching, awOi ^^cVVj XXsxwsl^ ^ss\^ ^^^ 
mild tempex, a.T\OL m^ Y\io^\^^^^ ^•i^X.l•s^JC^'5=^:^ 

after aW,>5vaa^\\\^^\i^^wv^^^i^'^'^^'^^'^^^ 
tbem. 
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" Gk>od - night, Cousin Sarah ; good - night. 
Cousin Jack/' cried Tom, taking to the mare 
again ; " many a mile I have to ride, and not 
a bit inside of me. No food or shelter this 
side of Exeford, and the night will be black 
as pitch, I trow. But it serves me right for 
indulging the lad, being taken with his 
looks so." 

*^ Cousin Tom," said mother, and trying to 
get so that Annie and I could not hear her ; 
" it would be a sad and unkinlike thing for 
you to despise our dwelling-house. We can 
not entertain you as the lordly inns on the 
road do, and we have small change of vict- 
uals. But the men will go home, beiug 
Saturday ; and so you will have the fireside 
all to yourself and the children. There are 
some few collops of red deer's flesh, and a 
ham just down from the chimney, and some 
dried salmon from Lynmouth weir, and cold 
roast-pig, and some oysters. And if none of 
those be to your liking, we could roast two 
woodcocks in half an hour, and Annie would 
make the toast for them. And the good folk 
made some mistake last week, going up the 
country, and left a keg of old Holland cor- 
dial in the coving of the wood-rick, having 
borrowed our Smiler, without asking leave. 
I fear there is something unrighteous about 
it. But what can a poor widow do f John 
Fry would have taken it, but for our Jack. 
Our Jack was a little too sharp for him." 

"Ay, that I was; John Fry had got it, 
like a billet under his apron, going away in 
the gray of the morning, as if to kindle his 
fire-place. " Why, John," I said, " what a 
heavy log! Let me have one end of it." 
" Thank'e, Jan, no need of tljiccy," he an- 
swered, turning his back to me; "waife 
wanted a log as will last all day, to kape 
the crock a zlmmerin." And he banged his 
gate upon my heels to make me stop and 
rub them. " Why, John," said I, " you'm 
got a log with round holes in the end of it. 
Who has been cutting gun- wads f Just lift 
your apron, or I will." 

But to return to Tom Faggus — he stopped 
to sup that night with us, and took a little 
of every thing ; a few oysters first, and then 
dried salmon, and then ham and eggs, done 
in small curled rashers, and then a few col- 
lops of venison toasted, and next to that a 
little cold roast-pig, and a woodcock on toast 
to finish with, before the Scheidam and hot 
water. And having changed his wet things 
first, he seemed to be in fair appetite, and 
praised Annie's cooking mightily, with a 
kind of noise like a smack of his lips, and a 
rubbing of his hands together, whenever he 
could spare them. 

He had gotten John Fry's best small- 
clothes on, for he said he was not good 
enough to go into my father's (which moth- 
er kept to look at), nor man enough to fill 
them. And in truth my mother was very 
g^lad that he refused when I offered them. 



But John was overproud to have it in his 
power to say that such a famous man had 
ever dwelt in any clothes of his; and af- 
terward he made show of them. For Mr. 
Faggus's glory, then, though not so great as 
now it is, was spreading very fast indeed all 
about our neighborhood, and even as far as 
Bridgewater. 

Tom Faggus was a jovial soul, if ever there 
has been one, not making bones of little 
things, nor caring to seek evil. There was 
about him such a love of genuine human na- 
ture, that if a traveler said a good thing, he 
would give him back his purse again. It is 
true that he took people's money more by 
force than fraud ; and the law (being used 
to the inverse method) was bitterly moved 
against him, although he could quote prec- 
edent. These things I do not understand ; 
haviug seen so much of robbery (some legal, 
some illegal), that I scarcely know, as here 
we say, one crow's-foot from the other. It 
is beyond me, and above me, to discuss these 
subjects ; and in truth I love the law right 
well, when it doth support me, and when I 
can lay it down to my liking, with prejudice 
to nobody. Loyal, too, to the King am I, as 
behooves church- warden ; and ready to make 
the best of him, as he generally requires. 
But after all, I could not see (until I grew 
much older, and came to have some proper- 
ty) why Tom Faggus, working hard, was 
called a robber, and felon of great ; while 
the King, doing nothing at all (as became 
ills dignity), was liege lord, and paramount 
owner; with every body to thank him kind- 
ly for accepting tribute. 

For the present, however, I learned noth- 
ing more as to what our cousin's^profession 
was, only that mother seemed frightened, 
and whispered to him now and then not to 
talk of something, because of the children 
being there ; whereupon he always nodded 
with a sage expression, and applied himself 
to hoUands. 

" Now let us go and see Winnie, Jack," he 
said to me after supper ; "for the most part 
I feed her before myself; but she was so hot 
from the way you drove her. Now she must 
be grieving for me, and I never let her grieve 
long." 

I was too glad to go with him, and Annie 
came slyly after us. The filly was walking 
to and fro on the naked floor of the stable 
(for he would not let her have any straw, 
until he should make a bed for her), and with- 
out so much as a headstall on, for he would 
not have her fastened. " Do you take my 
mare for a dog f " he had said, when John Fry 
brought him a halter. And now she ran to 
him like a child, and her great eyes shone at 
the lantern. 

" Hit me, Jack, and see what she will da 
I will not let her hurt thee." He was rub- 
bing her ears all the time he spoke, and she 
was leaning against him. Then I made he^ 
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lieve to strike him, and in a moment she 
caught me by the waistband, and lifted me 
clean from the ground, and was casting me 
down to trample upon me, when he stopped 
her suddenly. ^ 

" What think you of that, boy f Have you 
horse or dog that would do that for you f Ay, 
and more than that she will do. If I were 
to whistle by-and-by in the tone that tells 
my danger, she would break this stable door 
down, and rush into the room to me. Noth- 
ing will keep her from me then, stone-wall 
or church-tower. Ah, Winnie, Winnie, you 
little witch, we shall die together." 

Then he turned away with a Joke, and be- 
gan to feed her nicely, for she was very dain- 
ty. Not a husk of oat would she touch that 
had been under the breath of another horse, 
however hungry she might be. And with 
her oats he mixed some powder, fetching it 
firom his saddle-bags. What this was I could 
not guess, neither would he tell me, but 
laughed and called it " star-shavings." He 
watched her eat every morsel of it, with two 
or three drinks of pure water, ministered be- 
tween whiles ; and then he made her bed in 
a form I had never seen before, and so we 
said M good-night " to her. 

Afterward by the fireside he kept us very 
merry, sitting in the great chinmey-comer, 
and making us play games with him. And 
all the whUe he was smoking tobacco in a 
manner I never had seen before, not using 
any pipe for it, but having it rolled in little 
sticks about as long as my finger, blunt at 
one end and sharp at the other. The sharp 
end he would put in his mouth, and lay a 
hrand of wood to the other, and then draw a 
^hite cloud of curling smoke, and we never 
tired of watching him. I wanted him to let 
Die do it, but he said,-" No, my son ; it is not 
meant for boys." Then Ann ie put up her lips 
and asked, with both hands on his knees (for 
she had taken to him wonderfully), " Is it 
meant for girls, then. Cousin Tomf" But 
she had better not have asked, for he gave 
it her to try, and she shut both eyes and 
sucked at it. One breath, however, was 
quite enough, for it made her cough so vio- 
lently that Lizzie and I must thump her 
^ack nntil she was almost crying. To atone 
for that, Cousin Tom set to, and told us whole 
pages of stories, not about his own doings 
at all; but strangely enough l^ey seemed to 
concern almost every one else we had ever 
neard of. Without halting once for a woj^ 
<>r a deed, his tales flowed onward as freely 
and brightly as the flames of the wood up 
the chimney, and with no smaller variety, 
^or he spoke with the voices of twenty peo- 
ple, giving each person the proper manner, 
and the proper place to speak from ; so that 
-^nie and Lizzie ran all about, and search- 
ed the clock and the linen-press. And he 
changed his face every moment so, and with 
. inch power of mimicry that, without so much 



as a smile of his own, he made even mother 
laugh so that she broke her new tenpenny 
waistband ; and as for us chUdren, we rolled 
on the floor, and Betty Muxworthy roared in 
the wash-up. 



CHAPTER XIL 

A MAN JUSTLY POPULAR. 

Now, although Mr. Faggus was so clever, 
and generous, and celebrated, I know not 
whether, upon the whole, we were rather 
proud of him as a member of our family, or 
inclined to be ashamed of him. And indeed 
I think that the sway of the balance hung 
upon the company we were in. For in- 
stance, with the boys at Brendon — for there 
is no village at Oare — I was exceeding 
proud to talk of him, and would freely brag 
of my cousin Tom. But with the rich par- 
sons of the neighborhood, or the justices 
(who came round now and then, and were 
glad to ride up to a warm farm-house), or 
even the well-to-do tradesmen of Porlock — 
in a word, any settled power, which was 
afraid of losing things — with all of them 
we were very shy of claiming our kinship 
to that great outlaw. 

And sure, I should pity as well as con* 
demn him, though our ways in the world 
were so different, knowing as I do his story ; 
which knowledge, methinks, would often 
lead us to let alone Qod's prerogative- 
judgment, and hold by man's privilege — 
pity. Not that I would find excuse for 
Tom's downright dishonesty, which was be- 
yond doubt a disgrace to him, and no cred- 
it to his kinsfolk ; only that it came about 
without his meaning any harm, or seeing 
how he took to wrong , yet gradually know- 
ing it. And now, to save any further trou- 
ble, and to meet those who disparage him 
(without allowance for the time, or the 
crosses laid upon him), I will tell the histo- 
ry of him, just as if he were not my cousin, 
and hoping to be heeded. And I defy any 
man to say that a word of this is either false, 
or in any way colored by family. Much 
cause he had to be harsh with the world ; 
and yet all acknowledged him very pleas- 
ant, when a man gave up his money. And 
often and often he paid the toll for the Car- 
riage coming after him, because he had emp- 
tied their pockets, and would not add incon- 
venience. By trade he had been a black- 
smith, in the town of Northmolton, in Dev- 
onshire, a rough, rude place at the end of 
Exmoor ; so that many people marveled if 
such a man was bred there. Not only could 
he read and write, but he had solid sub- 
stance ; a piece of land worth a hundred 
pounds, and right of common for two hun- 
dred sheep, and a score and a half of beasts, 
lifting up ot l^m^^ ^wm. ksL^>ass«i^\'^^ -ss^^ 
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orphan (with all these cares upon him) he 
began to work right early, and made such a 
fame at the shoeing of horses, that the far- 
riers of Barum were like to lose their cus-. 
torn. And indeed he won a golden Jacobus 
for the best-shod nag in the north of Devon, 
and some say that he never was forgiven. 

As to that, I know no more, except that 
men are jealous. But whether it were that 
or not, he fell into bitter trouble within a 
month of his victory ; when his trade was 
growing upon him, and his sweetheart ready 
to marry him. For he loved a maid of South • 
molton (a currier's daughter I think she was, 
and her name was Betsy Paramore), and her 
father had given consent ; and Tom Faggus, 
wishing to look his best, and be clean of 
course, had a tailor at work up stairs for 
him", who had come all the way from Exe- 
ter. And Betsy's things were ready too — 
for which they accused him afterward, as if 
he could help that — when suddenly, like a 
thunder-bolt, a lawyer's writ fell upon him. 

This was the beginning of a lawsuit with 
Sir Robert Bampfylde, a gentleman of the 
neighborhood, who tried to oust him from 
his common, and drove his cattle and har- 
assed them. And by that suit of law poor 
Tom was ruined altogether, for Sir Robert 
could pay for *much swearing ; and then all 
his goods and his farm were sold up, and 
even his sraithery taken. But he saddled 
his horse, before they could catch him, and 
rode away to Southmolton, , looking more 
like a madman than a good farrier, as the 
j)eople said who saw him. But when he ar- 
rived there, instead of comfort, they showed 
him the face of the door alone ; for the news 
of his loss was before him, and Master Para- 
more was a sound, prudent man, and a high 
member of the town council. It is said that 
they even gave him notice to pay for Betsy's 
wedding-clothes, now that he was too poor 
to marry her. This may be false, and in- 
deed I doubt it ; in the first place, because 
Southmolton is a busy place for talking; 
and in the next, that I do not think the ac- 
tion would have lain at law, especially as 
the maid lost nothing, but used it all for her 
wedding next month with Dick Vellacott, 
of Mockham. 

All this was very sore upon Tom ; and he 
took it to heart so grievously, that he said, 
as & better man might have said, being loose 
of mii^d and property, "The world hath 
preyed on me like a wolf. God help me 
now to prey on the world." 

And in sooth it did seem for a while as if 
Providence were with him, for he took rare 
toll on the highway, and his name was soon 
as good as gold anywhere this side of Bris- 
towe. He studied his business by night and 
by day, with three horses all in hard work, 
until he had made a fine reputation ; and 
then it was competent to him to rest, and 
he had plenty left for charity. And I ought 



to say for society too, for he truly loved high 
society, treating squires and noblemen (who 
much afifected his company) to the very best 
fare of the hostel. And they say that once 
the King's Justiciaries, being upon circuit, 
accepted his^invitation, declaring merrily 
that if never true bill had.been found against 
him, mine host should now be qualified to 
draw one. And so the landlords did ; and 
he always paid them handsomely, so that 
all of them were kind to him, and contend- 
ed for his visits. Let it be known in any 
township that Mr. Faggus was taking his 
leisure at the inn, and straightway all the 
men flocked thither to drink his health with- 
out outlay, and all the women to admire him ; 
while the children were set at the cross-roads 
to give warning of any pfficers. 

One of his earliest meetings was with Sir 
Robert Bampfylde himself, who was riding 
along the Barum road with only one serving- 
man after him. Tom Faggus put a pistol to 
his head, being then obliged to be violent, 
through want of reputation; while the serv- 
ing-man pretended to be a long way round 
the comer. Then the baronet pulled out his 
purse, quite trembling in the hurry of his po- 
Mteness. Tom took the purse, and his ring, 
and time-piece, and then handed them back 
with a very low bow, saying that it was 
against all usage for him to rob a robber. 
Then he turned to the unfaithful knave, 
and trounced him right well for his coward- 
ice, and stripped him of all his property. 

But now Mr. Faggus kept only one horse, 
lest the Grovemment should steal them ; and 
that one was the young mare Winnie. How 
he came by her he never would tell, but I 
think that she was presented to him by a 
certain colonel, a lover of sport, and very 
cleyver in horse-flesh, whose life Tom had 
saved from some gamblers. When I have 
added that Faggus as yet had never been 
guilty of bloodshed (for his eyes and the 
click of his pistol at first, and now his high 
reputation, made all his wishes respected), 
and that he never robbed a poor man, nei- 
ther insulted a woman, but was very good 
to the Church, and of hot patriotic opinions, 
and full of Jest and jollity, I have said as 
much as is fair for him, and shown why he 
was so popular. Every body cursed the 
Doones, who lived apart disdainfully. But 
all good people liked Mr. Faggus — when he 
had not robbed them — and many a poor sick 
man or woman blessed him for other peo^ 
pie's money; and all the hostlers, stable- 
boys, and tapsters entirely worshiped him. 

I have been rather long, and perhaps te- 
dious, in my account of him, lest at any time 
hereafter his character should be misunder- 
stood, and his good name disparaged ; where- 
as he was my second cousin, and the lover of 
my — but let that bide. 'Tis a melancholy 
story. 

He o^me again about three months after* 
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ward; in tlie beginning of the spring-time, 
aud brought me a beautiful new carbine, 
having learned my love of such things, and 
my great desire to shoot straight. But 
mother would not let me have the gun, un- 
Jil he averred upon his honor that he had 
bought it honestly. And so he had, no doubt, 
60 far as it is honest to buy with money ac- 
quired rampantly. Scarce could I stop to 
make my bullets in the mould which came 
along with it, but must be off to the Quarry 
hill, and new target I had made there. And 
lie taught me then how to ride bright Win- 
nie, who was grown since I had seen her, but 
remembered me most kindly. After making 
much of Annie, who had a wondrous liking 
for him — and he said he was her godfather, 
but God knows how he could have been, un- 
less they confirmed him precociously — away 
he went, and young Winnie's sides shone like 
a cherry by caudle-light. 

Now I feel that of those boyish days I 
have little more to tell, because every thing 
went quietly, as the world for the most part 
does with us. I began to work at the farm 
in earnest, and tried to help my mother, and 
when I remembered Lorna Doone, it seemed 
no more than the thought of a dream which 
I could hardly call to mind. Now who cares 
to know how many bushels of wheat we grew 
to the acre, or how the cattle milched till we 
ate them, or what the turn of the seasons 
was? B\it my stupid self seemed like to be 
the biggest of all the cattle, for having much 
to look after the sheep, and being always in 
kiud appetite, I grew four inches longer in 
every year of my farming, and a matter of 
two inches wider, until there was no man 
of my size to be seen elsewhere upon Ex- 
moor. Let that pass: what odds to any 
how taU or wide I be ? There is no Doone's 
door at Plover's Barrows, and if there were 
I oould never go through it. They vexed 
me so much about my size, long before I had 
^nipleted it, girding at me with paltry jokes 
whose wit was good only to stay at home, 
that I grew shamefaced about the matter, 
and feared to encounter a looking-glass. 
Bnt mother was very proud, and said she 
iiever could have too much of me. 

The worst of all to make me ashamed of 
rearing my head so high — a thing I saw no 
^ay to help, for I never could hang my chin 
^own, and my back was like a gate - post 
whenever I tried to bend it — the worst of 
^11 was our little Eliza, who never could 
come to a size herself, though she had the 
wine from the Sacrament at Easter and All- 
hallowmas, only to be small and skinny, 
sharp, and clever crookedly. Not that her 
^ody waa out of the straight (being too 
small for that, perhaps), but that her wit 
Was full of corners, jagged and strange, And 
micomfortable. You never could tell what 
she might say next; and I like not that 
kind of woman. Now God forgive me for 



talking so of my own father's daughter; 
and so much tU© more by reason that my 
father could not help it. The right way is 
to face the matter, and then be sorry for ev- 
ery one. My mother fell grievously on a 
slide, which John Fry had made nigh the 
apple -room door, and hidden with straw 
from the stable, to cover his own great idle- 
ness. My father laid John^s nose on the 
ice, and kept him warm in spite of it ; but 
it was too late for Eliza. She was born 
next clay with more mind than body — ^the 
worst thing that can befall a man. 

But Annie, my other sister, was now a fine 
fair girl, beautiful to behold. I could look 
at her by the fireside for an hour together, 
when I was not too sleepy, and thiuk of my 
dear father. And she would do the same 
thing by me, only wait the between of the 
blazes. Her hair \^a8 done up in a knot be- 
hind, but some would fall over her shoul- 
ders; and the dancing of the light was 
sweet to see through a man^s eyelashes. 
There never was a face that showed the 
light or the shadow of feeling, as if the 
heart was gun to it, more than our dear An- 
nie's did. To look at her carefully, you 
might think that she was not dwelling on 
any thing ; and then she would know you 
were looking at her, and those eyes would 
tell all about it. God knows that I try to 
be simple enough, to keep to his meaning 
in me, aud not make the worst of his chil- 
dren. Yet often have I b^n put to shame^ 
and ready to bite my tongue ofl^, after speak- 
ing amiss of any body, aud letting out my 
littleness, when suddenly mine eyes have 
met the pure, soft gaze of Annie. 

As for the Doones, they were thriving still, 
and no one to come against them, except 
indeed by word of mouth, to which they lent 
no heed whatever. Complaints were made 
from time to time, both in high and low 
quarters (as the rank might be of the people 
robbed), and once or twice in the highest of 
all, to wit, the King himself. But His Maj- 
esty made a good joke about it (not meaning 
any harm, I doubt), and was so much pleased 
with himself thereupon, that he quite for- 
gave tho mischief. Moreover, the main au- 
thorities were a long way off; and the Chan- 
cellor had no cattle on Exmoor ; and as for 
my lord the Chief -justice, some rogue had 
taken his silver spoons ; whereupon his lord- 
ship swore that never another man would 
he hang until he had that one by the neck. 
Therefore the Doones went on as they list- 
ed, and none saw fit to meddle with them. 
For the only man who would have dared to 
come to close quarters with them, that is to 
say, Tom Faggus, himself was a quarry for 
the law, if ever it should be nnhooded. 
Moreover, he had transferred his business to 
the neighborhood of Wantage, in the county 
of Berks, where he found the climate drier, 
also good downs, aud <iovMC\OTv"a» «^^^^«sQ^^sst 
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gallopmg, and richer yeomen than ours be, 
and better roads to rob them on. 

Some folk, who had wiser attended to their 
own affairs, said that^I (being sizable now, 
and able to shoot not badly) ought to do 
something against those Doones, and show 
what I was made of. But for a time I was 
very bashful, shaking when called upon sud- 
denly, and blushing as deep as a maiden ; 
for my strength was not come upon me, and 
mayhap I had grown in front of it. And 
again, though I loved my father still, and 
would fire at a word about him, I saw not 
how it would do hira good for me to harm 
his injurers. Some races are of revengeful 
kind, and will for years pursue their wrong, 
and sacrifice this world and the next for 
a moment's foul satisfaction ; but methinks 
this comes of somo black blood, perverted 
and never purified. And I doubt but men of 
true English birth are stouter than so to be 
twisted, though some of the women may take 
that turn, if their own life runs unkindly. 

Let that pass — I am never good at talk- 
ing of things beyond me. All I know is, that 
if I had met the Doone who had killed my 
father, I would gladly have thrashed him 
black and blue, supposing I were able ; but 
would never have fired a gun at him, unless 
he began that game with me, or fell upon 
more of my family, or were violent among 
women. And to do them jui^ice, my mother 
and Annie were equally kind and gentle, but 
Eliza would flame and grow white with con- 
tempt, and not trust herself to speak to us. 

Now a strange thing came to pass that 
winter, when I was twenty-one years old, a 
very strange thing, which affrighted the 
rest, and made me feel uncomfortable. Not 
that there was any thing in it to do harm to 
any one, only that none could explain it, 
except by attributing it to the devil. The 
weather was very mild and open, and scarce- 
ly any snow fell; at any rate none lay on 
the ground, even for an hour, in the highest 
part of Exmoor ; a thing which I knew not 
before nor since, as long as I can remember. 
But the nights were wonderfully dark, as 
though with no stars in the heaven; and 
all day long the mists were rolling upon the 
hills and down them, as if the whole land 
were a wash-house. The moor-land was full 
of snipes and teal, and curlews flying and 
crying, and lapwings flapping heavily, and ra- 
vens hovering round dead sheep ; yet no red- 
shanks nor dotterel, and scarce any golden 
plovers (of which we have great store gen- 
erally), but vast lonely birds, that cried at 
night, and moved the whole aii- with their 
pinions ; yet no man ever saw them, it was 
dismal as well as dangerous now for any 
man to go fowling (which of late I luvfsd 
much in the winter), because the fog would 
come down so thick that the pan of the gun 
was reeking, and the fowl out of sight ere 
t2ie powder kindled^ and then the sound of 



the piece was so dead, that the shooter tfoax* 
ed harm, and glanced over his shoulder. 
But the danger of course was far less in this 
than in losing of the track, and falling into 
the mires, or over the brim of a precipice. 

Nevertheless I must needs go out, being 
young and very stupid, and feared of being 
afraid — a fear which a wise man has long 
cast by, having learned of the manifold dan^ 
gers which ever and ever encompass us. 
And besides this folly and wildness of youth, 
perchance there was something, I know not 
what, of the joy we have in uncertaintjc. 
Mother, in fear of my missing home — though 
for that matter, I could smell snpx»er, when 
hungry, through a hundred land-yards of 
fog — my dear mother, who thought of me 
ten times for one thought about herself, gave 
orders to ring the great sheep -bell which 
hung above the pigeon-cote, every ten min- 
utes of the day ; and the sound came through 
the plaits of fog, and I was vexed about it, 
like the letters of a copy-book. It remind- 
ed me, too, of Bluu dell's beU, and the grief 
to go into school again. 

But during those two moAths of fog (for 
we had it all the winter), the saddest and 
the heaviest thing was to stand beside the 
sea — to be upon the beach yourself, and seo 
the long waves coming in; to know that 
they are long waves but only see a piece of 
them; and to hear them lifting roundly^ 
swelling over smooth green rocks, plashing 
down in the hollow corners, but bearing on 
all the same as ever, soft and sleek and sor- 
rowful, till their little noise is over. 

One old man who lived at Lynmonth, 
seeking to be buried there, having been 
more than half over the world, though shy 
to speak about it, and fain to come home 
to his birth-place, this old Will Watcombe 
(who dwelt by the water), said that our 
strange winter arose from a thing he caUed 
the ** Gulf Stream " rushing up Channel sud- 
denly. He said it was hot water, almost fit 
for a man to shave with, and it threw all 
our cold water out, and ruined the fish and 
the spawning-time, and a cold spring would 
come after it. I was fond of going to Lyn- 
mouth on Sunday to hear this old man talk, 
for sometimes he would discourse with me, 
when nobody else could move him. He 
told me that this powerful flood set in upon 
our coast so hard, sometimes once in ten 
years, and sometimes i^ot for fifty, and the 
Lord only knew the sense of it ; but that 
when it came, therewith came warmth, and 
clouds and fog, and moisture, and nuts, and 
fruit, and even shells; and all the tides 
were thrown abroad. As for nuts, he wink- 
ed a while and chewed a piece of tobacco ; 
yet did I not comprehend him. Only after- 
ward I heard that nuts with liquid kernels 
oame, traveling on the Gulf Stream ; for nev- 
er before was known so much foreign co^ 
dial landed upon our coast, floating ashore 
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tff mistake in the fog, and (what with the 
tossing aud the mist) too much astray to 
learn its duty. 

Folk, who are ever too prone to talk, 
said that Will Watcombe himself knew bet- 
ter than any body else abont this drift of 
the Gulf Stream, and the places where it 
would come ashore, and the caves that took 
the indranght. But De Whichehalse, our 
great magistrate, certified that there was 
no proof of unlawful importation ; neither 
good cause to suspect it, at a time of Chris- 
tian charity. And we knew that it was a 
fonl thing for some quarrymen to say that 
night after night they had been digging a 
new cellar at Ley Manor to hold the little 
marks of respect found in the caverns at 
bigh-water weed. Let that be: it is none 
of my business to speak evil of dignities ; 
only we common people joked of the ** Gulp 
Stream,^^ as we called it. 

But the thing which astonished and 
frightened ns so, was not, I do assure you, 
the landing of foreign spirits, nor the loom 
of a lugger at twilight In tho gloom of 
the winter moonrise. That which made ns 
crouch in by the fire, or draw the bed- 
clothes over us, and try to think of some- 
thing else, was a strange mysterious sound. 

At gray of night, whett the sun was gone, 
M no red in the west remained, neither 
Were stars forthcoming, suddenly a wailing 
^oice rose along the valleys, and a sound in 
the air, as of people running. It mattered 
not whether you stood ou the moor, or 
crouched behind rocks away from it, or 
down among reedy places ; all as one the 
8ouud would come, now from the heart of^ 
the earth beneath, now overhead bearing 
down ou you. And the^i there wits rushing 
of something by, and melancholy laughter, 
<^Qd the hair of a man would stand on end, 
oefore he could reason properly. 

God, in his mercy, knows that I am stu- 
pid enough for any man, and ve^ slow of 
"npression, nor ever could bring myself to 
^Heve that our Father would let the evil 
^^0 get the upper hand of ns. But when I 
^^ heard that sound thrde times, in the 
lonely gloom of the evening fog, and the 
^Id that followed the lines of air, I was 
loath to go abroad by night, even so far as 
tbe stables, and loved the light of a candle 
^ore, and the glow of a fire with company. 

There were many stories about it, of 
^^rse, all over the breadth of the moor^ 
l^nd. But those who had heard it most 
often declared that it must be the wail of 
^ Woman's voice, and the rustle of robes 
fleeiDg horribly, and fiends in the fog go- 
ing after her. To that, however, I paid no 
l^«d, when any body was with me ; only 
we drew more close together, and barred 
^8 doors at sunset. 



CHAPTER Xin 

MASTER HUCKABACK COSOCS DC. 

Mr. Reuben Huckaback, whom many 
good folk in Dulverton will remember long 
after my time, was my mother's uncle, being 
indeed her mother's brother. He owned 
the very best shop in the town, and did a 
fine trade in soft ware, especially wheo tho 
pack-horses came safely in at Christmas-j 
time. And we being now his only kindred 
(except, indeed, his granddaughter, little 
Ruth Huckaback, of whom no one took any 
heed), mother beheld it a Christian duty to 
keep as well as could be with him, both for 
love of a nice old man, aud for the sake 
of her children. And truly the Dulverton 
people said that he was the richest man in 
their town, and could buy up half the coun* 
ty armigers ; ay, and if it came to that, they 
wpuld like to see any man, at Bampton, or 
at Wivelscombe, and you might say almost 
Taunton, who could put down golden Ja- 
cobus and Carolus against him. 

Now this .old gentleman — so they called 
him, according to his money ; and I have 
seen many worse ones, more violent and 
less wealthy — he must needs oome away 
that time to spend the New-year-tide with 
ns; not that he wanted to do it (for he 
hated country life), bnt because my mother 
pressing, as mothers will do to a good bag 
of gold, had wrung a promise fh)m him ; 
and the only boast of his life was that nev- 
er yet had he broken his word, at least Bii\oe 
he opened business. 

Now it pleased God that Christmas-time 
(in spite of all the fogs) to send safe home 
to Dulverton, and, what was more, with their 
loads quite safe, a goodly string of pack- 
horses. Nearly half of their charge was 
for Uncle Reuben, and he knew how to 
make the most of it. Then, having bal- 
anced his debits and credits, and set the 
writs running against defaulters, as be- 
hooves a good Cl^istian at Christmas-tide, 
he saddled his horse, and rode off toward 
Oare, with a good stout coat upon him, and 
leaving Ruth and his head man plenty to 
do, and little to eat until they should see 
him again. 

It had been settled between ns that we 
should expect him soon after noon, on the 
last day of December. For the Doones be- 
ing lazy and fond of bed, as the manner is 
of dishonest fdlk, the surest way to escape 
them was to travel before they were up and 
about, to wit, in the forenoon of the day. 
But herein we reckoned without our host; 
for, being in high festivity, as became good. 
Papists, the robbers were too lazy, it seems, 
to take the trouble of going to bed ; and forth 
they rode on the Old-year-moming, not with 
any view to business, but purely in search of 
mischief. 

We had put oi£ out ^\uu«t \JOX ^oa a3 €vrk«2«. 
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( whicli to me was a sad foregoiDg)^ and there 
was to be a brave supper at six of the clocks 
upon New -years' -eve; aad the singers to 
eome with their lanterns, and do it outside 
the parlor-window, and then have hot cup 
till their heads should go round, after mak- 
ing away with the victuals. For although 
there was nobody now in our family to be 
church-warden of Oare, it was well admitted 
that we were the people entitled alone to that 
diguity ; and though Nicholas Snowe was in 
office by name, he managed it only by moth- 
er's advice ; and a pretty mess he made of it, 
so that every one longed for a Ridd again, 
soon as ever I should be old enough. — This 
Nicholas Snowe was to come in the evening, 
with his three tall, comely daughters, strap- 
ping girlS; and well skilled in the dairy ; and 
the story was all over the parish, on a stu- 
pid conceit of John Fry's, that I should have 
been in love with all three, if there had been 
but one of them. These Snowes were to 
come, and come they did, partly because Mr. 
Huckaback liked to see fine young maidens, 
and partly because none but Nicholas Snowe 
could smoke a pipe now all around our parts, 
except of the very high people, whom we 
durst never invite. And Uncle Ben, as we 
all knew well, was a great hand at his pipe, 
and would sit for hours over it, in our warm 
chimney -comer, and never want to say a 
word, unless it were inside him ; only he 
liked to have somebody there over against 
him smoking. 

Now when I came in, before one o'clock, 
after seeing to the cattle — for the day was 
thicker than ever, and we must keep the cat- 
tle close at home if we wished to see any 
more of them — I fully expected to find Un- 
cle Ben sitting in the fire-place, lifting one 
cover and then another, as his favorite man- 
ner was, and making sweet mouths over 
them; for he loved our bapon rarely, and 
they had no good leeks at Dnlverton ; and 
he was a man vrho always would see his bus- 
iness done himself. But there, instead of 
my finding him with his quaint, dry face 
pulled out at me, and then shut up sharp not 
to be cheated — who should run out but Bet- 
ty Muxworthy, and poke me with a sauce- 
pan-lid. 

" Get out of that now, Betty," I said in my 
politest manner ; for really Betty was now 
become a great domestic evil. She would 
have her own way so, and of all things the 
most distressful was for a man to try to rea- 
son with her. 

" Zider-press," cried Betty again, for she 
thought it a fine joke to call me that, be- 
cause of my size, and my hatred of it ; " here 
be a rare get up, anyhow." 

"A rare good dinner, you mean, Betty. 
Well, and I have a rare good appetite." 
With that I wanted to go and smell it, and 
not to stop for Betty. 

TrooBV thee for thiccy,Jsm Rldd. But 
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thee must keep it bit langer, I rackon. Her 
baint coom, Maister Zider-press. Whatt'e 
mak of that now f" 

** Do you mean to say that Uncle Ben has 
not arrived yet, Betty f " 

*^ Rai ved ! I knaws nont about that, whnth- 
er a hath or noo. Only I tell 'e her baint 
coom. Rackon them Dooneses hath gat 
'un." 

And Betty, who hated Uncle Ben, because 
he never gave her a groat, and she was not 
allowed to dine with him^ I am sorry to say 
that Betty Muxworthy grinned all across, 
and poked me again with the greasy sauce* 
pan-cover. But I, misliking so to be treat- 
ed, strode through the kitchen indignantly, 
for Betty behaved to me even now as if I 
were only Eliza. 

" Oh Jolmny, Johnny," my mother cried, 
running out of the grand show-parlor, where 
the case of stufied birds was, and peacock- 
feathiers, and the white hare killed by grand- 
father ; *' I am so glad you are come at last ! 
There is something sadly amiss, Johnny." 

Mother had upon her wrists something 
very wonderful, of the nature of fal-lal as 
we say, and for which she had an inborn 
turn, being of good draper family, and pol- 
ished above the yeomanry. Nevertheless I 
could never bear it, partly because I felt it 
to be out of place in our good farm-house, 
partly because I hate frippery, partly be- 
cause it seemed to me to have nothing to do 
with father, and partly because I never could 
tell the reason of my hating it. And yet the 
poor soul ha(l put them on, not to show her 
hands off (which were above her station), 
but simply for her children's sake, because 
Uncle Ben had given them. But another 
thing, I never could bear for man or woman 
to call me " Johnny." "Jack," or " John,'^ 
I cared not which; and that was honest 
enough, and no smallness of me there^ I say. 

" Well, mother, what is the matter, then ?" 

" I am sure you need not be angry, Johnny. 
I only hope it is nothing to grieve about, in- 
stead of being angry. You are very sweet- 
tempered, I know, John Ridd, and perhaps 
a little too sweet at times " — ^here she meant 
the Snowe girls, and I hanged my head — 
" but what would you say if the people there" 
— she never would call them "Doones" — 
" had gotten your poor Uncle Reuben^ horse, 
aiid Sunday coat, and all f " 

" Why, mother, I should be sorry for them. 
He would set up a shop by the river-side, 
and come away with all their money." 

"That all you have to say, John! And- 
my dinner done to a very turn, and the sup- 
per all fit to go down, and no worry, only 
eat and be done with it ! And all the ne 
plates come from Watchett, with the Wa 
chett blue upon them, at the risk of the livei 
of every body, and the capias from go 
Aunt Jane for stuffing a curlew with onio: 
before he begins to get cold^ and make 
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woodcock or him, and the way to turn the 
fiap over in the inside of a roasting pig — ^^ 

"Well, mother dear, I am very soiTy. 
But let us have our dinner. You know we 
promised not to wait for him after one 
o'clock ; and you only make us hungry. Ev- 
ery thing will be spoiled, mother, and what a 
pity to think of! After that I will go to seek 
for him in the thick of the fog, like a nee- 
dle in a hay-band ; that is to say, unless you 
think " — for she looked very grave about it 
— " unless you really think, mother, that I 
ought to go without dinner." 

^* Oh no, John, I never thought that, thank 
God! Bless Him for my children's appe- 
tites ! and what is Uncle Ben to them f" 

So we made a very good dinner indeed, 
though wishing that he could have some of 
it, and wondering how much to leave for 
him ; and then, as no sound of his horse had 
been heard, I set out with my gun to look 
for him. 

r followed the track on the side of the 
hill, from the farm-yard, where the sled- 
marks are — for we have no wheels upon Ex- 
moor yet, nor ever shall, I suppose ; though 
a dunder-headed man tiied it last winter, 
and broke his axle piteously, and was nigh 
to break his neck — and after that I went 
all along on the ridge of the rabbit-clevo, 
with the brook running thin in the bottom ; 
and tben down to the Lynn -stream, and 
leaped it, and so up the hill and the moor 
beyond. The fog hung close all around me 
then, when I turned the crest of the high- 
land, and the gorse both before and behind 
me looked like a man crouching down in 
ambush. But still there was a good cloud 
of daylight, being scarce three of the clock 
yet, and when a lead of red deer came across, 
I could tell them from sheep even now. I 
was half inclined to shoot at them, for the 
children did love venison ; but they drooped 
their heads so, and looked so faithful, that 
it seemed hard measure to do it. If one of 
them had bolted away, no doubt I had let 
go at him. 

After that I kept on the track, trudging 
very stoutly, for nigh upon three miles, and 
my beard (now beginning to grow at some 
length) was full of great drops and prickly, 
whereat I was very proud. I had not so 
much as a dog with me, and the place was 
unkid and lonesome, and the rolling clouds 
very desolate ; and now if a wild sheep ran 
across he was scared at me as an enemy ; and 
I for my part could not tell the meaning of 
the marks on him. We called all this part 
'' Gibbet-moor," not being in our parish ; but 
though there were gibbets enough upon it, 
most part of the bodies was gone for the 
value of the chains, they said, and the teach- 
ing of young chirurgeons. 

But of all this I had little fear, being no 
more a school-boy now, but a youth well ac- 
quaint with Exmoor, and the wise art of the 



sign-posts^ whei*eby a man, who barred the 
road, now opens it up both ways with his 
finger- bones, so far as rogues allow him. 
My carbine was loaded and freshly primed, 
and I knew myself to be even now a match 
in strength for any two men of the size 
around our neighborhood, except in the Glen 
Doone. " Girt Jan Eidd," I was called al- 
ready, and folk grew feared to wrestle with 
me ; though I was tired of hearing about it, 
and often longed to be smaller. And most 
of all upon Sundays, when I had to make 
way up our little church, and the maidens 
tittered at me. 

The soft white mist came thicker around 
me, as the evening fell, and the peat-ricks 
here and there, and the furze-hucks of the 
summer-time, were all out of shape in the 
twist of it. By-aud-by I began to doubt 
where I was, or how come there, not having 
seen a gibbet lately ; and then I heard the ^ 
draught of the wind up a hollow place with 
rocks to it ; and for the first time fear broke 
out (like cold sweat) upon me. And yet I 
knew what a fool I was, to fear nothing but 
a sound ! But when I stopped to listen, there 
was no sound, more than a beating noise, 
and that was all inside me. Therefore I 
went on again, making company of myself, 
and keeping my gun quite ready. 

Now when I came to an unknown place, 
where a stone was set up endwise, with a 
faint red cross upon it, and a polish from 
some conflict, I gathered my courage to stop 
and think, having sped on the way too hot- 
ly. Against that stone I set my gun, trying 
my spirit to leave it so, but keeping with 
half a hand for it; and then what to do 
next was the wonder. As for finding Uncle 
Ben — that was his own business, or at any 
rate his executor's; first I had to find my- 
self, and plentifully would thank God to find 
myself at home again, for the sake of all our 
family. 

The volumes of the mist came rolling at 
me (like great logs of wood, pillowed out 
with sleepiness), and between them there 
was nothing more than waiting for the next 
one. Then every thing went out of sight, 
and glad was I of the stone behind me, and 
view of mine own shoes. Then a distant 
noise went by me, as of many horses gallop- 
ing, and in my fright I set my gun and said, 
"God send something to shoot at." Yet 
nothing came, and my gun fell back, with- 
out my will to lower it. 

But presently, while I was thinking "What 
a fool I am!" arose as if from below my feet, 
so that the great stone trembled, that long 
lamenting, lonesome sound, as of an evil 
spirit not knowing what to do with it. For 
the moment I stood like a root, without ei- 
ther hand or foot to help me, and the hair of 
my head began to crawl, lifting my h&t, as 
a snail lifts his house, and my heai*t like 
a shuttle went to and fro. Bat ^\!L^icci<^T:k!:^ 
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harm to come o£ it, neither yisihle form ap- 
pffoaching, I wiped my forehead and hoped 
for the best, and resolved to ran every step 
of the way till I drew our own latch behind 
me. 

Yet here again I was disappointed, for no 
sooner was I come to the cross- ways by the 
black pool in the hole, but I heard through 
the patter of my own feet a rough low sound 
very close in the fog, as of a hobbled sheep 
a-coughing. I listened, and feared, and yet 
listened again, though I wanted not to hear 
it.. For being in haste of the homeward 
road, and all my heart haviug heels to it, 
loath I was to stop in the dusk for the sake 
of an aged wether. Yet partly my love of 
all animals, and partly my fearof the farm- 
er's disgrace, compelled me to go to the suc- 
cor, and the noise was coming nearer. A 
dry, short, wheezing sound it was, barred 
with coughs and want of breath ; but thus I 
made the meaning of it : 

"Lord have mercy upon me! O Lord, 
upon my soul have mercy ! An if I cheated 
Sam Hicks last week, Lord knowest how 
well he deserved it, and lied in every stock- 
ing's mouth — O Lord, where be I agoiug ?" 

These words, with many jogs between 
them, came to me through the darkness, 
and then a long groan and a choking. I 
zaade toward the sound, as nigh as ever I 
could guess, and presently was met, point- 
blank, by the head of the mountain pony. 
Upon its back lay a man bound down, with 
his feet on the neck and his head to the tail, 
and his arms falling down like stirrups. The 
wild little nag was scared of its life by the 
unaccustomed burden, and had been tossing 
and rolling hard, in desire to get ease of it. 

Before the little horse could turn, I caught 
him, jaded as he was, by his wet and griz- 
zled forelock, and he saw that it was vain 
to struggle, but strove to bite me none the 
less, until I smote him upon the nose. 

" Good and worthy sir," I said to the man 
who was riding so roughly, " fear nothing : 
no harm shall come to thee." 

" Help, good friend, whoever thou art," he 
gasped, but could not look at me, because 
his neck was jerked so; "God hath sent 
thee, and not to rob me, because it is done 
already." 

" What, Uncle Ben !" I cried, letting go 
the horse in amazement that the richest 
man in Dulverton — " Uncle Ben here in this 
plight ! What, Mr. Beuben Huckaback !" 

"An honest hosier and draper, serge and 
long - cloth warehouseman " — he groaned 
from rib to rib — " at the sign of the gar- 
tered kitten in the loyal town of Dulverton. 
For God's sake, let me down, good fellow, 
from this accursed marrow -bone; and a 
groat of good money will I pay thee, safe 
in my house to Dulverton ; but take notice 
that the horse is mine, no less than the nag 
they robbed from me.'' 



"What, Uncle Ben, dost thou not know 
me, thy dutiful nephew, John Ridd f ' 

Not to make a long story of it, I cut the 
thongs that bound him, and set him astride 
on the little horse ; but he was too weak to 
stay so. Therefore I mounted him on my 
back, turning the horse into horse-steps, and 
leading the pony by the cords which I fast' 
ened around his nose, set out for Plover's 
Barrows. 

Uncle Ben went fast asleep on my back 
being jaded and shaken beyond his strength, 
for a man of three-score-and-five ; and as 
soon as he felt assured of eafety he would 
talk no more. And, to tell the truth, he 
snored so loudly, that I could almost be- 
lieve that fearful noise in the fog every 
night came all the way from Dulverton. 

Now, as soon as ever I brought him in, 
we set him up in the chimney-corner, com- 
fortable and handsome ; and it was no little 
delight to me to get hira off my back ; for, 
like his own fortune, Uncle Ben was of a 
good round figure. He gave his long coat a 
shake or two, and he stamped about in the 
kitchen, until he was sure of his where- 
abouts, and then he fell asleep again until 
supper should be ready. 

" He shall marry Buth," he said by-and- 
by to himself, and not to me; "he shall 
marry Buth for this, and have my little sav- 
ings, soon as they be worth the having. 
Very little as yet, very little indeed ; and 
ever so much gone to-day along of them 
rascal robbers." 

My mother made a dreadful stir, of course, 
about Uncle Ben being in such a plight as 
this ; so I left him to lier care and Annie's, 
and soon they fed him rarely, while I went 
out to see to the comfort of the captured 
pony. And in truth he was worth the 
catching, and served us very well after- 
ward, though Uncle Ben was inclined to 
claim him for his business at Dulverton, 
where they have carts and that like. " But," 
I said, " you shall have him, sir, and wel- 
come, if you will only ride him home as first 
I found you riding him." And with that he 
dropped it. 

A very strange old man he was, short in 
his manner, though long of body, glad to do 
the contrary thing to what any one expected 
of him, and always looking sharply at peo- 
ple, as if he feared to be cheated. This sur- 
prised me much at first, because it showed 
his ignorance of what we farmers are — &n. 
upright race, as you may find, scarcely ever 
cheating indeed, except upon market - day, 
and even then no more than may be helped 
by reason of buyers expecting it. Now our 
simple ways were a puzzle to him, as I told 
him very often ; but he only laughed, and 
rubbed his mouth with the back of his dry, 
shining band ; and I think he shortly began 
to languish fbr want of some one to higgle 
with. I had a great mind to give him the 
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pony, because he thought himself cheated 
in that case ; only he would conclude that 
I did it with some view to a legacy. 

Of course, the Doones, and nobody else, 
had robbed good Uncle Reuben; and then 
they grew sportive, and took his horse, an 
especially sober nag, and bound the master 
upon the wild one, for a little change, as 
they told him. For two or three hours they 
had line enjoyment chasing him through 
the fog, and making much sport of his groan- 
ings; and then waxing hungry, they went 
. their way, and left him to opportunity. Now 
Mr. Huckaback growing able to walk in a 
few days' time, became thereupon impatient, 
and could not be brought to understand 
why he should have been robbed at all. 

"I have never deserved it," he said to 
himself, not knowing much of Providence, 
except with a small p to it; "I have never 
deserved it, and will not stand it in the 
name of our lord the King, not I !" At oth- 
er times he would burst forth thus : " Three- 
scoie years and five have I lived an honest 
and laborious life, yet never was I robbed 
before. And now to be robbed in my old 
age ; to be robbed for the first time now I" 

Thereupon, of course, we would tell him 
how truly thankful he ought to be for never 
having been robbed before, in spite of living 
80 long in this world, and that he was tak- 
ing a very ungrateful, not to say ungracious, 
view, in thus repining and feeling aggrieved ; 
^hen any one else would have kqelt and 
thanked God for enjoying so long an immu- 
Jiity. But say what we would, it was all as 
one. Uncle Ben stuck fast to it, that he had 
nothing to thank God for. 



CHAPTER XrV. 

A MOTION WHICH ENDS IN A MULL. 

Instead of minding his New -year pud- 
^Si Master Huckaback carried on so about 
uis mighty grievance, that at last we began 
to think there must be something in it after 
^> especially as he assured us that choice 
*Dd costly presents for the young people of 
o«r household were among the goods divest- 
^' But mother told him her children had 
plenty, and wanted no gold and silver ; and 
little Eliza spoke up and said, " You can give 
^ the pretty things. Uncle Ben, when we 
come in the summer to see you." 

Our mother reproved Eliza for this, al- 
though it was the heel of her own foot ; and 
^®^>to satisfy our uncle, she promised to call 
"armer Nicholas Snowe to be of our coun- 
®^1 that evening, " and if the young maidens 
^ould kindly come, without taking thought 
•^ smooth themselves, why it would be all 
^0 merrier, and who knew but what Uncle 
Pickaback might bless the day of his rob- 
•^ry, etc., etc. — and thorough good honest 



girls they were, fit helpmates either for shop 
or farm.'' All of which was meant for me ; 
but I stuck to my platter, and answered not. 

In the evening Farmer Snowe came up, 
leading his daughters after him, like fillies 
trimmed for a fair ; and Uncle Ben, who had 
not seen them on the night of his mishap 
(because word had been sent to stop them), 
was mightily pleased and very pleasant, ac- 
cording to his town-bred ways. The dam- 
sels had seen good company, and soon got 
over their fear of his wealth, and played him 
a number of merry pranks, which made our 
mother quite jealous for Annie, who was al- 
ways shy and diffident. However, when the 
hot cup was done, and before the mulled 
wine was ready, we packed all the maidens 
in the parlor and turned the key upon them ; 
and then we drew near to the kitchen fife to 
hear Uncle Ben's proposal. Farmer Snowe 
sat up in the corner, caring little^ to hear 
about any thing, but smoking slowly and 
nodding backward like a sheep-dog dream- 
ing. Mother was in the settle, of course, 
knitting bard, as usual ; and Uncle Ben took 
to a three-legged stool, as if all but that 
had been thieved from him. Howsoever, he 
kept his breath from speech, giving privi- 
lege, as was due, to mother. 

'^ Master Snowe, you are well assured/' 
said mother, coloring like the furze as it 
took the flame and fell over, '^ that our kins- 
man here hath received rough harm on his 
peaceful journey from Dulverton. The times 
are bad, as we all know well, and there is no 
sign of bettering them ; and if I could see 
our lord the King I might say things to move 
him : nevertheless, I have had so much of 
my own account to vex for — " 

" You are flying out of the subject, Sarah," 
said Uncle Ben, seeing tears in her eyes, and 
tired of that matter. 

" Zettle the pralimbinaries," spoke Farmer 
Snowe, on appeal from us ; '' virst zettle the 
pralimbinaries ; and then us knows what be 
drivin' at." 

" Preliminaries be d — d, sir I" cried Uncle 
Ben, losing his temper. ^^ What prelimina- 
ries were there when I was robbed, I should 
like to know f Robbed in this parish, as I 
can prove to the eternal disgrace of Oare 
and the scandal of all England. And I hold 
this parish to answer for it, sir; this parish 
shall make it good, being a nest of foul 
thieves as it is ; ay, farmers and yeomen, and 
all of you. I will beggar every man in this 
parish, if they be not beggars already, ay, 
and sell your old church up before your eyes, 
but what I will have back my tarlatan, time- 
piece, saddle, and dove-tailed nag." 

Mother looked at me, and I looked at 
Farmer Snowe, and we all were sorry for 
Master Huckaback; putting our hands up 
one to another, that nobody should brow- 
beat him; because we all knew what oxyc 
parish was, anfli Tion^ XJti'b >Nat^ 1<3^ %}wt«v\.% 
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language, however rich the man might be. 
But Uncle Ben took it a differeut way. He 
thought that we all were afraid of him, and 
that Oare parish was but as Moab or Edom 
for him to cast his shoe over. 

" Nephew Jack," he cried, looking at me 
When I was thinking what to say, and find- 
ing only emptiness ; ^' you are a heavy lout, 
sir ; a bumpkin, a clod-hopper ; and I shall 
leave you nothing, unless it be my boots t<o 
grease.*' 

"Well, uncle," I made answer, "I will 
grease your boots all the same for that, so 
long as yon be our guest, sir." 

Now that answer, made without a thought, 
stood me for two thousand pounds, as you 
shall see by-and-by, perhaps. 

"As to the parish," my mother cried out, 
being too hard set to contain herself, " the 
parish can defend itself, and we may leave 
it to do so. But our Jack is not like that, 
\ sir; and I will not have ,him spoken of. 
Leave him, indeed ! Who wants you to do 
more than to leave him alone, sir ; as he 
might have done you the other night, and 
as no one else would have dared to do. And 
after that, to think so meanly of me and of 
my children I" 

"Hoity-toity, Sarah! Your children, I 
suppose, are the same as other people's." 

"That they are not, and never will be; 
and you ought to know it, Uncle Reuben, if 
any one in the world ought. Other people's 
children !" 

"Well, well!" Uncle Reuben answered; 
" I know very little of children, except my 
little Ruth, and she is nothing wonderful." 

" I never said that my children were won- 
derful, Uncle Ben ; nor did I ever think it. 
But as for being good — ^" 

Here mother fetched out her handkerchief, 
being overcome by our goodness ; and I told 
her, with my hand to my month, not to no- 
tice him, though he might be worth ten 
thousand times ten thousand pounds. 

But Farmer Snowe came forward now, 
for he had some sense sometimes; and he 
thought it was high time for him to say a 
word for the parish. 

" Maister Huckaback," he began, pointing 
with his pipe at him, the end that was done 
in sealing-wax, " tooching of what you was 
plaized to zay 'bout this here parish, and no 
oother, mind me no oother parish but thees, 
I use the vreedom, zur, for to tell 'e that thee 
be a laiar." 

Then Farmer Nicholas Snowe folded his 
arms across, with the bowl of his pipe on 
the upper one, and gave me a nod, and then 
one to mother, to testify how he had done 
his duty, and recked not what might come 
of it. However, he got little thanks from 
us ; for the parish was nothing at all to my 
mother, compared with her children's inter- 
ests ; and I thought it hard that an uncle of 
jniae, and an old man too^ should be called a 



liar by a visitor at our fire-place ; for we, iu 
our rude part of the world, counted it one of 
the worst disgraces that could befall a man 
to receive the lie from any one. But Uncle 
Ben, as it seems, was used to it, in the way 
of trade : just as people of fashion are, by a 
style of courtesy. 

Therefore the old man only looked with 
pity at Farmer Nicholas; and with a sort 
of sorrow too, reflecting how much he might 
have made in a bargain with such a custom- 
er, so ignorant and hot-headed. 

" Now let us bandy words no more," said 
mother, very sweetly; "nothing is easier 
than sharp words, except to wish them un- 
spoken ; as I do many and many's the time, 
when I think of my good husband. But 
now let us hear from Uncle Reuben what he 
would have us do to remove this disgrace 
from among us, and to satisfy him of his 
goods." 

" I care not for my goods, woman," Master 
Huckaback answered, grandly; "although 
they were of large valne,^about them I say 
nothing. But what I demand is this^ the 
punishment of those scoundrels." 

" Zober, man, zober!" cried Farmer Nich- 
olas; "we be too naigh Badgery 'ood to 
spake like that of the Dooneses." 

" Pack of cowards !" said Uncle Reuben, 
looking first at the door, however ; " much 
chance I see of getting redress from the valor 
of this Exmoor ! And you. Master Snowe, 
the very man whom I looked to to raise the 
country, and take the lead as church-warden 
— why my youngest shop-man would match 
bis ell against you. Pack of cowards!" 
cried Uncle Ben, rising and shaking his lap- 
pets at us; "don't pretend to answer me. 
Shake you all off, that I do — nothing more 
to do with you !*' 

We knew it useless to answer him, and 
conveyed our knowledge to one another, 
without any thing to vex him. However, 
when the mulled wine was come, and a good 
deal of it gone (the season being Epiphany), 
Uncle Reuben began to think that he might 
have been too hard with us. Moreover, he 
was beginning now to respect Farmer Nich- 
olas bravely, because of the way he had 
smoked his pipes, and the little noise made 
over them. And Lizzie and Annie were do- 
ing their best — for now we had let the girls 
out — to wake more lightsome uproar ; also 
young Faith Snowe was toward to keep the 
old men's cups aflow, and hansel them to 
their liking. 

So at the close of our entertainment, when 
the girls were gone away to fetch and light 
their lanterns (over which they made rare 
noise, blowing each the other's out, for count- 
ing of the sparks to come). Master Huckaback 
stood up, without much aid from the crock- 
saw, and looked at mother and all of us. 

" Let no one leave this place," said he, 
" until I have said what I want to say ; for 
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saving of ill-wiil among ns, and growth of 
clieer and comfort. May be I have carried 
things too far, even to the bonnds of churl- 
ishness, and beyond the bounds of good man- 
ners. I will hot unsay one word I have said, 
having never yet done so in my life ; but I 
would alter the manner of it, and set it forth 
in this light. If you folks upon Exmoor 
here are loath and wary at fighting, yet you 
are brave at better stuff, the best and kind- 
est I ever knew iu'tbe matter of feeding.'* 

Here he sat down, with teara in his eyes, 
and called for a little mulled bastard. All 
the maids, who were now come back, raced 
to get it for him, but Annie of course was 
foremost. And herein ended the expedi- 
tion, a perilous and a great one, agaiust 
the Doones of Bagworthy; an enterprise 
over which we had all talked plainly more 
than was good for us. For my part, I slept 
well that night, feeling myself at home 
again, now that the fighting was put aside, 
and the fear of it turned to the comfort of 
talking what we would have done. 



CHAPTER XV. 

MASTER HUCKABACK FAILS OF WARRANT. 

On the following day Master Huckaback, 
with some show of mystery, demanded from 
^y mother an escort into a dangerous part 
of the world, to which his business compel- 
led him. My mother made answer to this 
that he was kindly welcome to take our 
John Fry with him; at which the good 
clothier laughed, and said that John was 
'Jothing like big enough, but another John 
J^iist serve his turn, not only for his size, 
*^^t because if he were carried away, no 
BtoQe would be left unturned upon Exmoor 
?P^U he should be brought back agaiu. 
^©renpon my mother grew very pale, and 
TOUn^ fifty reasons against my going, each 
^f them weightier than the tnie one, as Eliza 
v^ho was jealous of me) managed to whis- 
^^ to Annie. On the other hand, I was 
^^t© resolved (directly the thing was men- 
jion^jj^ to see Uncle Reuben through with 
1^ y and it added much to my self-esteem to 
"^ the guard of so rich a man. Therefore I 
*^^U persuaded mother, with her head upon 
'^^y breast, to let me go and trust in God ; 
^^d. after that I was greatly vexed to fiud 
*'"at this dangerous enterprise was nothing 
^^re than a visit to the Baron de Whiche- 
^^Ue, to lay an information, and sue a war- 
^^t against the Doones, and a posse to exe- 
cute it. 

Stupid as I always have been, and must 
^ver be, no doubt, I could well have told 
Uncle Reuben that his journey was no wiser 
one than that of the men of Gotham ; that 
he never would get from Hugh de Whiche- 
halse a warrant against the Doones ; more- 



over, that if he did get oi^e, his own wig 
would be singed with it. But for divers 
reasons I held my peace, partly from youth 
and modesty, partly from desire to see what- 
ever please God I should see, and partly from 
other causes. 

We rode by way of Brendon town, Illford 
Biidge, and Babbrook, to avoid the great 
hill above Lynmouth ; and the day being 
fine and clear again, I laughed in my sleeve 
at Uncle Reuben for all his fine precautions. 
When we arrived at Ley Manor, we were 
shown very civilly into the hall, and re- 
freshed with good ale and collared head, 
and the back of a Christmas pudding. I 
had never been under so fine a roof (unless 
it were of a church) before; and it pleased 
me greatly to be so kindly entreated by 
high-born folk. But Uncle Reuben was 
vexed a little at being set down side by side 
with a man in a very small way of trade, 
who was come upou some business there, 
and who made bold to drink his health after 
finishing their horns of ale. 

^'Sir,'* said Uncle Ben, looking at him, 
" my health would fare much better if you 
would pay me three pounds and twelve shil- 
liugs, which you have owed me these five 
years back ; and now we are met at the Jus- 
tice's, the opportunity is good, sir." 

After that we were called to the Justice- 
room, where the Baron himself was sitting, 
with Colonel Harding, another .Justiciary of 
the King's peace, to help him. I had scan 
the Baron de Whichehalse before, and was 
not at all afraid of him, having been at 
school with his son, as he knew, and it made 
him very kind to me. And indeed he was 
kind to every body, and all our people s^oke 
well of him ; and so much the more because 
we knew that the house was in decadence. 
For the first De Whichehalse had come from 
Holland, where he had been a great noble- 
man, some hundred and fifty years agone. 
Being persecuted for his religion, when the 
Spanish power was every thing, he fled tc 
England with all he could save, and bought 
large estates in Devonshire. Since then his 
descendants had intermarried with ancient 
county families — Cot wells, and Marwoods, 
and Walronds, and Welshes of Pylton, and 
Cbichesters of Hall ; and several of the la 
dies brought them large increase of proper- 
ty. And so, about fifty years before the 
time of which I am writing, there were few 
names in the West of England thought more 
of than De Whichehalse. But now they had 
lost a great deal of land, and therefore of 
that which goes with land, as surely as fame 
belongs to earth — I mean big reputation. 
How they had lost it none could tell, ex- 
cept that as the first descendants had a man- 
ner of amassing, so the later ones were gift- 
ed with a power of scattering. Whether this 
came of good Devonshire blood opening the 
sluice of Low Country veins, is beyond both 
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my province and my power to inquire. Any- 
how all people loved this last strain of De 
Whichehalse far more than the name had 
heen liked' a himdred years agone. 

Hngh de Whichehalse, a white-haired man, 
of very noble presence, with friendly bine 
eyes and a sweet smooth forehead, and aqui- 
line nose quite beautiful (as you might ex- 
pect in a lady of birth), and thin lips curv- 
ing delicately, tbis gentleman rose as we en- 
tei-ed the room ; while Colonel Harding turn- 
ed on his chair, and struck one spur against 
the other. I am sure that, without know- 
ing aught of either, we must have rever- 
enced more of the two tbe one who showed 
respect to us. And yet nine gentlemen out 
of ten make this dull mistake when dealing 
with the class helow them ! 

Uncle Reuhen made his very best scrape, 
and then walked up to the table, trying to 
look as if he did not know himself to be 
wealthier than both the gentlemen put to- 
gether. Of course he was no stranger to 
them, any more than I was ; and, as it proved 
afterward. Colonel Harding owed him a lump 
of money, upon very good security. Of him 
Uncle Reuben took no notice, but addressed 
himself to De Whichehalse. 

The Baron smiled very gently, so soon as 
he learned the cause of this visit, and then 
he replied quite reasonably, 

*^ A warrant against the Doones, Master 
Huckaback ? Which of the Doones, so please 
yonf and the Christian names, what be 
they f ' 

"My lord, I am not their godfather; and 
most like they never had any. But we all 
know old Sir Eusor's name, so that may be 
no obstacle." 

" Sir Ensor Doone, and his sons — so be it. 
How many sons, Master Huckaback, and 
what is the name of each one T" 

" How can I tell you, my lord, even if I 
had known them all as well as my own 
shop-boys T Nevertheless, there were seven 
of them, and that should be no obstacle." 

"A warrant against Sir Ensor Doone, and 
seven sons of Sir Ensor Doone, Christian 
names unknown, and doubted if they have 
any. So far so good. Master Huckaback. I 
have it all down in writing. Sir Ensor him- 
self was there, of course, as you have given 
in evidence — " 

" No, no, my lord, I never said that ; I 
never said — " 

" If he can prove that he was not there, 
you may be indicted for perjury. But as 
for those seven sons of his, of course yon 
can swear that they were his sons, and not 
his nephews, or grandchildren, or even no 
Doones at all." 

"My lord, I can swear that they were 
Doones. Moreover^ I can pay for any mis- 
take I make. Therein need be no obstacle." 

" Oh yes, he can pay ; he can pay well 
enough," said Colonel Harding, shortly. 



" I am heartily glad to hear it," replied 
the Baron, pleasantly ; " for it proves, after 
all, that this robbery (if robbery there has 
been) was not so very ruinous. Sometimes 
people think they are robbed, and then it is 
very sweet afterward to find that they have 
not been so ; for it adds to their joy in their 
property. Now, are you quite convinced, 
good sir, that these people (if there were 
any) stole, or took, or even borrowed any 
thing at all from you f ' 

" My lord, do you think that I was drunk T" 

"Not for a moment. Master Huckaba<:k. 
Although excuse might be made for you at 
this time of the year. But how did you 
know that your visitors were of this partic- 
ular family T" 

"Because it could be nobody else. Be- 
cause, in spite of the fog — " 

" Fog !" cried Colonel Harding, sharply. 

"Fog!" said the Baron, with emphasis. 
" Ah, that explains the whole affair. To be 
sure, now I remember, the weather has been 
too thick for a man to see the head of hia 
owu horse. The Doones (if still there be 
any Doones) could never have come abroad ; 
that is as sure as simony. Master Hucka- 
back, for your good sake, I am heartily glad 
that this charge has miscarried. I thorough- 
ly understand it now. The fog explains the 
whole of it." 

"Gro back, my good fellow," said Colonel 
Harding ; " and if the day is clear enongh, 
you will find all your things where yon left 
them. I know, from my own experience, 
what it is to be caught in an Exmoor fog." 

Uncle Reuben, by this time, was so put 
out that he hardly knew what he was iky- 
ing. 

" My lord, Sir Colonel, is this your justice ! 
If I go to London myself for it, the King 
shall know how his commission — how a man 
may be robbed, and the justices prove that 
he ought to be hanged at the back of it ; 
that in his good shire of Somerset — " 

" Tour pardon a moment, good sir," De 
Whichehalse interrupted him; "but I was 
about (having heard your case) to mention 
what need be an obstacle, and, I fear, would 
prove a fatal one, even if satisfactory proof 
were afforded of a felony. The malfeasance 
(if any) was laid in Somerset ; but we, two 
humble servants of his majesty, are in com- 
mission of his peace for the county of Devon 
only, and therefore could never deal with 
it." 

" And why, in the name of God," cried 
Uncle Renben, now carried at last fairly be- 
yond himself, " why could you not say as 
much at first, and save me all this waste of 
time and worry of my temper f Gentlemen, 
you are all in league ; all of yon stick to- 
gether. You think it fair sport for an hon- 
est trader, who makes no shams as you do, 
to be robbed and well-nigh murdered,) so 
long as they who did it own the high birfth- 






LORNA DOONE. 



57 



right of felony. If a poor sheep-stealer^ to 
Bave his children from dying of starvation, 
bad dared to look at a two-month lamb, he 
would swing on the Manor gallows, and all 
of you cry 'good riddance!' But now, be- 
cause good birth and bad manners — *^ Here 
poor Uncle Ben, not being so strong as be- 
fore the Doones had played with him, began 
to foam at the month a little, and his tongue 
went into the hollow where his short gray 
whiskers were. 

I forget how we came ont of it, only I was 
greatly shocked at bearding of the gentry 
80, and mother scarce coald see her way 
when I told her all abont it. "Depend 
npon it you were wrong, John," was all I 
could get out of her ; though what had I 
done but listen, and touch my forelock, when 
tailed upon f " John, you may take my 
word for it, you have not done as you should 
have done. Your father would have been 
shocked to think of going to Baron de 
Whichehalse, and in his own house insulting 
him I And yet it was very brave of you, 
John. Just like you, all over. And (as 
none of the men are here, dear John) I am 
proud of you for doing it." 

All throughout the homeward road Uncle 
Ben had been very silent, feeling much dis- 
pleased with himself, and still more so with 
other people. But before be went to bed 
that night, he just said to me, "Nephew Jack, 
you have not behaved so badly as the rest 
to me. And because you have no gift of 
talking, I think that I may trust you. Now, 
mark my words, this villain job shall not 
have ending here. I have another card to 
play » 

"Yoii mean, sir, I suppose, that you will 
go to the justices of this shire, Squire Maun- 
der, or Sir Richard Blewitt, or—" 

" Oaf, I mean nothing of the sort ; they 
^ould only make a laughing-stock, as those 
I^evonshire people did, of me. No, I will 
go to the King himself, or a man who is big- 
ger than the King, and to whom I have al- 
'^y access. I will not tell thee his name 
ftt present, only if thou art brought before 
^Jni, never wilt thou forget it." That was 
t^ne enough, by-the-bye, as I discovered af- 
terward, for the man he meant was Judge 
Jeffreys. 

"And when are you likely to see him, 

8irt" 

"May be in the spring, may be not until 
3nmmer, for I can not go to London on pur- 
Pj^) but when my business takes me there. 
^*^^y remember niy words. Jack, and when 
y^u see the man I mean, look straight at 
'^J^, and tell no lie. He will make some 
^^your zany squires shake in their shoes, I 
J^kon. Now, I have been in this lonely 
hole far longer than I intended, by reason 
^^ this outrage ; yet I will stay here one day 
^*ore upon a certain condition." 

" Upon what condition. Uncle Ben T I 



grieve that you find it so lonely. We will 
have Farmer Nicholas up again, and th« 
singers, and — " 

"The fashionable milkmaids. I thank 
you, let me be. The wenches are too loud 
for me. Your Nanny is enough. Nanny is 
a good child, and she shall come and visit 
me." Uncle Reuben would always call her 
"Nanny;" he said that "Annie" was too 
tine and Frenchified for us. " But my con- 
dition is this. Jack — that you shall guide me 
to-morrow, without a word to any one, to a 
place where I may well descry the dwelling 
of these scoundrel Doones, and learn the best 
way to get at them, when the time shall 
come. Cau you do this for me f I will pay 
you well, boy." 

I promised very readily to do my best to 
serve him, but, of course, would take no 
money for it, not being so poor as that 
came to. Accordingly, on the day following 
I managed to set the men at work on the 
other side of the farm, especially that in- 
quisitive and busybody John Fry, who would 
pry out almost any thing for the pleasure 
of telling his wife; and then, with Uncle 
Reuben mounted on my ancient Peggy, I 
made foot iox the westward, directly after 
breakfast. Uncle Ben refused to go unless 
I would take a loaded gun, and indeed it 
was always wise to do so in those days of 
turbulence ; and none the less because of late 
more than usual of our sheep had left their 
skins behind uhem. This, as I need hardly 
say, was not to be charged to the appetite 
of the Doones, for they always said that they 
were not butchers (although upon that sub- 
ject might well be two opinions) ; and their 
practice was to make the shepherds kill and 
skin, and quarter for them, and sometimes 
carry to the Doone-gate the prime among the 
fatlings, for fear of any bruising, which spoils 
the look at table. But the worst of it was 
that ignorant folk, unaware of their fastidi- 
ousness, scored to them the sheep they lost 
by lower-born marauders, and so were afraid 
to speak of it ; and the issue of this error 
was that a farmer with five or six hundred 
sheep could never command, on his wedding- 
day, a prime saddle of mutton for dinner. 

To return now to my Uncle Ben — and iu* 
deed he would not let me go more than three 
land-yards from him — there was very little 
said between us along the lane and across 
the hill, although the day was pleasant. I 
could see that Le was half amiss with his 
mind about the business, and not so full of 
security as an elderly man should keep him- 
self. Therefore, out I spake, and said — 

"Uncle Reuben, have no fear. I know 
every inch of the ground, sir, and there is 
no danger nigh us." 

" Fear, boy ! Who ever thought of fear t 
Tis the last thing would come across me. 
Pretty things those primroses." 

At once I thought of Lotudi 'QQ^Tik^^Xi&d^ 
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little maid of six years back, and how my 
fancy went with her. Could Lorna ever 
think of me f Was I not a lout gone by, 
only fit for loach-sticking f Had I ever seen 
A face fit to think of near her f The sud- 
den flashf the quickness, the bright desire to 
know one's heart, and not withhold her own 
from it, the soft withdrawal of rich eyes, the 
longing to love . somebody, any body, any 
thing, not imbrued with wickedness — 

My uncle interrupted me, misliking so 
much silence now, with the naked woods 
falling over us. For we were come to Bag- 
worthy forest, the blackest and the loneliest 
pilace of all that keep the sun out. Even 
now in winter-time, with most of the wood 
unriddled, and the rest of it pinched brown, 
it hung around us like a cloak, containing 
little comfort. I kept quite close to Peggy's 
head, and Peggy kept quite close to me, and 
pricked her ears at every thing. However, 
we saw nothing there except a few old owls 
and hawks, aud a magpie sitting all alone, 
until we came to the bank of the hill, where 
the pony could not climb it. Uncle Ben 
was very loath to get off, because the pony 
seemed company, and he thought he could 
gallop away on her, if the worst came to 
the worst ; but I persuaded 'him that now 
he must go to the end of it. Therefore wo 
made Peggy fast, in a place where we could 
find her, and speaking cheerfully as if there 
was nothing to be afraid of, he took his staff, 
And I my gun, to climb the thick ascent. 

There was now no path of any kind; 
which added to our courage all it lessened 
of our comfort, because it proved that the 
robbers were not in the habit of passing 
there. And we knew that we could not go 
astray so long as we breasted the hill before 
us, inasmuch as it formed the rampart or 
side-fence of Glen Doone. But in truth I 
used the right word there for the manner of 
our ascent, for the ground came forth so 
steep against us, and withal so woody, that 
to make any way we must throw ourselves 
forward, and labor as at a breast -plow. 
Bough and loamy rungs of oak-root bulged 
here and there above their heads; briers 
needs must speak with us, using more of 
tooth than tongue ; and sometimes bulks of 
rugged stone, like great sheep, stood across 
us. At last, though very loath to do it, I was 
forced to leave my gun behind, because I 
required one hand to drag myself up the 
difficulty, and one to help Uncle Keuben. 
And so at last we gained the top, and looked 
forth the edge of the forest, where the ground 
was very stony and like the crest of f^ quarry ; 
and no more trees between us and the brink 
of cliff below, three hundred yards below it 
might be, all strong slope and gliddery. 
And now for the first time I was amazed at 
the appearance of the Doones' stronghold, 
and understood its nature. For when I had 
heen even in the valley, and tlimbed the 



cliffs to escape from it, about seven years 
agone, I was no more than a stripling boy, 
noting little, as boys do, except for their 
present purpose, and even that soon done 
with. But now, what with the fame of the 
Doones, and my own recollections, and Un*' 
cle Ben's insistence, all my attention was 
called forth, and the end was simple astou* 
ishment. 

The chine of highland whereon we stood 
curved to the right and left of us, keeping 
about the same elevation, tuid crowned with 
trees and brush-wood. At about half a mile 
in front of us, but looking as if we could 
throw a stone to strike any man upon it, 
another crest just like our own bowed 
around to meet it ; but failed by reason of 
two narrow clefts, of which we could only 
see the brink. One of these clefts was the 
Dooue-gate, with a portcullis of rock above 
it, and the other was the chasm by which I 
had' once made entrance. Betwixt them, 
where the hills fell back as in a perfect oval, 
traversed by the winding water, lay a bright 
green valley, rimmed with sheer black rock, 
aud seeming to have sunken bodily from the 
bl^ak, rough heights above. It looked as if 
no frost could enter, neither winds go ruf- 
fling: only spring, and hope, and comfort 
breathe to one another. Even now the rays 
of sunshine dwelt and fell back on one an- 
other, whenever the clouds lifted ; and the 
pale blue glimpse of the growing day seem- 
ed to find young encouragement. 

But for all that. Uncle Reuben was none 
the worse nor better. He looked down into 
Glen Doone first and sniffed as if ho were 
smelling it, like a sample of goods from a 
wholesale house ; and then he looked at the 
hills over yonder, and then he stared at me. 

" See what a pack of fools they be f " 

" Of course I do. Uncle Ben. * All rogues 
are fools,' was my first copy, beginnii^g of 
the alphabet." 

" Pack of stuff, lad ; though true enough, 
and very good for young people. But see 
you not how this great Doone valley may be 
taken in half an honrf" 

** Yes, to be sure I do, uncle ; if they like 
to give it up, I mean." 

" Three culverins on yonder hill, and three 
on the top of this one, and we have them 
under a pestle. Ah, I have seen the wars, 
my lad, from Keinton up to Naseby ; and I 
might have been a general now, if they had 
taken my advice — " 

But I was not attending to him, being 
drawn away on a sudden by a sight which 
never struck the sharp eyes of our generaL 
For I had long ago descried that little open* 
ing in the cliff through which I made my 
exit, as before related, on the other side of 
the valley. No bigger than a rabbit-hole it 
seemed from where we stood ; and yet of all 
the scene before me, that (from my remem« 
brance, perhaps) had the most attraotioDi 
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Now gazing at it with full thought of all 
that it had cost me, I saw a little figure 
come, and pause, and pass into it. Some- 
thing very light and white, nimble, smooth, 
and elegant, gone almost before I knew that 
any one had been there ; and yet my heart 
came to my ribs, and all my blood was in 
my face, and pride within me fought with 
shame, and vanity with self-contempt ; for 
though seven years were gone, and I from 
my boyhood come to manhood, and all must 
have forgotten me, and I had half forgot- 
teu ; at that moment, once for all, I felt that 
I was face to face with fate (however poor it 
may be), weal or woe, in Loma Doone. 



CHAPTER XVI. 

LORNA GROWING FORMIDABLE. 

Having reconnoitred thus the position of 
the enemy, Master Huckaback, on the home- 
ward road, cross-examined me in a manner 
not at all desirable ; for he had noted my 
confusion and eager gi^ze at something un- 
seen by him in the valley, and thereupon he 
made up his mind to know every thing about 
it. In this, however, he partly failed ; for, 
although I was no hand at fence, and would 
not tell him a falsehood, I managed so to 
hold my peace that he put himself upon the 
wrong track, and continued thereon with 
many vaunts of his shrewdness and experi- 
ence, and some chuckles at my simplicity. 
ThnB much, however, he learned aright, that 
I had been in the Doone valley several years 
|)efore, and might be brought, upon strong 
inducement, to venture there again. But 
as to the mode of my getting in, the things 
I saw, and my thoughts upon them, he not 
o»ly failed to learn the truth, but certified 
himself into an obstinacy of error from which 
no after-knowledge was able to deliver him. 
And this he did, not only because I happened 
to say very little, but forasmuch as he disbe- 
lieved half of the truth I told him, through 
his own too great sagacity. 

Upon one point, however, he succeeded 
more easily than he expected, viz., in mak- 
ing me promise to visit the place again, as 
soon as occasion offered, and to hold my own 
founcil about it. But I could not help smil- 
^S at one thing, that, aocordipg to his point 
oj view, my own counsel meant my own and 
Master Reuben Huckaback's. 

Now he being gone, as he went next day 
|o his favorite town of Dulverton, and leav- 
ing behind him shadowy promise of the 
fountains he would do for me, my spirit 
o^gan to bum and pant for something to go 
on with; and nothing showed a braver hope 
of movement and adventure than a lonely 
""fiit to Glen Doone, by way of the perilous 
passage discovered in my boyhood. There- 
^le I waited for nothing more than the 



slow arrival of new small-clothes made by 
a good tailor at Porlock, for I was wishful 
to look my best ; and when they were come 
and approved, I started, regardless of the ex* 
pense, and forgetting (like a fool) how bad' 
ly they would take the water. 

What with urging of the tailor, and my 
own misgivings, the time was now come 
round again to the high-day of St. Valentine, 
when all our maids were full of lovers, and 
all the lads looked foolish. And none of 
theiu more sheepish or innocent than I my- 
self, albeit twenty - one years old, and not 
afraid of men much, but terrified of women, 
at least if they were comely. And what of 
all things scared me most was the thought 
of my own size, and knowledge of my 
strength, which came, like knots, npon me 
daily. In honest truth I tell this thing 
(which often since hath puzzled me, when 
I came to mix with men more), I was to 
that degree ashamed of my thickness and 
my stature, in the presence of a woman, that 
I would not put a trunk of wood on the fire 
in the kitchen, but let Annie scold me well, 
with . a smile to follow, and with her own 
plump hands lift up a little log and fuel it. 
Many a time I longed to be no bigger than 
John Fry was; whom now (when insolent) 
I took with my left hand by the waist-stuff 
and set him on my hat, and gave him lit* 
tie chance to tread it, until he sp^ke of hi& 
family, and requested to come down again. 

Now, taking for good omen this, that I 
was a seven-year Valentine, though much 
too big for a Cnpidon, I chose a seven-foot 
staff of ash, and fixed a loach-fork in it, to 
look as I had looked before; and leaving 
word upon matters of business, out of the 
backdoor I went, and so through the little 
orchard, and down the brawling Lynn-brook. 
Not being now so much afraid, I struck across 
the thicket land between the meeting wa- 
ters, and came upon the Bagworthy stream 
near the great black whirlpool. Nothing 
amazed me so much as to find how shallow 
the stream now looked to me, although the 
pool was still as black and greedy as it used 
to be. And still the great rocky slide was 
dark and difficult to climb ; though the wa- 
ter, which once had taken my knees, was 
satisfied now with my ankles. After some 
labor, I reached the top ; and halted to look 
about me well, before trusting to broad day- 
light. 

The winter (as I said before) had been a 
very mild one ; and now the spring was to- 
ward so that bank and bush were touched 
with it. The valley into which I gazed was 
fair with early promise, having shelter from 
the wind, and taking all the sunshine. The 
willow- bushes over the stream hung as if 
they were angling with tasseled floats of 
gold and silver, bursting like a bean-pod. v 
Between them came the water laughing, 
like a maid fwt \i«t o"'<*a. ^\>kSi\a%^^s^^ ^^-wa^ 
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with tbat young blue which never lives be- 
yond the April. And on either bank the 
meadow ruffled as the breeze came by, open- 
ing (through new tuffcs of green) daisy-bud 
or celandine, or a shy glimpse now and then 
of the love-lorn primrose. 

Though I am so blank of wit, or perhaps 
for that same reason, these little things 
come and dwell with me, and I am happy 
about them, and long for nothing better. 
I feel with every blade of grass, as if it had 
a history ; and make a child of every bud, 
as though it knew and loved nie. And be- 
in^ so, they seem to tell me of my own de- 
lusions, how I am uo more than they, except 
in self-importance. 

While I was forgetting much of many 
things that harm one, and letting of my 
thoughts go wild to sounds and sights of 
nature, a sweeter note thau thrush or uuzel 
ever wooed a mate in floated on the valley 
breeze at the quiet turn of sundown. The 
words were of an ancient song, fit to cry or 
laugh at : 

*' Love, an if there be one, 
Come my love to be, 
My love is for the one 
Loving nnto me. 

" Not for me the show, love, 
Of a gilded bliss; 
Only thoQ mast know, love, 
- What my value is. 

"If in all the earth, love, 
Thou hast none bat me. 
This shall be my worth, love, 
To be cheap to thee. 

**Batif sothoaever 
Strivest to be ft?ee, 
•Twill be my endeavor 
To be dear to thee. 

"Hence may I ensae, love, 
All a woman'sdae; 
Comforting my tnie-love 
With a love as true.** 

All this I took in with great eagerness, 
not for the sake of the meaning (which is 
no doubt an allegory), but for the power and 
richness and softness of the singing, which 
seemed to me better than we ever had even 
in Oare church. But all the time I kept 
myself in a black niche of the rock, where 
the fall of the water began, lest the sweet 
singer (espying me) should be alarmed, and 
flee away. But presently I ventured to' look 
forth where a bush was, and then I beheld 
the loveliest sight — one glimpse of which 
was enough to make me kneel in the coldest 
7ater. 

By the side of the stream she was coming 

uO me, even among the primroses, as if she 

loved them all; and every flower looked 

the brighter, as her eyes were on them. I 

could not see what her face was, my heart 

BO awoke and trembled ; only that her hair 

waa lowing from a wreath of white violets, 

and tbe grace of her coming was like the 

appearance of tho £rst wind-flower. The 



pale gleam over the western cliffs threw ^9 
shadow of light behind her, as if the sun 
were lingering. Never do I see that light 
from the closing of the west, even in these 
my aged days, without thinking of ker. Ah 
me, if it comes to that, what do I see of earth 
or heaven Without thinking of her f 

The tremulous thrill of her song was hang- 
ing on her open lips ; and she glanced around, 
as if the birds were accustomed to make an- 
swer. To me it was a thing of terror to be- 
hold such beauty, and feel myself the while 
to be so very low and common. But scarce- 
ly knowing what I did, as if a rope were 
drawing me, I came from the dark mouth 
of the chasm, and stood, afraid to look at 
her. 

She was turning to fly, not knowing me, 
and fvigbtened, perhaps, at my stature, 
when I fell on the grass (as I fell before 
her seven years agone that day), and I just 
said, " Loma Dooue !" 

She knew me at once, from my manner 
and ways, and a smile broke through her 
trembling, as sunshine comes through as- 
pen-leaves ; and being so clever, she saw of 
course that she needed not to fear me. 

"Oh, indeed!" she cried, with a feint of 
anger (because she had shown her coward- 
ice, and yet in her heart she was laughing) ; 
" oh, if you plea«e, who are you, sir, and how 
do you know my name T" 

" I am John Bidd," I answered ; " the boy 
who gave you those beautiful fish, when you 
were only a little thing, seven years ago to- 
day." 

" Yes, the poor boy who was frightened 
so, and obliged to hide here in the water." 

"And do you remember how kind you 
were, and saved my life by your quickness, 
and went away riding upon a gi'eat man's 
shoulder, as if you had never seen me, and 
yet looked back through the willow-trees ?" 

" Oh yes, I remember every thing ; be- 
cause it was so rare to see any except — I 
mean because I happen to remember. But 
you seem not to remember, sir, how perilous 
this place is." 

For she had kept her eyes upon me ; large 
eyes of a softness, a brightness, and a dig- 
nity which made me feel as if I must for- 
ever love and yet forever know myself un- 
worthy — unless themselves should fill with 
love, which is the spring of all things. And* 
so I could not answer her, but was over- 
come with thinking and feeling and confu- 
sion. Neither could I look again; only 
waited for the melody which made every 
word like a poem to me — ^the melody of her 
voice. But she had not the least idea of 
what was going on with me, any more than 
I myself had. 

" I think, Master Bidd, you can not know,'' 
she said, with her eyes taken from me, " what 
the dangers oi t\na igflftx^ we^, «i\id t>\i<& nature 
of the peopW 
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*'Yes, I know enough of that ; and I am 
fiightened greatly, all the time, when t do 
not look at you," 

She was too yonng to answer me in the 
style some maidens would have used; the 
maDner, I mean, which now we call fh>m a 
foreigh w(u:d ^^ coquettish." And more than 
that, she was trembling from real fear of 
violence; lest strong hands might be laid on 
me, and a miserable end of it. And, to tell 
the truth, I grew afraid — perhaps from a 
kind of sympathy, and because I knew that 
evil comes more readily than good to us. 

Therefore, without more ado, or taking 
any advantage — although I would have been 
glad at heart, if needs had been, to kiss her 
(without any thought of rudeness) — it struck 
me that I had better go, and have no more 
to say to her until next time of coming. So 
would she look the more for me and think 
the more about me, and not grow weary of 
my words and the want of change there is 
in me. For, of course, I knew what^a churl 
I was compared to her birth and appear- 
ance; bat meanwhile I might improve my- 
self and learn a musical instrument. ** The 
wind hath a draw after flying straw," is a 
Baying we have in Devonshire, made, per- 
ftdventare, by somebody who had seen the 
ways of women. 

"Mistress Loma, I will depart" — mark 
you, I thought that a powerful wo^ — " in 
fear of causing disquiet. If any rogue shot 
me it would grieve you ; I make bold to say 
it; and it would be the death of mother. 
Few mothers ha>'e such a son as me. Try to 
think of me now and then, and I will bring 
you some new-laid eggs, for our young blue 
hen is beginning." 

"I thank you heartily," said Loma ; " but 
you need not come to see me. You can put 
them in my little bower, where I am almost 
always — I mean whither daily 'I repair to 
road and to be away from them." 

" Only show me where it is. Thrice a day 
I will come and stop — " 

"Kay, Master Bidd, I would never show 
thee— never, because of peril — only that so 
Wpens it thou hast found the way already." 

And she smiled with a light that made me 
<*w to cry out for no other way, except to 
her dear heart. But only to myself I cried 
for any thing at all, having enough of man 
m me to be bashful with young maidens. So 
I touched her white hand softly when she 
Si^ve it to me, and (fancying that she had 
^S^ed) was touched at heart about it, and 
rosolved to yield her all my goods, although 
my mother was living ; and then grew an- 
py with myself (for a mile or more of walk- 
^H) to think she would condescend so ; and 
^on,for the rest of the homeward road, was 
"■^ with every man in the world who woold 
d^re to think of having her. 



CHAPTER XVn. 

JOHN IS CLEARLY BEWITCHED. 

To forget one's luck of life, to forget the 
cark of care and withering of young lingers ; 
not to feel, or not be moved by, all the change 
of thought and heart, from large young heal 
to the sinewy lines and dry bones of old ago 
— ^this is what I have to do ere ever I can 
make you know (even as a dream is known) 
how I loved my Loma. I myself ^an never 
know; never can conceive, or treat it as a 
thing of reason ; never can behold myself 
dwelling in the midst of it, and think that 
this was I ; neither can I wander far from 
perpetual thought of it. Perhaps I have 
two farrows of pigs ready for the chapman ; 
perhaps I have ten stones of wool waiting 
for the factor. It is all the same: I look 
at both, and what I say to myself is this : 
" Which would Lorna choose of them T" Of 
course, I am a fool for this ; any man may 
call me so, and I will not qnari*el with liim, 
unless he guess my secret. Of course, I fetch 
my wit, if it be worth the fetching, back 
again to business. But there my heart is 
and must be ; and all who like to try can 
cheat me, except upon parish matters. 

That week I could do little more than 
dream and dream and rove about, seeking 
by perpetual change to find the way back 
to myself. I cared not for the people round 
me, neither took delight in victuals ; but 
made believe to eat and drink, and blushed 
at any questions. And being called the 
master now, head-farmer, and chief yeoman, 
it irked me much that any one should take 
advantage of me ; yet every body did so as 
soon as ever it was l^iown that my wits 
were gone moon-raking. For that was the 
way they looked at it, not being able to 
comprehend the greatness and the loftiness. 
Neither do I blame them much; for the 
wisest thing is to laugh at people when we 
can not understand them. I, for my part, 
took no notice; but in my heart despised 
them as beings of a lesser nature who never 
had seen Loma. Yet I was vexed, and rub- 
bed myself, when John Fry spread all over 
the farm, and even at the shoeing-forge, that 
a mad dog had come and bitten me from the 
other side of Molland. 

This seems little to me now; and so it 
might to any one ; but at the time it work- 
ed me up to a feve^r of indignity. To make 
a mad dog of Loma, to compare all my im- 
aginings (which were strange, I do assure 
you — the faculty not being apt to work), 
to count the raising of my soul no more than 
hydrophobia ! All this acted on me so, that 
I gave John Fry the soundest thrashing that 
ever a sheaf of good com deserved, or a bun- 
dle of tares was blessed with. Afterward. 

he went hom^, \iOO Wx©^ \ft \*?W>& ^NSa 'Csa 
meaning oi\V,^>\i\.\\.V^N^Q^«fcW\t^Xs3^iKiGa- 

of tliem, and aa «MXi^\^ lot \>afcvt ^^^^ksjw^ 
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SEtzemes ; and if he t&iow liimBeif ao ^c, ts i graud&tiier^ who luut bemi voc^ gxeoialy n 
plhck: him baofe by oiurngB of w«aEtii«r and apectzid And he gnt tiioHh gnsBm by As 
tiie neefi of looMn^ a&Bt tjiinga> Lest we tracing a piinr rta^fian aoldisx; in-tiift tdme- • 
Aonld be like die dontfaflenayfiir whomi tlie { Jaama- the Fiist, a. ouhl who msvar ooiiM 4 
aky doe» every tiling and men. aiib ondsc a | mirnrgh toahow hie-gratefciimraiHiEiBSk Mm 
wsill and wafieh botiL fiiod and ftnit eanm ' he oanw to onr phuse i» » very diffionfii stM 
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il»y and change (^ ma«L aor wholBHHnK. 

The apringr being now tDa fiicwaicd^aiaheck 
te It wa» uee^d; and m, tiie^ eady pact of 
MkyDoh there^ oame s^ (rtiangw of weather:. All 
idle yonng growth wa» armsted hy sk dry 
wind from- idifr eBSt, which made- bnt& liuie 
and tngei» bnmL when at man. wa» doing 
ditching, The- Iilafl» and the- woo«Ebinea^ 
jnst crowding fbeth. in. UttLe tafb^olme tes- 
neling their bLomeni^ wene mffied bafffc^lifeR 
Sk ^eeve tnrned np, and uiehed with bmwn 



thean- Idle peac-tases- wran. and tO^sss- ths 
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couM. tzuta tiieir I b iiiy old afr they ai»^. an 



3ow^ t&aam fine tzaas hadtakea advantag 
of the^ west wind^and the moiatami^andldi 
pmmiBfr of tha a pnngH amey . aw a» to ffll tS 
tip» of the EqaraQT-waed and the DQweI» a 
op the- branches witit a orawdof eaggar bi« 
aom.. Ifiit tdiat they wem jet in. b£Deniv.iu 
even, lowing whitiHiH»». only iitak auma a 
thaeeneawfOB opaningatt^aidB of tdia^ea 
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bat having pnahed fbct^. td^uoa Buiat be, and 

torn to a» tsvwny color.. The^ hairgwiy of iAst 

kaoel, too, having abai, l^eir c&iBt to mafee 

Idie nnta, did not apnad t&mr littda oamba 

and dry them, a» t^ey onght 1»« day. bnt 

alirtveled at Idle bma and Ml,.a» if ai kni& 

had cnt then!ii And moce l&an ail tn* notimB 

waa (:it leaet aiiont tha hedg!e») tha ^nd* 

dering of every Idling and tha ahiivanng 

flonnd among them, tawacd tAa feeble soil; 

snsh 3» war ma&» ts* a ^^aer iins^itua whan 

several dooc» ars^ open*- SamatiinBa £ pot 

my thee to warm, agaiaat tha aoft,. coogfi. 
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And among IdifflB bnda wans gsBa^y-gma 
bhidea^aGaccabiggpc- than. Si hair a2ino8tt.j8 
carving ao aa if their pm ip wia waa 1»> ahiai 
the bloasom. 

Other of tha apm^pmnte^ staniBng: aoi tSk 
uhler wood, whana the aap) waa not ao^aagw 
had mst barst thair tnnin yet, bat wm^ ^asji 
ad and flaked with^ fight, oaeting off tdto hoaJ 
of blown in thBia>«oiaiend ptttehasv aa I ham 
aeeii! a Scotehmoofapbiii^or aahialfi^ s^am\ 
thcoagh.it. ThaaabadEkat &distamta,.])rak 
ed aa if t^ dcy had ba»L raining: asaaa 
npoathem. 

Sow afl. tAia fimr dallgftt 1» thfr ayaayaM 



tiimagh all, and iMafe and ^aok tha osw&i. 
hedge- aback tiH ita fcnaea were* koocMngta^ 
gBther, and oo^^ingcaaidba ahefitec:. Then, 
wmild. any oua haiving bload,.aiid tsying to 
keep' at homa wi^ it,, ran to* sk. atnrdy tree 
and hope to eat hia fiiad behind it,.and look 
fi>r at little aan. ta e«Ba and warmi hia faat 
in the shelter.. And if ^ iM ha mi^^ stunSka 
hia bmaet, and try tot l^ink ha waa waranr. 

Btat when s nran cama haoia at night^.a£- 
ter long day'a labor,, knmwing that the ^y» 
Iheveaeed, ^oid ao» hia caaa aftooid nmitiply ; 
stSU h& fbnnd enno^ mt Ggftt tai ahaw him: 
wkat tha dsvy had dona a^gamat hini in hia 
gacden^ ELv«!y ridge of new-tosnad aairth 
looked lika an ehi monT^ mnacllsa^ kooay- 
aombed, and atanding oat void ai" apeing^ 
«d powdery. Every pkut that hod oi- 
jaieed in paaung nshi » wintrar now waa 
ewwradng, tocnad sway,, andt 1s» maat ^a 
(faDaefl[araii!e;. IPIivwIng aa^t had atafped ita 
conroe: feted linea ^bawed want af feed; 
and if yon; pinefted lAs topaDoat ^rayr tSlsa» 
no rffboond <nr tknuunft. 

Wat think: & $md dsadV mt a qgmeti way — 



balffisd by tha wind and oottingof tho> inglk 
fboEitib. Tha opaningoanaawaca atmmfe wxt 
brown,, in betwaam thff battom bada^and ^ 
tha auapaa that ahidyi&id thann;: vr hfTw . tri 
toot pact of tha cover hnng lika^ ]!aga>,pee^ 
boak and ({axvertn^ And thffl» tha- Bitri 
atiilk of <*aah, whiah mtjg^ ha^va bawn a 
God willing,, had a ring asoond ita> baaav 
aaoght a chanaa to <teip> and iBat^ Tha- 
ensy. which hiad nat opanad comby bo^ 
prvpaioed ter do it, ware a fittla batter ^ 
bnt atill vary bcowm and ankadv.and ^&^ri 
eOng in diaa;bt of haii]th,.aad naithrar 
nor huty. 

IHoiw this I honra oot toU baaanaa I 
tha way ia» d» hvfiirthat I dtr not,. 
jet honv aaan a nan w^ did kmrw.. lit 
wondBcfixI how^ wa Jooki at l^ingts^aood mf^ 
er think ta> notiBa ^bam; and 1 aom aa ^Bb^ 
aa any boi^,.a3itaa thir thtttg to> ba^ tfbeeir«r 

iaadDg^or akaDWy.oir a matdnik Aad ^ 

loat of thoaa thcaa I liaak:at^aol■a!ll»nr,. w^B* 
oat knowing that I taka ii0ti](2ay.aiDd ^pi«<ff^ 
a£!add to do* it ;: only 1 kna w aiflierwaEd ( 
tha time of Ix& wa&inmfi), iiot».iiadaad^ 
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the xnaiden was like, bnt how she differed 
from, others. 

Y^et) r have spoken aboat the spring, and 
the £jBilare of fair promise, because I took it 
to in^ heart as token of what would come 
to me in the budding of my years and hope. 
And. «Yen then, being much possessed, and 
full of a foolish melancholy, I felt a sad de- 
ligbL-fc at being doomed to blight and loneli- 
ness ^ not but that I managed still (when 
niot^lier was urgent upon me) to eat my share 
of victuals, and cuff a man for laziness, and 
886 tihat a plowshare made no leaps, and 
sleep of a night without dreaming. And my 
mo'tlier half-believing, in her fondness and 
affection, that what the parish said was true 
abont a mad dog having bitten me, and yet 
arguing that it must be false (because (>od 
would have prevented him), my mother gave 
me little rest when I was in the room with 
her. Not that she worried me with ques- 
tions, nor openly regarded me with any un- 
iisual meaning, but that I knew she was 
'hatching slyly whenever I took a spoon 
^P ; and every hour or so she managed to 
place a pan of water by me, quite as if by 
aocid.ent, and sometimes even to spill a lit- 
tle upon my shoe or coat-sleeve. But Bet- 
ty Muxworthy was worst ; for, having no 
^ear about my health, she made a villainous 
jolce of it, and used to rush into the kitchen 
*>arK:ing like a dog, and panting, exclaiming 
that I had bitten her, and justice she would 
*^ave on me, if it cost her a twelvemonth's 
'^ages. And she always took care to do 
til is tniug just when I had crossed my legs 
^ ttie corner after supper, and leaned my 
^©ad against the oven, to begin to think of 

. However, in all things there is comfort, 
^ "vve do not look too hard for it ; and now I 
Jad much satisfaction, in my uncouth state, 
Jrom laboring, by the hour together, at the 
hedging and the ditcliing, meeting the bit- 
^J* wind face tp face, feeling my strength in- 
<5rea8e, and hoping that some one would be 
Pi^oud of it. In the rustling rush of every 
?^st, in the graceful bend of every tree, even 
^^ the " Lords and Ladies," clumped in the 
^^ops of the hedgerow, and most of all in 
*'h© soft primrose, wrung by the wind, but 
stealing back, and smiling when the wrath 
^^8 past — in all of these, and many others, 
tiler© was aching ecstasy, delicious pang of 
*-<>^na, 

, But however cold the weather was, and 

^w-ever hard the wind blew, one thing 

vniore than all the rest) worried and per- 

^*^Xed me. This was, that I could not set- 

^*^> turn and twist it as I might, how soon I 

^ght to go again upon a visit to Glen Doone. 

^r I liked not at all the falseness of it (al- 

"^it against murderers), the creeping out of 

^^ght, and hiding, and feeling as a spy might. 

•^^d even more than this, I feared how Loma 

•^ight regard it; whether I might seem to 



her a prone and blunt intruder, a country 
youth not skilled in manners, as among the 
quality, even when they rob us. For I was 
not sure myself but that it might be very 
bad manners to go again too early without 
an invitation ; and my hands and face were 
chapped so badly by the bit&r wind, that 
Lorna might connt' them unsightly things, 
and wish to see no more of them. 

However, I could not bring myself to con- 
sult any one upon this point, at least in our 
own neighborhood) nor even to speak of it 
near home. But the east wind holding 
through the month, my hands and face 
growing worse and worse, and it having oc- 
curred to me by this time that possibly Lor- 
na might have chaps, if she came abroad at 
all, and so might like to talk about them and 
show her little hands to me, I resolved to 
take another opinion, so far as might be upon 
this matter, without disclosing the circum- 
stances. 

Now the wisest person in all our parts was 
reckoned to be a certain wise woman, well 
known all over Exmoor by the name of 
" Mother Melldrum." Her real name was 
'^ Maple Durham,'' as I learned long after- 
ward ; and she came of an ancient family, 
but neither of Devon nor Somerset. Never- 
theless she was quite at home with our prop- 
er modes of divination ; and knowing that 
we liked them best — ^as each man does his 
own religion — she would always practice 
them for the people of the country. And all 
the while she would let us know that she 
kept a higher and nobler mode for those who 
lookefl down upon uiis one, not having been 
bred and bora to it. 

Mother Melldrum had two houses, or rath- 
er she had none at all, but two homes where- 
in to find her, according to the time of year. 
In summer she lived in a pleasant cave, fa- 
cing the cool side of the hill, far inland near 
Hawkridge, and close above " Tarr-steps," 
a wonderful crossing of Barle river, made 
(as every body knows) by Satan, for a wa- 
ger. But throughout the winter she found 
sea-air agreeable, and a place where things 
could be had on credit, and more occasion 
of talking. Not but what she could have 
credit (for every one was afraid of her) in 
the neighborhood of Tarr-steps ; only there 
was no one handy owning things worth tak- 
ing. 

Therefore, at the fall of the leaf, when the 
woods grew damp and irksome, the wise 
woman always set her face to the warmer 
cliffs of the Channel; where shelter was, 
and dry fern bedding, and folk to be seen in 
the distance, from a bank upon which the 
sun shone. And there, as I knew from our 
John Fry (who had been to her about rheu- 
matism, and sheep possessed with an evil 
spirit, and warts on the hand of his son, 
young John), any one who chose might find 
her toward the cloai^ oi ^ ^\nXKt ^arj^^g&i^ 
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ering sticks and brown fern for iiiel, and 
talking to herself the while, in a hollow 
stretch behind the cliffs; which foreign- 
erSf who come and go without seeing mnch 
of Exmoor, have called the "Valley of 
Bocks." 

This valley, or " goyal/' as we term it, 
being small for a valley, lies to the west of 
Linton, about a mile from the town perhaps, 
and away toward Ley Manor. Our home- 
folk always call it the "Danes," or tbe 
" Denes ;" which is no more, they tell me, 
than a hollow place, even as the word " den " 
is. However, let that pass, for I know very 
Little about it ; but the place itself is a pret- 
ty one; though nothing to frighten any 
body, unless he hath lived in a gallipot. It 
is a green rough-sided hollow, bending at 
the middle, touched with stone at either 
crest, and dotted here and there with slabs 
in and out the brambles. On the right hand 
is an upward crag, called by some the " Cas- 
tle," easy enough to scale, and giving great 
view of the Channel. Facing this from the 
inland side and the elbow of the valley, a 
queer old pile of rock arises, bold behind one 
another, and quite enough to affright a man, 
If it only were ten times larger. This is 
called the "Devil's Cheese -ring," or the 
"DeviPs Cheese - knife," which mean the 
same thing, as our fathers were used to eat 
their cheese from a scoop ; and perhaps in 
old time the upmost rock (which has fallen 
away since I knew it) wa^ like to such an 
implement, if Satan eat cheese nntoasted. 

But all the middle of this valley was a 
place to rest in ; to sit and think th^t trou- 
bles were not, if we would not make them. 
To know the sea, outside the hills, but nev- 
er to behold it ; only by the sound of waves 
to pity sailors laboring. Then to watch the 
sheltered sun, coming warmly round the 
turn, like a guest expected, full of gentle 
glow and gladness, casting shadow far away 
as a thing to hug itself, and awakening life 
fi*om dew, and hope from every spreading 
bud. And then to fall asleep, and dream 
that the fern was all asparagus. 

Alas! I was too young in those days 
much to care for creature comforts, or to 
let pure palate have things that would im- 
prove it. Any thing went down with me, 
as it does with most of us. Too late we 
know the good from bad: the knowledge 
is no pleasure then ; being memory's med- 
icine rather than the wine of hope. 

Now Mother Melldmm kept her winter in 
. this vale of rocks, sheltering from the wind 
and rain within the Devil's Cheese -ring, 
which added greatly to her fame, because 
all else, for miles around, were afraid to go 
near it after dark, or even on a gloomy day. 
Under eaves of lichened rock she had a wind- 
ing passage, which none that ever I knew of 
durst enter but herself. And to this place I 
went to seek her, in spite of all misgivings. 



upon a Sunday in Lenten season, when th4 
sheep were folded. 

Our parson (as if he had known my in- 
tent) had preached a beautiful sermon about 
the Witch of Endor, and the perils of them 
that meddle wantonly with the unseen Pow> 
ers ; and therein he referred especially to the 
strange noise in our neighborhood, and up« 
braided us for want of faith, and many oth- 
er backslidings. We listened to him very 
earnestly, for we like to hear from our bet- 
ters about things that are beyond us, and t-o 
be roused up now and then, like sheep with 
a good dog after them, who can pull some 
wool without biting. Nevertheless we could 
not see how our want of faith could have 
i made that noise, especially at night-time; 
notwithstanding which we believed it, and 
hoped to do a little better. 

And so we all came home from church ; 
and most of the people dined with us, as 
they always do on Sundays, because of the 
distance to go home, with only words inside 
them. The parson, who always sat next to 
mother, was afraid that he might have vex- 
ed us, and would not have the best piece of 
meat, according to his custom. But sfton 
we put him at his ease, and showed him we 
were proud of him ; and then he made no 
more to do, but accepted the best of the 
sirloin. 



CHAPTER XVm. 

WITCHERY LEADS TO WITCtfCRAPT. 

Although well nigh the end of March, 
the wind blew wild and piercing, as I went 
on foot that afternoon to Mother Melldrum's 
dwelling. It was safer not to take a horse, 
lest (if any thing vexed her) she should put 
a spell upon him, as had been done to Farm- 
er Snowe's stable by the wise woman of 
Simonsbath. 

The sun was low on the edge of the hills 
by the time I entered the valley, for I could 
not leave home till the cattle were tended, 
and the distance was seven miles or more. 
The shadows of rocks fell far and deep, and 
the brown dead fern was fluttering, and 
brambles with their sere leaves hanging, 
swayed their tatters to and fro, with a red 
look on them. In patches underneath the 
crags a few wild goats were browsing; then 
they tossed their horns, and fled, and leaped 
on ledges, and stared at me. Moreover, the 
sound of the sea came up, and went the 
length of the valley, and there it lapped on 
a butt of rocks, and murmured like a shell. 

Taking things one with another, and feel- 
ing all the lonesomeness, and having no 
stick with me, I was much inclined to go 
briskly back, and come at a better season. 
And when I beheld a tall gray shape of 
something or another, moving at the lower 
end of the valley, where the shade was^ }% 
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gave me such a stroke of fear, after many 
others, that my thumb, which lay in moth- 
el's Bible (brought in my big pocket for the 
sake of safety), shook so much that it came 
out, and I could not get it in again. ^^ This 
serves me right," I said to myself, ^' for tam- 
pering with Beelzebub. Oh that I had list- 
aned to Parson !" 

And thereupon I struck aside ; not liking 
to run awa^ quite, as some people might call 
it; but seeking to look like a wanderer who 
was come to see the valley, and had seen al- 
most enough of it. Herein I should have 
succeeded, and gone home, and then been 
angry at my want of courage, but that on 
the very turn and bending of my footsteps 
the woman in the distance lifted up her 
staff to me, so that I was bound to stop. 

And now, being brought face to face, by 
the will of God (as one might say), with 
any thing that might come of it, I kept my- 
self quite straight and stiff, and thrust away 
all white feather, trusting in my Bible still, 
hoping that it would protect me, though I 
had disobeyed it. But upon that remem- 
brance, my conscienee took me by the leg, 
BO that I could not go forward. 

All this while the fearful woman was 
coming near and more near to me ; and I 
was glad to sit down on a rock, because my 
knees were shaking so. I tried to think 
of many things, but none of them would 
come to me ; and I could not take my eyes 
away, though I prayed God to be near 
me. 

Bnt when she was come so nigh to me t)iat 
I could descry her features, there was some- 
thittg in her countenance that made me not 
dislike her. She looked as if she had been 
visited by a -many troubles, and had felt 
them one by one ; yet held enough of kind- 
ly nature still to grieve for others. Long 
white hair, on either side, was ftilliug down 
helow her chin; and through her wrinkles 
clear bright eyes seemed to spread them- 
Belves upon me. Though I had plenty of 
time to think, I was taken by surprise no 
less, and unable to say any thing ; yet eager 
to hear the silence broken, and longing for 
ft noise or two. 

^'Thou art not come to me,'' she said, look- 
^g through my simple face, as if it were bnt 
glass, " to be struck for bone-shave, nor to 
^ blessed for barn-gun. Give me forth thy 
^d, John Bidd ; and tell why thou art 
come to toe." 

Bnt I was so much amazed at her know- 
^H my name and all about me, that I feared 
^ place my hand in her power, or even my 
^gne by speaking. 

/'Rave no fear of me, my son; I have no 
^ to barm thee ; and if I had, it should be 
*^fe. Now, if thou hast any wit, tell me 
^hy I love thee.'' 

"I never had any wit, mother," I an- 
swered, in our Devonshire way j " and never 
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set eyes on thee beforb, ^» tho iurthest of m^ 
knowledge." 

^^And yet I know ihee as well, John, as 
if thou wert my grandson. Remember you 
the old Oare oak, and the bog at the head 
of Exe, and the child who would have died 
there, but for thy strength and courage, and 
most of all, thy kindness f That was my 
granddaughter, John ; -and all I have c^ 
eai*th to love." 

Now that she came to speak of it, with 
the place and that, so clearly, I remembered 
all about it (a thing that happened last Au- 
gust), and thought how stupid I must have 
been not to learn more of the little girl who 
had fallen into the black pit, with a basket- 
ful of whortleberries, and who might have 
been gulfed if her little dog had not spied 
me in the distance. I carried her on my 
back to mother; and then we dressed her 
all anew, and took her where she ordered 
us ; but she did not tell us who she was, nor 
any thing more than her Christian name, 
and that she was eight years old, and fond 
of fried batatas. And we did not seek to 
ask her more ; as our manner is with visit- 
ors. 

But thinking of this little story, and see- 
ing how she looked at me, I lost my fear of 
Mother Melldrum, and began to like her; 
partly because I had helped her grandchild, 
and partly that, if she were so wise, no need 
would have been for me to save the little 
thing from drowning. Therefore I stood 
up and said, though scarcely yet established 
in my power against hers — 

*^ Good mother, the shoe she lost was in 
the mire, and not with us. And we could 
not match it, although we gave her a pair 
of sister Lizzie'6." 

" My sou, what care I for her shoe T How 
simple thou art, and foolish, according to 
the thoughts of some. Now tell me, for thou 
canst not lie, what has brought thee to 
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me. 

Being so ashamed and bashful, I was half 
inclined to tell her a lie, until she said that 
I could not do it ; and then I knew that 1 
could not. 

^^ I am come to know," I said, looking at 
a rook the while, to keep my voice from 
shaking, ''when I may go to see Lome 
Doone." 

No more could I say, though my mind wat 
charged to ask fifty other questions. Bui 
although I looked away, it was plain that ] 
had asked enough. I felt that the wise* 
woman gazed at me in wrath as well as sor- 
row; and then I grew angry that any on^ 
should seem to make light of Lorna. 

" John Ridd," said the woman, observing 
this (for now I faced her bravely), "of 
whom art thou speaking ? Is it a child of 
the men who slew your father f " 

"I can not tell, mother. How should ) 
know f And what i& t\i'ai\> \a \}fiL<^\'^ 
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" It is somethiDg to thy mother, John ; 
and somethiug to tbyself, I trow ; and noth- 
ing worse could befall thee." 

I waited for her to speak again, because 
she had spoken so sadly that it took my 
breath away. 

''John Ridd, if thou hast any value for 
thy body or thy soul, thy mother or thy 
father's name, have naught to do with any 
JDoone." 

She gazed at me in earnest so, and raised 
ner voice in saying it, until the whole valley, 
curving like a great bell, echoed " Doone," 
that it seemed to me my heart was gone, for 
every one and every thing. If it were God's 
will for me to have no more of Lorna, let 
a sign come opt of the rocks, and I would 
try to believe it. But no sign came ; and I 
turned on the woman, and longed that she 
had been a man. 

''You poor thing, with bones and blades, 
pails of water, and door-keys, what know 
you about the destiny of a maiden such as 
Lorna f Chilblain you may treat, and bone- 
shave, ringworm^ and the scaldings; even 
scabby sheep may limp the better for your 
strikiugs. Jobn the Baptist and his cousins, 
with the wool and hyssop, are for mares, and 
ailing dogs, and fowls that have the jaun- 
dice. Look at me now. Mother Melldrum, 
am I like a fool T" 

"Tbat thou art, my son. Alas that it 
wfere any other! Now behold the end of 
that ; John Bidd, mark the end of it." 

She pointed to the castle -rock, where 
upon a narrow shelf, betwixt us and the 
coming stars, a bitter fight was raging. A 
fine fat sheep, with an honest face, had 
climbed up very carefully to browse on a bit 
of juicy grass, now the dew of the laud was 
upon it. To him, from an upper crag, a lean 
black goat came hurrying, with leaps, and 
skirmish of the horns, and an angry noise in 
his nostrils. The goat had grazed the place 
before to the utmost of his liking, cropping 
in and out with jerks, as their manner is of 
feeding. Nevertheless he fell on the sheep 
with fury and great malice. 

The simple wether was much inclined to 
retire from the contest, but looked around 
in vain for any way to peace and comfort. 
His enemy stood between him and the last 
leap he had taken ; there was nothing left 
him but to fight, or to be hurled into the 
sea, five hundred feet below. 

"Lie down, lie down!" I shouted to him, 
as if he were a dog ; for I had seen a battle 
like this before, and knew that the sheep 
had no chance of life, except from his great- 
er weight, and tJie difficulty of moving him. 

"Lie down, lie down, John Ridd!" cried 
Mother Melldrum, mocking me, but without 
a sign of smiling. 

The poor sheep turned, upon my voice, 
and looked at me so piteously that I could 
look DO longer, but ran with all my speed 



to try and save him from the combat. He 
saw that I could not be in time, for the goat 
was bucking to leap at him, and so the good 
wether stooped his forehead, with the harm- 
less horns curling aside of it ; and the goat 
flung his heels up, and rushed at him, with 
quick, sharp jumps and tricks of movement, 
and the points of his long horns always fore- 
most, and his little scut cocked like a gun- 
hammer. « 

As I ran up the steep of the rock, I could 
not see what they were doing ; but the sheep 
must have fought very bravely at last, and 
yielded his ground quit« slowly, and I hoped 
almost to save him. But just as my head 
topped the platform of rock, I saw him flung 
from it backward, with a sad low moan and 
a gurgle. His body made quite a short noise 
in the air, like a bucket thrown down a well- 
shaft, and I could not tell when it struck the 
water, except by the echo among the rocks^ 
So wroth was I with the goat at the mo- 
ment (being somewhat scant of breath, and 
unable to consider), that I caught him by 
the right hind-leg, before he could turn from 
his victory, and hurled him after the sheep, 
to learn how he liked his own compulsion. 





CHAPTER XIX. 

ANOTHER DANGEROUS INTERVIEW. 

Although I left the Denes at once, hav 
ing little heart for further questions of t 
wise woman, and being afraid to visit he: 
house under the "DeviVs cheese-ring" ( 
which she kindly invited me), and althong 
I ran most part of the way, it was very lat 
for farm-house time upon a Sunday evenin 
before I was back at Plover's BaiTows. M 
mother had great desire to know all abon 
the matter ; but I could not reconcile it wit 
my respect so to frighten her. Therefore 
tried to sleep it off, keeping my own con 
sel ; and when that proved of no avail, 

strove to work it away, if might be, b;: 

heavy outdoor labor, and weariness, an— 
good feeding. These indeed had some e 
feet, and helped to pass a week or two, wit 
more pain of hand than heart to me. 

But when the weather changed in eames 
and the frost was gone, and the south-w< 
wind blew softly, and the lambs were 
play with the daisies, it was more than 
could do to keep from thought of Lorq 
For now the fields were spread with gro 
and the waters clad with sunshine, and lig 
and shadow, step by step, wandered overt 
furzy cleves. All the sides of the hilly w^ 
were gathered in and out with green, silv 
gray, or russet points, according to the sev 
al manner of the trees beginning. And if o 
stpod beneath an elm, with any heart to 1 
at it, lo ! all the ground was strewn wi 
flakes (too small to know their meani 







LOENA DOONE^ 



67 



and all the sprays above were rasped and 

trembling with a reduess. And so I stopped 

beneath the tree, and carved L. D. upon it, 

and virondered at the buds of thought that 

seemed to swell inside me. 

Tlie npshot of it all was this, that as no 
Lornacame to me, except in dreams or fancy, 
and a>s my life was not worth living without 
constant sign of her, forth I must again to 
find lier, and say more than a man can tell. 
Tbeiriefore, without waiting longer for the 
moving of the spring, dressed I was in grand 
attire (so far as I had gott<en it), and think- 
ing my appearance good, although with 
donl>t» about it (being forced to dress in 
the liay-tallat), round the corner of the 
wooci -stack went I very knowingly — for 
Lizzie's eyes were wondrous sharp — and 
theo. I was snre of meeting none who would 
care or dare to speak of me. < 

It; lay upon my conscience often that I 
bad. not made dear Annie secret to this his- 
tory ; although in all things I could trust 
faeiy and she loved me like a lamb. Many 
and many a time I tried, and more than 
once began the thing; but there came a 
dryness in my throat, and a knocking under 
the roof of my mouth, and a longing to put 
it off again, as perhaps might be the wisest. 
And then I would remember too that I had 
no right to speak of.Loi-na as if she Were 
common property. 

This time I longed to take my gun, and 
^as half resolved to do so ; because it seem- 
^ so hard a thing to be shot at, and have 
^o chance of shooting ; but when I came to 
^member the steepness and the slippery na- 
*yre of the water-slide, there seemed but 
wttle likelihood of keeping dry the powder. 
Therefore I was armed with nothing but a 
good stout holly staff, seasoned well for many 
* winter in our back-kitchen chimney. 

Although my heart was leaping high with 
^'^e prospect of some adventure, and the /ear 
^ meeting Loma, I could not but be glad- 
dened by the softness of the weatlier, and the 
Welcome way of every thing. There was 
^at power all round, that power and that 
Soodness, which make us come, as it were, 
Jl^^tside our bodily selves to share them, 
^ver and beside us breathes the joy of hope 
?^d promise ; under foot are troubles past ; 
^ the distance bowering newness tempts us 
?y^r forward. We quicken with largesse of 
^^% and spring with vivid mystery. 

-^nd, in good sooth, I had to spring, and 
?P mystery about it, ere ever I got to the 
T^P of the rift leading into Doone-glade. For 
*^® stream was rushing down in strength, 
**id raving at every comer; a mort of rain 
^^Uig fallen last night and no wind come 
^ Mpe it. However, I reached the head 
^'^ dwk with more difficulty than danger, 
^d sat in a place which comforted my back 
^^d legs desirably. 

Hereupon I grew so happy at being on dry 



land again, and come to look for Lorna, with 
pretty trees around me, that what did I do 
but fall asleep with the holly-stick in front 
of me and my best coat sunk in a bed of 
moss, with water and wood-sorrel. Mayhap 
I had not done so, nor yet enjoyed the spring 
so much, if so be I had not taken three parts 
of a gallon of cider at home, at Plover's Bar->^ 
rows, because of the lowuess and sinking 
ever since I met Mother Melldrum. 

There was a little runnel going softly 
down beside me, falling from the upper rock 
by the means of moss and grass, as if it fear- 
ed to make a noise, and had a mother sleep- 
ing. Now and then it seemed to stop, in 
fear of its own dropping, and waiting for 
some orders; and the blades of grass that 
straightened to it turned their points a lit- 
tle way, and offered their allegiance to wind 
instead of water. Yet before \their carkled 
edges bent more than a driven saw, down 
the water came again with heavy drops and 
pats of rnnning, and bright anger at neglect. 

This was very pleasant to me, now and 
then, to gaze at, blinking as the water blink- 
ed, and falling back to sleep again. Sud-. 
denly my sleep was broken by a shade cast 
ovef me ; between me and the low sunlight 
Lorna Doone was standing. 

'' Master Ridd, are you mad f she said, 
and took my hand to move me. 

** Not mad, but half asleep," I answered, 
feigning not to notice her, that so she might 
keep hold of me. 

" Come away, come away, if you care for 
life. The patrol will be here directly. Be 
quick. Master Bldd, let me hide thee.'' 

" I will not stir a st^p,'' said I, though be- 
ing in the greatest fright that might be well 
imagined, " unless you call me ' John.' " 

" Well, John, then — Master John Bidd, 
be quick, if you have any to care for you." 

" I have many that care for me," I said, 
just to let her know; "and I will follow 
you. Mistress Loma; albeit without any 
hurry, unless there be peril to more than 
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me. 

Without another word she led me, though 
with many timid glances toward the upper 
valley, to, and into, her little bower, where 
the inlet through the rock was. I am almost 
snre that I spoke before (though I can not 
now go seek for it, and my memory is but a 
worn-ont tub) of a certain deep and perilous 
pit, iu which I was like to drown myself 
through hurry and fright of boyhood. And 
even then I wondered greatly, and was vex- 
ed with Lorna for sending me in that heed- 
less manner into such an entrs^nce. But now 
it was clear that she had been right, and the 
fault mine own entirely ; for the entrance to 
the pit was only to be found by seeking it. 
Inside the niche of native stone, the plain- 
est thing of all to see, at any rate b^ day- 
light, was the stairway hewn froni rock, and 
I leading up the mouutaAix«bl^ is^ib'dKi^ q1^\:^0qi> 
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I had escaped, as before related. To the 
right side of this was the moath of the pit, 
still looking very formidable ; though Lorna 
laughed at my fear of it, for she drew her 
water thence. But on the left was a nar- 
row crevice, very difGTciilt to espy, and having 
a sweep of gray ivy laid, like a slouching 
beaver, over it. A man here coming from 
the biightness of the outer air, with eyes 
dazed by the twilight, would never think of 
seeing this and following it to its meaning. 

Lorna raised the screen for me, but I had 
much ado to pass, on account of bulk and 
stature. Instead of being proud of my size 
(as it seemed to me she ought to be), Lorna 
laughed so quietly that I was ready to knock 
my head or elbows against any tiling, and say 
no more about it. However, I got through 
at last without a word of compliment, and 
broke into the pleasant room, the lone re- 
treat of Lorna. 

The chamber was of unhewn rock, round, 
as near as might be, eighteen or twenty feet 
across, and gay with rich variety of fern and 
moss and lichen. The fern was in its win- 
ter still, or coiling for the spring-tide ; but 
moss was in abundant life, some feathering, 
and some gobleted, and some with fringd of 
red to it. Overhead there was no ceiling 
but the sky itself, flaked with little clouds 
of April whitely wandering over it. The 
floor was made of soft, low grass, mixed with 
moss and primroses ; and in a niche of shel- 
ter moved the delicate wood-sorrel. Here 
ard there, around the sides, were *^ chairs of 
living stone," as some Latin writer says, 
whose name has quite escaped me; and in 
the midst a tiny spring arose, with crystal 
beads in it, and a soft voice as of a laughing 
dream, and dimples like a sleeping babe. 
Then, affcer going round a little, with sur- 
prise of daylight, the water overwelled the 
edge, and softly went through lines of light 
to shadows and an untold bourne. 

While I was gazing at all these things 
with wonder and some sadness, Lorna turn- 
ed upon me lightly (as her manner was) 
and said, 

^^ Where are the new-laid eggs. Master 
Eidd f Or hath blue hen ceased laying f ' 

I did not altogether like the way in which 
she said it, with a sort of a dialect, as if my 
speech could be laughed at. 

'* Here be some," I answered, speaking as 
if in spite of her. ^' I would have brought 
thee twice as many, but that I feared to 
crush them in the narrow ways^ Mistress 
Lorna." 

And so I laid her out two dozen upon the 
moss of the rock ledge, unwinding the wisp 
of liay from each as it came safe out of my 
pocket. Lorna looked with growing won- 
der, as I added one to one ; and when I had 
placed them side by side, and bidden her now 
to tell them, to my amazement what did she 
i?& hnt burst into a flood of tears ! 



''What have I donef" I asked, with 
shame, scarce daring even to look at her, 
because her grief was not like Annie's — a 
thing that could be coaxed away, and left a 
joy in going — " oh, what have I done to vex 
yon so t" 

'* It is nothing done by you. Master Ridd," 
she answered, very proudly, as if naught I 
did could matter ; '' it is only something that 
comes upon me with the scent of the pure 
true clover-hay. Moreover, yon have been 
too kind ; and I am not used to kindness." 

Some sort of awkwardness was on me, ac 
her words and weeping, as if I would like to 
say something, but feared to make things 
worse, perhaps, than they were already. 
Therefore I abstained from speech, as I 
would in my own pain. And as it happen- 
ed, this was the way to make her tell me 
more about it. Not that I was curious, be- 
yond what pity urged me and the strange 
affairs around her; and now I gazed upon 
the floor, lest I should seem to watch her ; 
but none the less for that I knew all that 
she was doing. 

Lorna went a little way, as if she would 
not think of me, nor care for one so careless ; 
and all myiieart gave a sudden jump, to go 
like a mad thing after her ; until she turned 
of her own accord, and with a little sigh 
came back to me. Her eyes were soft with 
trouble's shadow, and the proud lift of her 
neck was gone, and beauty's vanity borne 
down by woman's want of sustenance. 

''Master Ridd," she said in the softest 
voice that ever flowed between two lips, 
" have I done aught to offend you t" 

Hereupon it went hard with me, not to 
catch her up and kiss her, in the manner in 
which she was looking; only it smote me 
suddenly that this would be a low advantage 
of her trust and helplessness* She seemed 
to know what I would be at, and to doubt 
very greatly about it, whether as a child of 
old she might permit the usage. All sorts 
of things went through my head, as I made 
myself look away from her, for fear of being 
tempted beyond what I could bear. And 
the upshot of it was that I said, within mj 
heart and through it, " John Ridd, be on thy 
very best manners with this lonely maiden." 

Lorna liked me all the better for my good 
forbearance, because she did* not love me 
yet, and had not thought about it ; at least 
so far as I knew. And though her eyes were 
so beauteous, so very soft and kindly, there 
was (to my apprehension) some great power 
in them, as if she would not have a thing, 
unless her judgment leaped with it. 

But now her judgment leaped with me, 
because I had behaved so well ; and being 
of quick urgent nature — such as I delight 
in, for the change from mine own slowness 
— she, without any let or hinderance, sitting 
over against me, now raising and now drop* 
ping fringe over those sweet eycH that were 
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tUe road-lights of her tongue, Loma told me 
all about every thing I wished to know, 
every little thing she knew, except, indeed, 
that point of points, how Master Ridd stood 
with her. 

Although it wearied me no whit, it might 
be wearisome for folk who can not look at 
Lioma, to hear the story all in speech, exact- 
ly as she told it; therefore let me pnt it 
shortly, to the best of my remembrance. 

Nay, pardon me, whosoever thou art, for 
seeming fickle and rude to thee ; I have tried 
to do as first proposed, to tell the tale in my 
own words, as of another's fortune. But, lo ! 
I was beset at once with many heavy obsta- 
cles, which grew as I went onward, until I 
knew not where I was, and mingled past and 
present. And two of these difficulties only 
were enough to stop me — the one that I must 
coldly speak without the force of pity, the 
other that I, off and on, confused myself with 
Lioma, as might be well expected. 

Therefore let her t«ll the story with her 
own sweet voice and manner ; and if ye find 
it wearisome, seek in yourselves the weari- 
ness. 



CHAPTER XX. 

LORNA BEGINS HER 8T0RT. 

'' I CAN not go through all my thoughts 
so as to make them clear to you, nor have I 
ever dwelt on things to shape a story of them. 
I know not where the beginning was, nor 
w^here the middle ought to be, nor even how 
at the present time I feel, or think, or ought 
to think. If I look for help to those around 
me, who should tell me right and wrong 
(being older and much wiser), I meet some- 
times with laughter, and at other times with 
anger. 

"There are but two in the world who 

ever listen and try to help me ; one of them 

is my grandfather, and the other is a man 

of wisdom, whom we call Counselor. My 

grandfather, Sir Ensor Doone, is very old 

and harsh of manner (except indeed to me) ; 

he seems to know what is right and wrong, 

hut not to want to think of it. The Conn-' 

flelop, on the other hand, though full of life 

And subtleties, treats my questions as of 

play, and not gravely worth his while to an- 

*w^er, unless he*«an make wit of them. 

/'And among the women there are none 

^th whom I can hold, converse, since my 

^^^t Sabina died, who took such pains to 

^Q<5li me. She was a lady of high repute, 

^'Jd.. lofty ways and learning, but grieved 

^'^^ harassed more and more by the coarse- 

^^ss, and the violence, and the ignorance, 

^'^tind her. In vain she strove, from year 

y^ year, to make the young men hearken, 

. ^•«ach them what became their birth, and 

^^^e them sense of honor. It was her fa- 

^^te word, poor thing! and they called 



her ' Old Aunt Honor.' Very often she used 
to say that I was her only comfort, and 1 
am sure she was my only one; and when 
she died it was more to me than if I had 
lost* a mother. 

" For I have no remembrance now of fa- 
ther or of mother ; although they say that 
my father was the eldest son of Sir Ensor 
Doone, and the bravest and the best of <them. 
And so they call me heiress to this little 
realm of violence ; and in sorry sport, some- 
times, I am their princess or their queen. 

" Many people living here, as I am forced 
to do, would perhaps be very happy, and 
perhaps I ought to be so. We have a beau- 
teous valley, sheltered from the cold of win- 
ter and power of the summer sun, untrou- 
bled also by the storms and mists that veil 
the mountains; although I must acknowl- 
edge that it is apt to rain too often. The 
grass, moreover, is so fresh, and the brook 
so bright and lively, and flowers of so many 
hues come after one another, that no one 
need be dull, if only left alone with them. 

'^ And so in the eafly day, perhaps, when 
morning breathes around me, and the sun is 
going upward, and light is playing every- 
where, I am not so far beside them all as to 
live in shadow. But when the evening 
gathers down, and the sky is spread with 
sadness, and the day has spent itself ; then 
a cloud of lonely trouble falls, like night, 
upon me. I can not see the things I quest 
for of a world beyond me ; I can not join 
the peace and quiet of the depth above me ; 
neither have I any pleasure in the bright- 
ness of the stars. 

^^ What I want to know is something none 
of them can tell me — what am I, and why 
set here, and when shall I be with them ? 
I see that you are surprised a little at this 
my curiosity. Perhaps such questions nev- 
er spring in any wholesome spirit. But 
they are in the depths of mine, and I can 
not be quit of them. 

^^ Meantime all around me is violence 
and robbery, coarse delight and savage pain, 
reckless joke and hopeless death. Is it any 
wonder that I can not sink with these, that 
I can not so forget my soul as to live the 
life of brutes, and die the death more horri- * 
ble because it dreams of waking f There is 
none to lead me forward, there is none to 
teach me right : young as I am, I live be- 
neath a curse that lasts forever.'' 

Here Loma broke down for a while, and 
cried so very piteously, that doubting of my 
knowledge, and of any power to comfort, I 
did my best to hold my peace, and tried to 
look very cheerful. Then thinking that 
might be bad manners, I went to wipe her 
eyes for her. 

" Master Ridd," she began again, ^* 1 am 
both ashamed and vexed at my own child- 
ish folly. But you, who have a mother, who 
thinks (you say^ ao Tii\i<i\i q1-^wsi,^sl^^^^«sw*, 
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and a quiet hotDe, you can not tell (it is not 
likely) what a lonely nature is. How it 
leaps in mirth sometimes, with only heaven 
touching it ; and how it falls away despond- 
ing, when the dreary weight creeps on. ' 

^^ It ^oes not happen many times that I 
give way like this ; more shame now to do so, 
when I ought to entertain yon. Sometimes 
I am fid full of anger, that I dare not trust to 
speech, at things they can not hide from me; 
and perhaps you would he much surprised 
that reckless men would care so much to 
elude a young girVs knowledge. They used 
to hoast to Aunt Sahina of pillage and of 
cruelty, on purpose to enrage her, but they 
never boast to me. It even makes me smile 
sometimes to see how awkwardly they come 
and offer for temptation to me shining pack- 
ets, half concealed, of ornaments and finery, 
of rings, or chains, or jewels, lately belong- 
ing to other people. 

" But when I try to search the past, to 
get a sense of what befell me ere my own 
perception formed ; to feel back for the lines 
of childhood, as a trace of gossamer, then I 
only know that (^naught lives longer than 
God wills it."^ So may after -sin go by, for 
we are children always, as the Counselor 
has told me :(so may we, beyond the clouds, 
seek this infancy of life, and never find its 
memory. 

" But I am talking now of things which 
never come across nie when any work is to- 
ward. It might have been a good thing for 
me to have had a father to beat these rov- 
ings out of me, or a mother to make a 
home, and teach me how to manage it. For, 
being left with none —I think ; and nothing 
ever comes of it. Nothing, I mean, which I 
can grasp and have with any surety ; noth- 
ing but faint images, and wonderment, and 
wandering. But often, when I am neither 
rearching back into remembrance, nor ask- 
ing of my parents, but occupied by trifles, 
something like a sign, or message, or a token 
of some meaning, seems to glance upon me. 
Whether from the rustling wind, or sound 
of distant music, or the singing of a bird, 
like the sun on snow it strikes me with a 
pain of pleasure. 

^'And often when I wake at night, and 
listen to the silence, or wander far from 
people in the grayness of the evening, or 
stand and look at quiet water having shad- 
ows over it, some vague image seems to hov- 
er on the skirt of vision, ever changing place 
and outline, ever flitting as I follow. This 
so moves and hurries me, In the eagerness 
and longing, that straightway all my chance 
is lost ; and memory soared like a wild bird 
flies. Or am I as a child, perhaps, chasing 
a flown cageling, who among the branches 
free plays and peeps at the oflered cage (as 
a home not to be urged on him), and means 
to take his time of coming, if he comes at 
allf 



''Often, too, I wonder at the odds of ior 
tune, which made me (helpless as I am, auc 
fond of peace and reading) the heiress ot 
this mad domain, the sanctuary of nnholi- 
ness. It is not likely that I shall have mucli 
power of authority; and yet the Counselor 
creeps up to be my Lord of the Treasury ; 
and his son aspires to my hand, as of a roy- 
al alliance. Well, ' honor among thieves,' 
they say; and mine is the first honor: al- 
though among .decent folk, j^erbaps, honesty 
is better. 

'' We should not be so t]niet here, and safe 
from interruption, but that I have begged 
one privilege rather than commanded it. 
This was that the lower end, just thi^ nar- 
rowing of the valley, where it is most hard 
to come at, might be looked upon as mine, 
except for purposes of guard. Therefore 
none beside the sentries ever trespass on me 
here, unless it be my grandfather^ or the 
Counselor, or Carver. 

'' By your face. Master Ridd, I see that 
you have heard of Carver Doone. Fot 
strength, and courage, and resource^ he bears 
the first repute among us, as might well be 
expected from the son of the Counselor. 
But he differs from his father, in being very 
hot and savage, and quite free from argti- 
ment. The Counselor, who is my uncle, 
gives his son the best advice ; commending 
all the virtues, with eloquence and wisdom ; 
yet himself abstaining from them accurate- 
ly and impartially. 

'' You must be tired of this story, and the 
time I take to think, and the weakness of 
my telling; but my life from day to day 
shows so little variance. Among the riders 
there is none whose safe return I watch for 
— I mean none more than other — and indeed 
there seems no risk, all are now so feared of 
us. Neither of the old men is there whom I 
can revere or love (except alone my grand- 
father, whom I love with trembling) ; nei- 
ther of the wometf any whom I like to deal 
with, unless it be a little maiden whom I 
saved from starving. 

''A little Cornish girl she is, and shax>ed 
in Western manner, not so very much less in 
width than if you take her lengthwise. Her 
father seems to have been a miner, a Corn- 
ishman (as she declares) of more than aver- 
age excellence, and better than any two men 
to be found in Devonshire, or any four in 
Somerset. Very few things can have been 
beyond his power of performance, and yet 
he left his danghter to starvd upon a peat- 
rick. She does not know how this was 
done, and looks upon it as a liiyltery, the 
meaning of which will some day .'be olear, 
and redound to her father's hon(»r. His 
name was Simon Carfax, and he came as the 
captain of a gang from one of the Cornish 
stanneries. Gweuny Carfax, my young maid, 
well remembers how her father was brought 
up from ComwaU. Her mother had been 
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baned josi; a week or 8o before ; and he was 
Bad about it^ and had been off his work, and 
was ready for another job. Then people 
came to him by night, and said that he must 
waut a change, and every body lost their 
wives, and work was the- way to mend it. 
So what with grief, and overthonght, and 
th^ inside of a square bottle, Gwenny says 
they brought him off to become a mighty 
captain, and choose the country round. The 
last she saw of him was this, that he went 
down a ladder somewhere on the wilds of 
Exnioor, leaving her with bread-and-cheese, 
and his traveling-hat to see to. And from 
that day to this he never came above the 
ground again, so far as we can hear of. 

''But Gwenny, holding to his hat, and 
having eaten the bread-and-cheese (when he 
came no more to help her), dwelt three daj's 
near the mouth of the hole ; and then it was 
closed over, the while that she was sleeping. 
With weakness and with want of food she 
lost herself distressfully, and went away for 
miles or more, and lay upon a peat-rick, to 
die before the ravens. 

"That very day I chanced to return from 
Amit Sabina's dying- place; for she would 
not die in Glen Doone, she said, lest the an- 
gels feared to come for her ; and so she was 
taken to a cottage in a lonely valley. I 
vas allowed to visit her, for even we dnrst 
not refuse the wishes of the dying ; and if 
& priest had been desired, we should have 
made bold with him. Returning very sor- 
rowful, and caring now for nothing, I found 
this little stray thing lying, with her arms 
upon her, and not a sign of life, except the 
^ay that she was biting. Black root-stuff 
was in her mouth, and a piece of dirty sheep's 
wool, and at her feet an old egg-shell of some 
bird of the moor-land. 

"I tried to raise her, but she was too 
square and heavy for me ; and so I put food 
in her mouth, and left her to do right with 
it. And this she did in a little time ; for the 
victuals were very choice and rare, being 
what I had taken over to tempt poor Aunt 
Sabiua. Gwenny ate them without delay, 
and then was ready to eat the basket and 
the ware that had contained them. 

"Gwenny took me for an angel — though 
I am little like one, as you see. Master Ridd ; 
and she followed me, expecting that I would 
<>peu. wings and fly when we came to any 
difficulty. I brought her home with me, so 
^^ as this ban be a home ; and she made 
nerself my solfe attendant, without so much 
w asking me. She has beaten two or three 
other girls, who used to wait upon me, until 
*W are afraid to come near the house of my 
P^ndfather. She seems to have no kind 
of fear even of our roughest men ; and yet 
™*o looks with reverence and awe upon the 
Counselor. As for the wickedness, and theft, 
*nd revelry around her, she says it is no 
•oncem of hers, and they know their own 



business best. By this way of regarding 
men she has won upon our riders, so that 
she is almost free from all contrgl of place 
and season, and is allowed to pass where 
none even of the youths may go. Being so 
wide, and short, and flat, she has none to 
pay her compliments ; and, were there any, 
she would scorn them, as not being Cornish- 
men. Sometimes she wanders far, by moon- 
light, on the moors and up the rivers, to 
give her father (as she says) another chance 
of finding her; and she comes back not a 
whit defeated, or discouraged, or depressed, 
but confident that he is only waiting for the 
proper time. 

^'Herein she sets me good example of a 
patience and contentment hard for me to 
imitate. Oftentimes I am so vexed by 
things I can not meddle with, yet can not 
be kept from me, that I am at the point of 
flying from this di'eadful valley, and risking ' 
all that can betide me in the unknown outer 
world. If it were not for my grandfather, I 
would have done so long ago ; but I can not 
bear that he should die with no gentle hand 
to comfort him ; and I fear to think of the 
conflict that must ensue for the government, 
if there be a disputed succession. 

"Ah me! We are to be pitied greatly 
rather than condemned, by people wlios^ 
things we have taken from them; for I 
have read, and seem almost to understand 
about it, that there are places on the earth 
where gentle peace, and love of home, and 
knowledge of one's neighbors prevail, and 
are, with reason, looked for as the usual state 
of things. There honest folk may go to work 
in the glory of the sunrise, with hope of 
coming home again quite safe in the quiet 
evening, and finding all their children ; and 
even in the darkness they have no fear of 
lying down and dropping off to slumber, 
and hearken to the wind at night, not as 
to an enemy trying to find entrance, but a 
friend, who comes to tell the value of their 
comfort. 

" Of all this golden ease I hear, but never 
saw the like of it ; and, haply, I shall never 
do so, being born to turbulence. Once, in- 
deed, I had the offer of escape, and kins- 
man's aid, and high place in the gay, bright 
world ; and yet I was not tempted much, or, 
at least, dared not to trust it. And it ended 
very sadly, so dreadfully that I even shrink 
from telling you about it ; for that one ter- 
ror changed my life in a moment, at a blow 
from childhood, and from thoughts of plav 
and commune with the flowers and trees, to 
a sense of death and darkness, and a heavy 
weight of earth. Be content now. Master 
Ridd ; ask me nothing more about it, so your 
sleep be sounder." 

But I, John Ridd, being young and new, 
and very fond of hearing things to make my 
blood to tingle, had no more of manners than 
to urge poor Loma oiiwaidy\iQi^\\i's^,^^'i^x^\i^ 
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in depth of heart, that she might have to hold 
hy me, when the worst came to the worst of 
It. Ther^ore she went on agdin. 



CHAPTER XXI. 

LORNA EXDS HER STORY. 

**Xt is not a twelvemonth yet, although 
it Reems ten years agoue, since I blew the 
downy globe to learn the time of day, or set 
beneath ,my chin the veinings of the var- 
nished buttercup, or fired the fox-glove can- 
nonade, or made a captive of myself with 
dandelion fetters,; for then I had not very 
much to trouble me in earnest, but went 
about, romancing gravely, playing at bo- 
peep with fear, making for myself strong 
heroes of gray rock or fir-tree, adding to my 
own importance, as the children love to do. 

'^As yet I had not truly learned the evil 
of our living, the scorn of law, the outrage, 
and the sorrow caused to others. It eveu 
was a poiut with all to hide the roughness 
from me, to show me but the gallant side, 
and keep in shade the other. My grand- 
father. Sir Ensor Doone, had given strictest 
order, as I discovered afterward, that in my 
presence all should be seemly, kind, and 
vigilant. Nor was it very difficult to keep 
most part of the mischief from me ; for no 
Doone ever robs at home, neither do they 
quarrel much, except at times of gambling. 
And though Sir Ensor Doone is now so old, 
and growing feeble, his own way he will 
have still, and no one dare deny him. Even 
our fiercest and most mighty swordsmen, 
seared from all sense of right or wrong, yet 
have plentiful sense of fear, when brought 
before that white-haired -man. Not that he 
is rough with them, or querulous, or rebuke- 
fnl; but that he has a strange, soft smile, 
and a gaze they can not answer, and a 
knowledge deeper far than they have of 
themselves. Under his protection, I am as 
safe from all those men (some of whom are 
but little akin to me) as if I slept beneath 
the roof of the King's Lord Justiciary. 

" But now, at the time I speak of, one 
evening of last summer, a horrible thing 
befell, which took all play of childhood from 
me. The fifteenth day of last July was very 
hot and sultry, long after the time of sun- 
down ; and I was paying heed to it, because 
of the old saying that if it rain then, rain 
will fall on forty days thereafter. I had 
been long by the water-side at this lower 
•nd of the valley, plaiting a little crown of 
woodbine crocketed with sprigs of heath — 
to please my grandfEtther, who likes to see 
me gay at supper-time. Being proud of my 
tiara, which had cost some trouble, I set it 
on my head at once, to save the chance of 
crushing, and carrying my gray hat, ven- 
tured by a path not often trod. For I must 



be home at the supper-time, or grandfathei 
would be exceeding wroth ; and the worst 
of his anger is that he never condescends to 
show it. 

*^ Therefore, instead of the open mead, or 
the windings of the river, I made short cut 
through the ash-trees covert, which lies in 
the middle of our vale, with the water skirt- 
ing or cleaviug it. You have never been up 
so far as that — at least to the best of my 
knowledge — but you see it like a long gray 
spot, from the top of the cliffs above us. 
Here I was not likely to meet any of our 
people, because the young ones are afiraid of 
some ancient tale about it, and the old ones 
have no love of trees where gunshots are un- 
certain. 

'^ It was more almost than dusk, down be- 
low the tree-leaves, and I was eager to go 
through, and be again beyond it. For the 
gray dark hung around me, scarcely showing 
shadow ; and the little light that glimmered 
seemed to come up from the ground. For 
the earth was strewn with the winter-spread 
and coil of last year's foliage, the lichened 
claws of chalky twigs, and the numberless 
decay which gives a light in its decaying. 
I, for my part, hastened shyly, ready to draw 
back and run frcmi hare, or rabbit, or small 
field-mouse. 

At a sudden turn of the narrow path, 
where it stooped again to the river, a man 
leaped out from behind a tree, and stopped 
me, and seized hold of me. I tried to shriek, 
but my voice was still; and I could only 
hear my heart. 

" * Now, Cousin Loma, my good cousin,' 
he said, with ease and calmness; 'your voice 
is very sweet, no doubt, from all that I can 
see of you. But I pray you keep it still, un- 
less you would give to dusty death your 
very best cousin and trusty guardian, Alan 
Brandir, of Loch Awe.' 

^* * You my guardian !' I said, for the idea 
was too ludicrous ; and ludicrous things al« 
ways strike me first, through some fault of 
nature. 

*^ ^ 1 have in truth that honor, madam,' he 
answered, with a sweeping bow ; ' unless I 
err in taking you for Mistress Lorna Doone* 

*^ ^ You have not mistaken me. My name 
is Lorna Doone.' 

'^ He looked at me with gravity, and was 
inclined to make some claim to closer con« 
sideration, upon the score of kinship ; but I 
shrunk ba^k, and only said, ' Yes, my name 
is Lorna Doone.' 

'^ * Then I am your faithful guardian, Alan 
Brandir, of Loch Awe; called Lord Alan 
Brandir, son of a worthy peer of Scotland. 
Now will yon confide in met' 

" * I confide in you !' I cried, looking at him 
with amazement; 'why you are not older 
than I am !' 

'' ' Yes I am, three years at least. Yon, 
my ward, are not sixteen. I, your worship^ 
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fal gnaFdian, am almost nineteen years of 

age.' 

'^ Upon hearing this I looked at him, for 
that seemed then a venerable age ; but the 
more 1 looked the more I doubted, although 
he was dressed quite like a man. He led 
me in a courtly manner, stepping at his tall- 
est to an open place beside the water, where 
the light came as in channel, and was made 
the most of by glancing waves and fair 
white stones. 

"'Now am I to your liking, opusin f he 
asked, when I had gazed at him until I was 
almost ashamed, except at such a stripling. 
'Does my Cousin Lorn a judge kindly of her 
guardian, and her nearest kinsman f In a 
word, is our admiration mutual f' 

"* Truly I know not,' I saidj 'but yon 
seem good-natnred, and to have no harm in 
yon. Do they trust you with a sword V 

" For in my usage among men of stature 
and strong presence, this pretty youth, so 
tricked and slender, seemed nothing but a 
doll to me. Although he scared me in the 
wood, now that I saw him in good twilight, 
lo! he was but little greater than my little 
self; and so tasseled and so ruffled with a 
mint of bravery, and a green coat barred 
with red, and a slim sword hanging under 
him, it was the utmost I could do to look at 
him half-gravely. 

^^'I fear that my presence hath scarce 
enongh of ferocity about it,' he gave a jerk 
to his sword as he spoke, and clanked it on 
the brook-stones ; ' yet do I assure you, cous- 
iu, that I am. not without some prowess: 
ftud many a master of defense hath this good 
sword of mine disarmed. Now, if the bold- 
^t and biggest robber in all this charming 
valley durst so much as breathe the scent 
of that flower coronal, which doth not adorn 
^ut is adorned ' — here he talked some non- 
sense— <I would cleave him from head to 
foot, ere ever he could fly or cry.' 

"'Hushri said; 'talk not so loudly, or 
thoa mayest have to do both thyself, and 
^0 them both in vain.' * 

*^ For he was quite forgetting now, in his 
hravery before me, where he stood, and with 
whom he spoke, and how the summer light- 
^H shone above the hills and down the 
'follow. And as I gazed on this slight fair 
youth, clearly one of high birth and breed- 
^H (albeit overboastful), a chill of fear 
^rept over me ; because he had no strength 
^ substance^ and would be no more than a 
pincushion before the great swords of the 



"'I pray you be not vexed with me,' he 
answered in a soft.er voice ; ' for I have trav- 
eled far and sorely, for the sake of seeing 
^^^' I know right well among whom I am, 
^d that their hospitality is more of the 
^nifo than the salt-stand. Nevertheless I 
fni safe enough, for my foot is the fleetest 
lu Scotland, and what are these hills to me f 



Tush ! I have seen some border forays among 
wilder spirits and craftier men than these 
be. Once I mind some years agone, when I 
was quite a stripling lad — ' 

" ' Worshipful guardian,' I said, ' there is 
no time now for history. If thou art in no 
haste, I am, and can not stay here idling. 
Only tell me how I am akin and under ward- 
ship to thee, and what purpose brings thee 
here.' 

"'In order, cousin — all things in order,* 
even with fair ladies. First, I am thy un- 
cle's son, my father is thy mother's brother, 
or at least thy grandmother's — ^unless I am 
deceived in that which I have guessed, and 
no other man. For my father, being a lead- 
ing lord in the councils of King Charles the 
Second, appointed me to learn the law, not 
for my livelihood, thank God, but because 
he felt the lack of it in affairs of state. But 
first, your leave, young Mistress Loma; I 
can not lay down legal maxims without aid 
of smoke.' 
• "He leaned against a willow-tree, and 
drawing from a gilded box a little dark 
thing like a stick, placed it between his lips, 
and then, striking a flint on steel, made fire 
and caught it upon touch-wood. With this 
he kindled the tip of the stick, until it glow-* 
ed with a ring of red, and then he breathed 
forth curls of smoke, blue and smelling on 
the air like spice. I had never seen this 
done before, though acquainted with tobao- 
co-pipes ; and it made me laugh, until I 
thought of the peril that must follow it. 

" ' Cousin, have no fear,' he said ; ' this 
makes me all the safer: they will take me 
for a glow-worm, and thee for the flower it 
shines upon. But to return — of law I learn- 
ed, as you may suppose, but little ; although 
I have capacities. But the thing was far too 
dull for me. All I care for is adventure^ 
moving chance, and hot encounter; there- 
fore all of law I learned was how to live 
without it. Nevertheless, for amusement's 
sake, as I must needs be at my desk an hour 
or so in the afternoon, I took to the sport- 
ing branch of the law, the pitfalls and the 
ambuscades ; and of all the traps to be laid 
therein, pedigrees are the rarest. There is 
scarce a man worth a cross of butter, but 
what you may find a hole in his shield with- 
in four generations. And so I struck oui 
own escutcheon, and it sounded hollow. 
There is a point — ^but heed not that ; enough 
that, being curious now, I followed up the 
quarry, and I am come to this at last — we, 
even we, the lords of Loch Awe, have an out- 
law for our cousin; and I would we had 
more, if they be like you.' 

" ' Sir,' I answered, being amused by his 
manner, which ^as new to me (for the 
Doones are much in earnest), 'surely you 
count it no disgi*ace to be of kin to Sir En- 
sor Doone, and all his honest family !' 

"'If it be ao,itia\\i\s^v\X!L\Xv^^«rs\swgae 
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est honor, and would beal ten holes in our 
escutcheon. What noble family but spriugs 
from a captain among robberd f Trade alone 
can spoil our blood ; robbery purifies it. The 
robbery of one age is the chivalry of the next. 
We may start anew, and vie with even the 
nobility of France, if we can once enroll but 
half the Doones upon our lineage.' 

" * I like not to hear you speak of the 
Doones as if they were no more than that/ 
I exclaimed, being now unreasonable ; ^ but 
will you tell me, once for all, sir, how you 
are my guardian V I 

" * That I will do. You are my ward be- 
cause you were my father's ward, under the 
Scottish law ; and now my father being so 
deaf, I have succeeded to that right — at 
least in my own opinion — under which 
claim I am here, to neglect my trust no long- 
er, but to lead you away from scones and 
deeds which (though of good repute and 
comely) are not the best for young gentle- 
women. There, spoke I not like a guardian f 
After that, can you mistrust me f ' 

" * But,' said I, 'good Cousin Alan (if I may 
so call you), it is not meet for young gentle- 
women to go away with young gentlemen, 
though fifty times their guardians. But if 
you will only come with me, and explain 
your tale to my grandfather, he will listen 
to you quietly, and take no advantage of 
you.' 

** ' I thank you much, kind Mistress Lorna, 
to lead the goose into the fox's den ! But, 
setting by all thought of danger, I have oth- 
er reasons against it. Now, come with your 
faithful guardian, child. I will pledge my 
honor against all harm, and to bear you 
safe to London. By the law of the realm, 
I am now entitled to the custody of your 
fair person, and of all your chattels.' 

" * But, sir, all that you have learned of 
law is how to live without it.' 

"'Fairly met, fair cousin mine! Your 
wit will do me credit, after a little sharpen- 
ing. And there is none to do that better 
than your aunt, my mother. Although she 
knows not of my coming, she is longing to 
wceive you. Come, and in a few months' 
time you shall ^et the mode at court, instead 
of pining here, and weaving coronals of dai- 
sies.' 

" I turned aside, and thought a little. Al- 
though he seemed so light of mind, and gay 
in dress and manner, I could not doubt his 
honesty, and saw beneath his jaunty air 
true mettle and ripe bravery. Scarce had 
I thought of his project twice, until he spoke 
of my aunt, his mother ; but then the form 
of my dearest friend, my sweet Aunt Sabina, 
seemed to come and bid me listen, for this 
was what she prayed for. Moreover, I felt 
(though not as now) that Doone Glen was 
no place for me or any proud young maiden. 
But while I thonght, the yellow lightning 
spread bebiml a bulk of clouds three times 



ere the flash was done, far off and void of 
thunder ; and from the pile of cloud before 
it, cut as from black paper, and lit to depths 
of blackness by the blaze behind it, a form 
as of an aged man, sitting in a chair loose- 
mantled, seemed to lift a hand and warn. 

" This minded me of my grandfather, and 
all the care I owed him. Moreover, now the 
storm was rising, and I began to grow afraid; 
for of all things a^wful to me thunder is the 
dreadfulest. It doth so growl, like a lion 
coming, and then so roll, and roar, and rum- 
ble, out of a thickening darkness, then crack 
like the last trump overhead, through cloven 
air and terror, that all my heart lies low and 
quivers, like a weed in water. I listened now 
for the distant rolling of the great black 
storm, and heard it and was hurried by it. 
But the youth before me waved his rolled 
tobacco at it, and drawled in his daintiest 
tone and manner — 

" ' The sky is having a smoke, I see, and 
dropping sparks, and grumbling. I should 
have thought these Exmoor hills too small 
to gather thunder.' 

"*I can not go, I will not go with yon, 
Lord Alan Brandir,' I answered, being vex- 
ed a little by those words of his. ' You are 
not grave enough for me, you are not old 
enough for me. My Aunt Sabina would not 
have wished it ; nor would I leave my grand- 
father, without his full permission. I thank 
you much for coming, sir ; but be gone at 
once by the way you came ; and pray how 
did you come, sir t' 

"'Fair cousin, yon will grieve for this; 
you will mourn, when yon can not mend it. 
I would my mother had been here; soon 
would she have persuaded you. And yet,' 
he added, with the smile of his accustomed 
gayety, ' it would have been an unco thing, 
as we say in Scotland, for her ladyship to 
have waited upon you, as her graceless so 
has done, and hopes to do again ere long 
Down the cliffs I came, and up them I mns 
make way back again. Now adieu, &K 
Cousin Lorna, I ^ you are in haste to 
night ; but I am right proud of my gu; 
ianship. Give me just one flower for toke 
— here he kissed his hand to me, and I thre 
him a truss of woodbine — ^ adieu, fair co 
in, trust me well, I will soon be here agai 

" * That thou never shalt, sir,' cried a vo 
as loud as a culverin ; and Carver Doone 
Alan Brandir as a spider hath a fly. 1 
boy made a little shriek at first, with 
sudden shock and the terror; then he I< 
ed, methought, ashamed of himself, anA- 
his face to fight for it. Very bravely 
strove and struggled to free one arm 
grasp his sword ; but as well might 
fant buried alive attempt to lift his 
stone. Carver Doone, with his great 
wrapped around the e^m gay body, 
(as I saw by the flash firom heaven) ari^ 
poor yoang face tamed np to him ; tho: 
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•a nurse bears off a child who is loath to go 
t-o bed) be lifted the youth from his feet, and 
bore bim away into the darkness. 

''I was young then. I am older now; 
dder by ten years, in thought, although it 
is not a twelvemonth since. If that black 
deed wore done again, I could follow, and 
could combat it — could throw weak arms 
on the murderer, and strive to be murdered 
also. I am now at home with violence ; and 
no dark death surprises me. 

'^But, being as I was that night, the 
horror overcame me. The Orash of thun- 
der overhead, the last despairing look, the 
death-piece framed with blaze of lightning 
—my young heart was so affrighted that I 
could not gasp. My breath went from me, 
and I knew vot where I was, or who, or 
what. Only that I lay, and cowered, under 
great trees full of thunder ; and could nei- 
ther count, nor moan, nor have my feet to 
help me. 

" Yet bearkeni ng, as a coward does, through 
the brushing of the wind, and echo of far 
noises, I beard a sharp sound as of iron, and 
a fall of heavy wood. No unmanly shriek 
came with it, neither cry for mercy. Carver 
Boone knows what it was ; and so did Alan 
Brandir." 

Here Lorna Doone could tell no more, be- 
ing overcome with weeping. Only through 
her tears she whispered, as a thing too bad 
to tell, that she had seen that giant Carver, 
in a few days afterward, smoking a little 
round brown stick, like those of her poor 
cousin. I could not press her any more 
^th questions, or for clearness ; although I 
longed very much to know whether she had 
spoken of it to her grandfather or the Coun- 
^lor. But she was now in such condition, 
tK)th of mind and body, from the force of her 
^^n fear multiplied by telling it, that I did 
hothiug more than coax her, at a distance 
*iUmbly ; and so that she could see that some 
®>ie was at least afraid of her. This (al- 
though I knew not women in those days, as 
^ow I do, and never shall know much of it), 
*^i8, 1 say, so brought her round, that all her 
f©ar was now for me, and how to get me safe- 
ty off, without mischance to any one. And 
?<H)th to say, in spite of longing just to see 
*f Master Carver could have served me such 
^ trick, as it grew toward the dusk, I was 
^ot best pleased to be there ; for it seemed 
^ lawless place, and some of Loma's fright 
•taid with me as I talked it away from her. 



CHAPTER XXII. 

A LONG SPRING MONTH. 

After hearing that tale from Lorna, I 
^ent home in sorry spirits, having added 
*<aar for her, and misery about, to all my 
^ther ailments. And was it not quite cer- 



tain now that she, being owned full cousin 
to a peer and lord of Scotland (although 
he was a dead one), must have naught to 
do with me, a yeoman's son, and bound to 
be the father of mord yeomen f I had 
been very sorry when first I heard about 
that poor young popipjay, and would glad- 
ly have fought hard for him ; but now it 
struck me that after all he had no right to 
be there, prowling (as it were) for Lorna, 
without any invitation: and we farmers 
love not trespass. Still, if I had seen the 
thing, I must have tried to save him. 

Moreover, I was greatly vexed with my 
own hesitation, stupidity, or shyness, or 
whatever else it was, which had held me 
back from saying, ere she told her story, 
what was in my heart to say, videlicet, that 
I must die unless she let me love her. Not 
that I was fool enough to think that she 
would answer me according to my liking, or 
begin t^ care about me for a long time yet ; 
if indeed she ever should, which I hardly 
dared to hope. But that I had heard from 
men more skillful in the matter that it is 
wise to be in time, that so the maids may 
begin to think, when they know that they 
are thought of. And, to tell the truth, I 
had bitter fears, on account of her wondrous 
beauty, lest some young fellow of higher 
> birth, and finer parts and finish, might steal 
in before poor me, and cut me out altogeth- 
er. Thinking of which, I used to double my 
great fist, without knowing it, and keep it 
in my pocket ready. 

But the worst of all was this, that in my 
great dismay and anguish to see Lorna weep- 
ing so, I had promised not to cause her any 
further trouble from anxiety and fear of 
harm. And this, being brought to practice, 
meant that I was not to show myself with- 
in the precincts of Glen Doone for at least 
another month. Unless indeed (as I con- 
trived to edge into the agreement) any thing 
should happen to increase her present trou- 
ble and every day's uneasiness. In that case, 
she was to throw a dark mantle, or covering 
of some sort, over a large white stone which 
hung within the entrance to her retreat — I 
mean the outer entrance — and which, though 
unseen from the valley itself, was (as I had 
observed) conspicuous from the height where 
I stood with Uncle Reuben. 

Now, coming home so sad and weary, ye^ 
trying to console myself with the thought 
that love o'erleapeth rank, and must still 
be lord of all, I found a shameful thing go- 
ing on, which made me very angry. For it 
needs must happen that young Marwood de 
Whichehalse, only son of the Baron, riding 
home that very evening, from chasing of / 
the Exmoor bustards, with his hounds and 
serving -men, should take the short cut 
through our farm-yard, and being dry from 
his exercise, should come and ask for drink. 
And it needa ukvx&tt Yk&Y^^ ^^^^^^ ^^ >^^c^&x^ 
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should be none to give it to him bnt my sis- 
ter Annie. I moro than suspect that he had 
heard some report of our Annie's comeliness^ 
and had a mind to satisfy himself upon the 
sabject. Now, as he took the large ox-horn 
of our qnarantine-apple cider (which we al- 
ways keep apart from the rest, being too 
good except for the quality ), he let his fin- 
gers dwell on Annie's, by some sort of acci- 
denty while he lifted his beaver gallantly, 
and gazed on her face in the light from the 
west. Then what did Annie do (as she her- 
self told me afterward) but make her very 
best courtesy to him, being pleased that he 
was pleased with her, while she thought 
what a fine young man he was, and so much 
breeding about him ! And in truth he was 
a dark, handsome fellow, hasty, reckless, 
and changeable, with a look of sad destiny 
in his black eyes that would make any wom- 
an pity him. What he was thinking of 
our Annie is not for me to 'say, although I 
may think that you could not have found 
another such maiden on Exmoor, except (of 
course) my Lorna. 

Though young Squire Marwood was so 
thirsty, he spent much time over his cider, 
or at any rate over the ox-horn, and be made 
many bows to Annie, and drank health to 
all the family, and spoke of me as if I had 
been his very best friend at Blundell's; 
whereas he knew well enough all the time 
that we had naught to say to one another ; 
he being three years older, and therefore of 
course disdaining me. But while he was 
casting about, perhaps, for some excuse to 
stop longer, and Annie was beginning to fear 
lest mother should come after her, or Eliza 
be at the window, or Betty up in pigs' house, 
suddenly there came up to them, as if from 
the very heart of the earth, that long, low, 
hollow, mysterious sound which I spoke of 
in the winter. 

The young man started in his saddle, let 
the horn fall on the horse-steps, and gazed 
all around in wonder ; while as for Annie, 
she turned like a ghost, and tried to slam 
the door, but failed through the violence of 
her trembling ; for never till now had any 
one heard it so close at hand (as you might 
say), or in the mere fall of the twilight. 
And hy this time there was no man, at least 
in our parish, but knew — for the Parson 
himself had told us so — ^that it was the dev- 
il groaning because the Doones were too 
many for him. 

Marwood de Whichehalse was not so 
alarmed but what he saw a fine opportunity. 
He leaped from his horse, and laid hold of 
dear Annie in a highly comforting manner ; 
and she never would tell us about it (being 
80 shy and modest), whether in breathing 
his comfort to her he tried to take some 
from her pure lips. I hope he did not, be- 
cause that to me would seem not the deed of 
a^eDtJ^moD, and he was of good old family. 



At this very moment, who should come in 
to the end of the passage n{>on them but the 
heavy writer of these doings, I, John Eidd 
myself, and walking the faster, it may be, 
on account of the noise I mentioned. I en- 
tered the house with some wrath upon me 
at seeing the gazehounds in the yard ; for it 
seems a cruel thing to me to harass the birds 
in the breeding-time. And to my amaze- 
ment there I saw Squire Marwood among 
the milk-pans with his arm around our 
Annie's waist, and Annie all blushing ^nd 
coaxing him off, for she was not come to 
scold yet. 

Perhaps I was wrong ; Qod knows, and if 
I was, no doubt I shall pay for it ; but I gave 
him the flat of my hand on his head, and 
down he went in the thick of the milk-paus. 
He would have had my fist, I doubt, but for 
having been at school with me ; and after 
that it is like enough he would never have 
spoken another word. As it was, he lay 
stunned, with the cream running on him; 
while I took poor Annie up and carried her 
in to mother, who had heard the noise and 
was frightened. 

Concerning this matter I asked no more, 
bnt held myself ready to bear it out in any 
form convenient, feeling that I had done my 
duty, and cared not for the consequence; 
only for several days dear Annie seemed 
frightened rather than gratefuL But the 
oddest result of it was that Eliza, who had 
so despised me, and made very rude verses 
about me, now came trying to sit on my 
knee, and kiss me, and give me the best of 
the pan. However, I would not allow it, 
because I hate sudden changes. 

Another thing also astonished me — ^name- 
ly, a beautiful letter from Marwood de Which- 
ehalse himself (sent by a groom soon after- 
ward), in which he apologized to me, as if I 
had been his equal, for his rudeness to my 
sister, which was not intended in the least, 
but came of their common alarm at the mo- 
ment, and his desire to comfort her. Also 
he begged permission to come and see me, 
as an old school-fellow, and set every thing 
straight between us, as should be among hon- 
est Blundelites. 

All this was so different to my idea of fight- 
ing out a quarrel, when once it is upon a man, 
that I knew not what to make of it, but bowed 
to higher breeding. Only one thing I resolved 
upon, that come when he would he should 
not see Annie. And to do my sister justice, 
she had no desire to see him. 

However, I am too easy, there is no doubt 
of that, being very quick to forgive a man, 
and very slow to suspect, unless he hath once 
lied to me. Moreover, as to Annie, it had al- 
ways seemed to me (much against my wishes) 
that some shrewd love of a waiting sort was 
between her and Tom Faggus : and though 
Tom had made his fortune now, and every 
body respected him, of course he was not to 
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be compared, in that point of respectability, 
with those people who hanged the robbers 
when fortune turned against them. 

So youDg Squire Marwood came again, as 
though I bad never smitten him, and spoke 
of it in as light a way as if we were still at 
school together. It was not in my nature, 
of course, to keep any anger against him ; 
and I knew what a condescension it was for 
hun to visit us. And it is a very grievous 
thing, which touches small land-owners, to 
see an ancient family day by day decaying : 
and when we heard that Ley Barton itself, 
and all the Manor of Lynton, were under a 
heavy mortgage debt to John Levering, of 
Weare-Gifford, there was not much, in our 
little way that we would not gladly do or 
suffer for the benefit of De Whichehalse. 

Meanwhile the work of the farm was to- 
ward, and every day gave us more ado to 
dispose of what itself was doing. For after 
the long dry, skeltering wind of March and 
part of April, there had been a fortnight of 
soft wet ; and when the sun came forth again, 
hill and valley, wood and meadow, could not 
make enough of him. Many a spring have 
I seen since then, but never yet two springs 
alike, and never one so beautiful. Or was 
it that my love came forth and touched the 
world with beauty t 

The spring was in our valley now, creep- 
ing first for shelter shyly in the pause of the 
blnstering wind. ^ There the lambs came 
bleating to her, and the orchis lifted up, and 
the thin dead leaves of clover lay for the new 
ones to spring through. Then the stiffest 
things that sleep, the stubby oak, and the 
Baplin'd beech, dropped their brown defiauce 
to her, and prepared for a soft reply. While 
her overeager children (who had started 
forth to meet her, through the frost and show- 
w of sleet), catkin'd hazel, gold-gloved withy, 
youthful elder, and old woodbine, with all 
the tribe of good hedge^limbers (who must 
hasten while haste they may) — was there 
one of them that did not claim the merit of 
wming first t 

There she staid and held her revel, as soon 
tt the fear of frost was gone ; all the air was 
a fount of freshness, and the earth of glad- 
oofls, and the laughing waters ptattled of 
the kmdness of the sun. 

But all this mode it much harder for us, 
plying the hoe and rake, to keep the fields 
Jith room upon them for the com to tiller. 
The winter wheat was well enough, being 
sturdy and strong -sided; but the spring 
wheat and the barley and the oats were over- 
do by ill weeds growing fSaster. Therefore, 
** the old saying is, 

"Farmer, that thy wife may thrive, 
Let not ban* and bardock wive ; 
And if then wonldst keep thy son, 
Sec that bine and gith have none.'* 

8® We were compelled to go down the field 
And np it, striking in and out with cave 



where the green blades hung together, so 
that each had space to move in and to spread 
its roots abroad. And I do assure you now, 
though yon may not believe me, it was hard- 
er work to keep John Fry, Bill Dadds, and 
Jem Blocomb all in a line, and all moving 
nimbly to the tune of my own tool, than it 
was to set out in the morning alone, and hoe 
half an acre by dinner-time. For, instead 
of keeping the good ash moving, they would 
forever be finding something to look at or to 
speak of, or at any rate to stop with ; blam- 
ing the shape of their tools, perhaps, or talk- 
ing about other people's afilairs ; or what was 
most irksome of all to me, taking advantage 
us maiTied men, and whispering jokes of no 
excellence about my having, or having not, 
or being ashamed of a sweetheart. And this 
went so far at last, that I was forced to take 
'two of them and knock their heads together ; 
after which they worked with a better will. 

When we met together in the evening 
round the kitchen chimney-place, after the 
men had had their supper and their heavy 
boots were gone, my mother and Eliza would 
do their very utmost to learn what I was 
thinking of. Not that we kept any fire 
now, after the crock was emptied ; but that 
we loved to see the ashes cooling, and to be 
together. At these times Annie would nev- 
er ask me any crafty questions (as Eliza 
did), but would sit with her hair untwined, 
and one hand underneath her chin, some- 
times looking softly at me, as much as to 
say that she knew it all, and I was no worse 
off than she. But strange to say, my moth- 
er dreamed not, even for an instant, that it 
was possible for Annie to be tliiuking of 
such a thing. She was so very good and 
quiet, careful of the linen, and clever about 
the cookery and fowls and bacon -curing, 
that people used to laugh, and say she 
would never look at a bachelor until her 
mother ordered her. But I (perhaiis from 
my own condition and the sense of what it 
was) felt no certainty about this, and even 
had another opinion, as was said before. 

Often I was much inclined to speak to her 
about it, and put her on her guard against 
the approaches of Tom Faggus ; but I could 
not find how to begin, and feared to make 
a breach between us ; knowing that if her 
mind was set, no words of mine would al- 
ter it ; although they needs must grieve her 
deeply. Moreover, I felt that in this case 
a certain homely Devonshire proverb would 
come home to me ; that one, I mean, which 
reoorda that the crock was calling the ket- 
tle smutty. Not, of course, that I compared 
my innocent maid to a highwayman ; but 
that Annie might think her worse, and 
would be too apt to do so, if indeed she 
loved Tom Faggus. And our cousin Tom, 
by this time, was living a quiet and godly 
life; having retired almost from the trade 
(ezoept when he needed ^xfiiti^a^&x^ ^x ^Ksssa 
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across puMic ofiQcers), and having won the es- 
teem of all whose purses were in his power. 

Perhaps it is needless for me to say that 
all this time, while my month was running 
—or rather crawling, for never month went 
so slow as that with me — ^neither weed, nor 
seed, nor cattle, nor my own mother's anx- 
iety, nor any care for my sister, kept me 
from looking once every day, and even twice 
on a Sunday, for any sign of Lorna. For 
my heart was ever weary ; in the hudding 
valleys, and by the crystal waters, looking 
at the lambs in fold, or the heifers on the 
bill, laboring in trickled furrows, or among 
the beaded blades ; halting fresh to see the 
sun lift over the golden-vapored ridge; or 
doffing hat, from sweat of brow, to watch 
him sink in the low gray sea; be it as it 
would of day, of work, of night, or slumber, 
it was a weary heart I bore, and fear was 
on the brink of it. 

All the beauty of the spring went for hap- 
py men to think of; all the increase of the 
year was for other eyes to mark. Not a 
sign of any sunrise for me from my fount of 
life ; not a breath to stir the dead leaves fall- 
en on my heart's spring. 



CHAPTER XXIII. 

A ROYAL IKVITATION. 

Although I had, for the most part, so 
very stout an appetite that none but moth- 
er saw any need of encouraging me to eat, I 
could only manage one true good meal in a 
day, at the time I speak of. Mother was 
in despair at this, and tempted me with. the 
whole of the rack, and even talked of send- 
ing to Pollock for a druggist who came 
there twice in a week ; and Annie spent all 
her time in cooking ; and even Lizzie sang 
songs to me ; for she could sing very sweet- 
ly. But my conscience told me that Betty 
Mnxworthy had some reason upon her side. 

*' Latt the young ozebird aloun, zay I. 
Makk zuch ado about un, wi' hogs'-puddens, 
and hock-bitS; and lambs'-mate, and whaten 
bradd indade, and brewers' ale avore dinner- 
time, and her not to zit wf no winder aupen 
— -draive me mad *e doo, the lot ov'ee, zuch 
a passel of voouls. Do' un good to starve a 
bit, and takk zome on's wackedness out ov 
tm."' 

But mother did not see it so; and she 
dven sent for Nicholas Snowe to bring his 
three daughters with him, and have ale and 
cake in the parlor, and advise about what 
the bees were doing, and when a swarm 
might be looked for. Being vexed about 
this, and having to stop at home nearly half 
the evening, I lost good manners so much 
as to ask him (even in our own house!) what 
he meant by not mending the swing-hurdle 
where the Lynn stream flows from our land 



into his, and which he is bonnd to maintain. 
But he looked at me in a superior manner, 
and said, ^> Business, yonng man, in business 
time." 

I had other reason for being vexed with 
Farmer Nicholas Just now, viz., that I had 
heard a rumor, after church, one Sunday — 
when most of all we sorrow over the sins of* 
one another — that Master Nicholas Snowe 
had been seen to gaze tenderly at my moth- 
er, during a passage of the sermon, wherein 
the parson spoke well and warmly about the 
duty of Christian love. • Now, putting on© 
thing with another, about the bees, and 
about some diicks, and a bullock with a 
broken knee-cap, I more than suspected that 
Farmer Nicholas was casting sheep's eyes 
at my mother ; not only to save all further 
trouble in the matter of the hurdle, but to 
^override me altogether upon the difficult 
question of damming. And I knew quite 
well that John Fry's wife never came to 
help at the washing without declaring that 
it was a sin for a well-looking woman like 
mother, with plenty to live on, and only 
three children, to keep all the farmers for 
miles around so unsettled in their minds 
about her. Mother used to answer, ^^ Oh fle, 
Mistress Fry ! be good enough to mind your 
own business." But we always saw that 
she smoothed her apron, and did her hair np 
afterward, and that Mistress Fry went home 
at night with a cold pig's foot or a bowl of 
dripping. 

Therefore, on that veiy night, as I could 
not well speak to mother about it, without 
seeming nndutiful, after lighting the three 
young ladies — for so in sooth they called 
themselves — all the way home with our sta- 
ble-lantem, I begged good leave of Farmer 
Nicholas (who had hung some way behind 
us) to say a word in private to him before 
he entered his own house. 

" Wi' all the plaisure in laife, my zon," he 
answered, very graciously, thinking perhaps 
that I was prepared to speak concerning 
Sally. 

"Now, Farmer Nicholas Snowe," I said, 
scarce knowing how to begin it, " yon must 
promise not to be vexed with me, for what 
I am going to say to you." 

" Vaxed wi' thee ! Noo, noo, my lad. I 
'ave a-knowed thee too long for that. And 
thy veyther were my best friend, avore thee. 
Never wronged his neighbors, never spak an 
unkind word, never had no maneness in him. 
Tuk a vancy to a nice young 'ooman, and 
never kep her in doubt about it, though 
there wadn't mooch to zettle on her. Spak 
his maind laike a man, he did; and right 
happy he were wP her. Ah, well-a-dayl 
Ah, God knoweth best. I never shall zee 
his laike again. And he were the best judge 
of a dung-heap anywhere in this county." 

" Well, Master Snowe," I answered him, 
" it is very handsome of you to say so. And 
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now I am going to be like my' fatber^ I am 
going to speak my miud.'' 

^* Baigbt tbere, lad ; raigbt enough, I reck- 
on. Us has bad enough of pralimbiuary.'' 

"Tben what I want to say is this — I 
won't have any one courting my mother." 

" Coortin* of thy mother, lad f " cried Farm- 
er Snowe, with as much amazement as if the 
thing were impossible ; " why, who ever bath 
been dooin* of it ?" 

" Yes, courting of my mother, sir. And 
you know best who comes doing it." 

"Wull, wuU! What will boys be up to 
nextf Zhud a' thought herzelf wor the 
proper judge. No thank ee*, lad, no need of 
thy light. Know the wai to my own door, 
at laste ; and have a raight to goo there." 
And he shut me out without so much as of- 
fering me a driuk of cidier. 

The next afternoon, when work was over, 
I had seen to the horses, for now it was fool- 
ish to trust John Fry, because he bad so 
many children, and his wife had taken to 
scolding; and just as I was saying to my- 
self that in five days more my month would 
be done, and myself free to seek Lorua, a 
man came riding up from the ford where 
the road goes through the Lynn stream. 
As soon as I 8a\7 that it was not Tom Fag- 
gns, I went no farther to meet him, count- 
ing that it must be some traveler bound for 
Brendon or Cheritou, and likely enough he 
would come and beg for a draught of milk 
or cider ; and then on again, after asking 
the way. 

But instead of that, he stopped at our 
gate, and stood up from bis saddle, and hal- 
looed as if he were somebody ; and all the 
time he was flourishing a white thing in 
the air, like the bands our parson weareth. 
80 I crossed the court-yard to speak with 
him. 

" Service of the King !" he saith ; " service 
of our lord the King! Come hither, thou 
great yokel, at risk of fine aud imprison- 
ment." 

Although not pleased with this, I went 
to him, as became a loyal man ; quite at my 
leisure, however, for there is no man born 
who can hurry me, though I hasten foi' any 
woman. 

" Plover Barrows farm I" said he ; " God 
only knows how tired I be. Is there, any- 
where in this cursed county a cursed place 
called * Plover Barrows fannt' For last 
twenty mile at least they told me 'twere 
only half a mile farther, or only just round 
comer. Now tell me that, and I fain would 
thwack thee, if thou wert not thrice my 
size." 

" Sir," I replied) " you shall not have the 
trouble. This is Plover Barrows farm, and 
you are kindly welcome. Sheep's kidneys 
18 for supper, and the ale got bright from 
the tapping. But why do you think ill of 
'^t We like not to be cursed so." 



" Nay, I think no ill," he said ; " sheep's 
kidneys is good, uncommon good, if they do 
them without burning. But I be so galled 
in the saddle ten days, and never a comely 
meal of it. And when they hear ^ King's 
service' cried, they give me the worst of ev- 
ery thing. All the way down from London, 
I had a rogue of a fellow in front of me, eat- 
ing the fat of the land before me, and ev 
ery one bowing down to him. He could 
go three miles to my one, though he never 
changed his horse. He might have robbed 
me at any minute, if I had been worth the 
trouble. A red mare he rideth, strong in 
the loins, and pointed quite small in the 
head. I shall live to see him hanged yet." 

All this time he was riding across the 
straw of our court-yard, getting his weary 
legs out of the leathers, aud almost afraid 
to stand yet. A coarse-grained, hard-faced 
man he was, some forty years of age or so, 
and of middle height and stature. He was 
dressed in a dark brown riding -suit, none 
the better for Exmoor mud, but fitting him 
very difierently from the fashion of our tai- 
lors. Across the holsters lay his cloak, made 
of some red skin, aud shining from the 
sweating of the horse. As I looked down on 
his stiff bright head-piece, small quick eyes, 
aud black needly beard, he seemed to de- 
spise me (too much, as I thought) for a mere 
ignoramus and country bumpkin. 

"Annie, have down the cut ham," I 
shouted, for my sister was come to the door 
by chance, or because of the sound of a horse 
in the road, " and cut a few rashers of hung 
deer's meat. There is a gentleman come to 
sup, Annie. And fetch the hops out of the 
tap with a skewer, that it may run more 
sparkling." 

" I wish I may go to a place never meant 
for me," said my new friend, now wiping 
his mouth with the sleeve of his brown rid- 
ing- coat, "if ever I fell among such good 
folk. You are the right sort, and no error 
therein. All this shall go in your favor 
greatly, when I make deposition. At least, 
I mean, if it be as good in the eating as in 
the hearing. 'Tis a supper quite fit for Tom 
Faggus himself, the man who hath stolen 
my victuals so. And that hung deer's meat, 
now is it of the red deer running wild in 
these parts f " 

" To be sure it is, sir," I answered ; "where 
should we get any <:^ther f " 

" Right, right, you are right, my son. I 
have beard that the flavor is marvelous. 
Some of them came and scared me so, in the 
fog of the morning, that I hungered for them 
ever since. Ha, ha, I saw their haunches. 
But the young lady will not forget — art 
sure she will not forget it?" 

" You may trust her to forget nothing, sir, 
that may tempt a guest to his comfort." 

" In faith, then, I will leave my horse in 
your hands, and be off foi: vt. '^^ >3Qfc 
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pleasure of the month is in the nose before- 
hand. Bat stay, almost I forgot my busi- 
ness, in the hurry which thy tongue hath 
spread through my lately despairiug belly* 
Hungry I am, and sore of body, from my 
heels right upward, and sorest in front of 
my doublet; yet may I not rest nor bite 
barley-bread until I have seen and touched 
John Ridd. God grant that he be not far 
away ; I must eat my saddle, if it be so.'' 

"Have no fear, good sir," I answered; 
^ you have seen and touched John Ridd. I 
am he, and not oue likely to go beneath a 
bushel." 

"It would take a large bushel to hold 
thee, John Ridd. In the name of the King, 
His Majesty, ChaHes the Second, these pres- 
ents !" 

He touched me with the white thing which 
I had first seen him waving, and which I 
now beheld to be sheep-skin, such as they 
call parchment. It was tied across with 
cord, and fastened down in every comer 
with unsightly dabs of wax. By order of 
the messenger (for I was overfrightened 
uow to think of doing any thing), I broke 
enough of seals to keep an Easter ghost 
from rising; and there I saw my name in 
large ; God grant such another shock may 
never befall me in my old age. 

" Read, my son ; read, thou great fool, if 
indeed thou canst read," said the officer, 
to encourage me ; " there is nothing to kill 
thee, boy, and my supper will be spoiling. 
Stare not at me so, thou fool ; thou art big 
enough to eat me ; read, read, read." 

" If you please, sir, what is your name f ' 
I asked : though why I asked him I know 
not, except from fear of witchcraft. 

" Jeremy Stickles is my name, lad ; noth- 
ing more than a poor apparitor of the wor- 
shipful Court of King's Bench. And at this 
moment a starving one, and no supper for 
me unless thou wilt read." 

Being compelled in this way, I read pretty 
nigh as follows ; not that I give the whole 
of it, but only the gist and the emphasis : 

" To our good subject, John Ridd, etc." — 
describing me ever so much better than I 
knew myself — " by these presents, greeting. 
These are to require thee, in the name of 
our lord the King, to appear in person be- 
fore the Right Worshipful the Justices of 
His Majesty's Bench at Westminster, laying 
aside all thine own business, and there to 
deliver such evidence as is within thy cog- 
nizance, touching certain matters whereby 
the peace of our said lord the King, and the 
well-being of this realm, is, are, or other- 
wise may be impeached, impugned, imper- 
iled, or otherwise detrimented. As witness 
these presents." And then there were four 
seals, and then a signatnre I oould not make 
out, only that it began with a J, and ended 
with some other writing, done almost in a 
eircla, Underneath was added in a different 
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handwriting, " Charges will be borne. The 
matter is full urgent." 

The messenger watched me while I read 
so much as I could read of it ; and he seem- 
ed well pleased with my surprise, because 
he had expected it. Then, not knowing 
what else to do, I looked again at the cov' 
er, and on the top of it I saw, " Ride, Ride, 
Ride ! On His Gracious Majesty's business; 
spur and spare not." 

It may be supposed by all who know me, 
that I was taken hereupon with such a gid- 
diness in my head and noisiness in my ears, 
that I was forced to hold by the crook driven 
in below the thatch for holding of the hay- 
rakes. There was scarcely any sense left in 
me, only that the thing was come by power 
of Mother Melldrum, because I despised her 
warning, and had again sought Loma. But 
the officer was grieved for me, and the dan- 
ger to his supper. 

"My son, be not afraid," he said; "we 
are not going to skin thee. Only thou tell 
all the truth, and it shall be — but never 
mind, I will tell thee all about it, and how 
to come out harmless, if I find thy victuals 
good, and no delay in serving them." 

"We do our best, sir, without bargain," 
said I, " to please our visitors." 

But when my mother saw that parchment 
(for we could not keep it from her^ she fell 
away into her favorite bed of stock gilly- 
flowers, which she had been tending ; and 
when we brought her round again, did noth- 
ing but exclaim against the wickedness of 
the age and people. " It was useless to tell 
her ; she knew what it was, and so should 
all the parish know. The King had heard 
what her son was, how sober, and quiet, and 
diligent, and the strongest young man in 
England; and being himself such a repro- 
bate — God forgive her for saying so — he 
could never rest till he got poor Johnny, 
and made him as dissolute as himself. And 
if he did that " — ^here mother went off into 
a fit of crying ; and Annie minded her face, 
while Lizzie saw that her gown was in 
comely order. 

But the character of the King improved, 
when Master Jeremy Stickles (being really 
moved by the look of it, and no bad man 
after all) laid it clearly before my mother 
that the King on his throne was unhap- 
py, until he had seen John Ridd. That the 
fame of John had gone so far, and his size, 
and all his virtues — ^that verily by the God 
who made him, the King was overcome with 
it. 

Then mother lay back in her garden-chair, 
and smiled upon the whole of us, and most 
of all on Jeremy ; looking only shyly on me, 
and speaking through some break of tears. 
"His Majesty shall have my John; His Maj- 
esty is very good : but only for a fortnight. I 
want no titles for him. Johnny is enough for 
me ; and Master John for the working-men.'' 
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Now, though my mother was so willing 
thut I should go to London, expecting great 
promotion and high glory for me, I myself 
was deeply gone into the pit of sorrow. For 
what would Loma think of me f Here was 
the long month just expired, after worlds 
of waiting ; there would be her lovely self, 
peeping softly down the glen, and fearing to 
encourage me; yet there would be nobody 
else, and what an insult to her f Dwelling 
npou this, and seeing no chance of escape 
from it, I could not find one wink of sleep ; 
though Jeremy Stickles (who slept close by) 
snored loud enough to spare me some. For 
I felt myself to be, as it were, in a place of 
Bome importance ; in a situation of trust, I 
may say ; and bound not to depart from it. 
For who could tell what the King might 
have to say to me about the Doones — and I 
felt that they were at the bottom of this 
strange appearance — or what his Majesty 
might think, if after receiving a message 
from him (trusty under so many seals), I 
were to violate his faith in me as a church- 
warden's son, and falsely spread his words 
abroad? 

Perhaps I was not wise in building such a 
wall of scruples. Nevertheless, all that was 
there, and weighed upon me heavily. And 
ftt last I made up my mind to this, that even 
Loma must not know the reason of my go- 
ing, neither any thing about it ; but that she 
might know I was gone a long way from 
home, and perhaps be sorry for it. Now 
how was I to let her know even that much 
of the matter, without breaking compact f 

Pnzzling on this, I fell asleep, after the 
proper time to get up ; nor was I to be ^mdcu 
ftt breakfast-time ; and mother (being quite 
strange to that) was very uneasy about it. 
But Master Stickles assured her that the 
King's writ often had that e£fect, and the 
symptom was a good one. 

"Now, Master Stickles, when must we 
start t" I asked him, as be lounged in the 
yard gazing at our turkey poults picking 
ftndrnnning in the sun to the tune of their 
fether's gobble. "Your horse was greatly 
foundered, sir, and is hardly fit for the road 
to^y; and Smiler was sledding yesterday 
aU np the higher Cleve; and none of the 
^t can carry me." 

"In a few more years,'' replied the King's 
officer, contemplating me with much satis- 
faction ; " 'twill be a cruelty to any horse to 
pnt thee on his back, John." 

Master Stickles, by this time, was quite 
familiar with us, calling me "Jack," and 
Blisa <' Lizzie," and what I liked the least 
of all, our pretty Annie "Nancy." 

"Iliat will be as God pleases, sir," I an- 
swered him, rather sharply ; " and the horse 
that suffers will not be thine. But I wish 
to know when we must start upon our long 
travel to London town. I peroeiva that 

6 



the matter is of great dispatch an& or* 
gency." 

" To be sure, so it is, my son. But I see 
a yearling turkey there, him I mean with 
the hop in his walk, who (if I know aught 
of fowls) would roast well to-morrow. Thy 
mother must have preparation: it is no 
more than reasonable. Now, have that tnr« 
key killed to-night Cfor his fatness makes 
me long for him), an j we will have him for 
dinner to-morrow, with, perhaps, one of his 
brethren; and a few more collops of red 
deer's flesh for sup]^r ; and then on the Fri- 
day morning, with the grace of God, we will 
set our faces to the road, upon His Majesty's 
business." 

"Nay, but good sir," I asked with some 
trembling, so eager was I to see Lorna ; " if 
His Majesty's business will keep till Friday, 
may it not kefep until Monday f We have 
a litter of sucking-pigs, excellently choice 
and white, six weeks old, come Friday. 
There be too many for the sow, and one 
of them needeth roasting. Think you not 
it would be a pity to leave the women to 
carve it ?" 

"My son Jack," replied Master Stickles, 
" never was I in such quarters yet : and God 
forbid that I should be so unthankful to 
him as to hurry away. And now I think 
on it, Friday is not a day upon which pious 
people love to commence an enterprise. I 
will choose the young pig to-morrow at 
noon, at which time they are wont to gam- 
bol ; and we will celebrate his birthday by 
carving him on Friday. After that we will 
gird our loins, and set forth early on Satur- 
day." 

Now this was little better to me than if 
we had set forth at once, Sunday being the 
very first day upon which it would be hon- 
orable for me to eiit'Cr Glen Doone. But 
though I tried every possible means with 
Master Jeremy Stickles, offering him the 
choice for dinner of every beast that was on 
the farm, he durst not put off our departure 
later than the Saturday. And nothing else 
but love of us and of our hospitality would 
have so persuaded him to remain with us 
till then. Therefore now my only chance 
of seeing Lomtk before I went lay in watch- 
ing from the cliff and espying her, or a sig- 
nal from her. 

This, however, I did in vain, until my eyes 
were weary, and often would delude them- 
selves with hope of what they ached for. 
But though I lay hidden behind the trees 
upon the crest of the stony fall, and waited 
so quiet that the rabbits and squirrels play* 
ed around me, and even the keen-eyed wea 
sel took me for a trunk of wood — ^it was all 
as one ; no cast of color changed the white 
stone, whose whiteness now was hateful to 
me ; nor did wreath or skirt of maiden break 
the loneliness of the vale. 
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CHAPTER XXIV. 

A SAFE PASS FOB KING'Q MESSENGER. 

A JOUKNET to London seemed to us in 
those by-gone days as hazardous and dark 
an adventure as oould be forced on any man. 
I mean, of course, a poor man ; for to a great 
nobleman with ever so many outriders, at- 
tendants, and retainers, the risk was not so 
great, unless the highwaymen knew of theii- 
coming beforehand, and so combined against 
them. To a poor man, however, the risk 
was not so much from those gentlemen of 
the road as from the more ignoble footpads, 
and the landlords of the lesser hostels, and 
the loose, unguarded soldiers, over and above 
the pitfalls and the quagmires of the way ; 
so that it was hard to settle, at the first out- 
going, whether a man were wise to pray 
more for his neck or for his head. 

Bnt nowadays it is very different. Not 
that highwaymen are scarce in this the 
reign of our good Queen Anne ; for in truth 
they thrive as well as ever, albeit they de- 
serve it not, being less upright aud courte- 
ous — but that the roads are much improved, 
and the growing use of stage-wagons (some 
of which will travel as much as forty miles 
in a summer day) has turned our ancient 
ideas of distance almost upside down ; and 
I doubt whether God be pleased with our 
flying so fast away from him. However, 
that is not my business ; nor does it lie in 
my mouth to speak very strongly upon the 
subject, seeing how much I myself have done 
toward making of roads upon Exmoor. 

To return to my story (and, in truth, I lose 
that road too often), it would have taken ten 
King's messengers to get me away from Plo- 
ver's Barrows without one good-bye to Lor- 
na, bnt for my sense of the trust and reli- 
ance which His Majesty had reposed in me. 
And now I felt most bitterly how the very 
arrangements which seemed so wise, and 
indeed ingenious, may by the force of events 
become our most fatal obstacles. For lo! 
I was blocked entirely from going to see 
Loma ; whereas we should have fixed it so 
that I as well might have the power of sig- 
naling my necessity. 

It was too late now to think of that ; aud 
80 I made up my mind at last to keep my 
honor on both sides, both to the King and 
to the maiden, although I might lose every 
thing except a heavy heart for it. And in- 
deed more hearts than mine were heavy; 
for when it came to the tug of parting, my 
mother was like, and so was Annie, to break 
down altogether. But I bade them be of 
good cheer, and smiled in the briskest man- 
ner upon them, and said that I should be 
back next week as one of His Majesty's great- 
est captains, and told them not to fear me 
then. Upon which they smiled at the idea 
of ever being afraid of me, whatever dress I 
might iiave on; and so I kissed my hand 



once more, and rode away very bravely. 
But bless your heart, I could no more have 
done so than flown all the way to Loudon 
if Jeremy Stickles had not been there. 

And not to take too much credit to myself 
in this matter, I mast confess that when we 
were come to the turn of the road where the 
moor begins, and whence yon see the last of 
the yard, and the ricks and the poultry round 
them, and can (by knowing the place) obtain 
a glance of the kitchen window under the 
walnut-tree, it went so hard with me Jost 
here that I even made pretense of a stone 
iu ancient Smiler's shoe, to dismount, and to 
bend my head a whUe. Then, knowing that 
those I had left behind would be watching 
to see the last of me, and might have false 
hopes of my coming back, I mounted again 
with all possible courage, and rode after 
Jeremy Stickles. 

Jeremy, seeing how much I was down, did 
his best to keep me up with jokes, and tales, 
and light discourse, until, before we had rid- 
den a league, I began to long to see the things 
he was describing. The air, the weather, and 
the thoughts of going to a wondrous place, 
added to the fine company — at least so Jere- 
my said it was — of a man who knew all Lour 
don, made me feel that I should be ungra- 
cious not to laugh a little. And being very 
simple then, I laughed no more a little, but 
somethiug quite considerable (though free 
from consideration), at the strange things 
Master Stickles told me, and his strange 
way of telling them. And so we became 
very excellent friends, for he was much 
pleased with my laughing. 

Not wishing to thrust myself more forward 
than need be in this narrative, I have scarce- 
ly thought it becoming or right to speak of 
my own adornments. But now, what with 
the brave clothes I had on, and the better 
ones still that were packed up in the bag be- 
hind the saddle, it is almost beyond me tio 
forbear saying that I must have looked very 
pleasing. And many a time I wished, going 
along, that Loma could only be here and 
there, watching behind a furze-bush, looking 
at me, and wondering how much my clothes 
had cost. For mother would have no stint iu 
the matter, but had assembled at our house, 
immediately upon knowledge of what was to 
be about London, every man known to be a 
good stitcher upon our side of Exmoor. And 
for three days they had worked their best, 
without stint of beer or cider, according to 
the constitution of each. The result, so they 
all declared, was such as to create adminh 
tion, and defy competition in Loudon. And 
to me it seemed that they were quite right ; 
though Jeremy Stickles turned up his nose, 
and feigned to be deaf iu the business. 

Now be that matter as you please — fev 
the point is not worth ^rguing^-certain it 
is that my appearance was better than 1% 
had been before. For being in the beste 
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olothee, one tries to look and to act (so £Bir 
as may be) np to the quality of them. Not 
only for the fear of soiling them, but that 
they enlarge a man's perception of his val- 
ue. And it strikes me that our sins arise, 
partly from disdain of others, but mainly 
from contempt of self, both working the de^ 
spite of Qod. But men of mind may not be 
measured by such paltry rule as this. 

By dinner-time we arrived at Porlock, and 
dined with my old friend, Master Pooke, now 
growing rich and portly. For though we 
bad plenty of victuals with us, we were not 
to begin upon them until all chance of vict- 
aaling among our j&iends was left behind. 
And during that first day we had no need 
to meddle with our store at all ; for, as had 
been settled before we left home, we lay that 
night at Dnnster in the house of a worthy 
tanner, first cousin to my mother, who re- 
ceived us very cordially, and undertook to 
return old Smiler to his stable at Plover's 
Barrows, after one day's rest. 

Thence we hired to Bridgewater; and 
from Bridgewater on to Bristowe, breaking 
tl^e journey between the two. But although 
the whole way was so new to me, and such a 
perpetual source of conflict, that the remem- 
brance still abides with me, as if it were but 
yesterday, I must not be so long in telling 
as it was in traveling, or yon will wish me 
farther; both because Lorna was nothing 
there, and also because a man in our neigh- 
borhood hath done the whole of it since 
my time, and feigns to think nothing of it. 
However, one thing, in common justice to a 
person who has been traduced, I am bound 
to mention. And this is, that being two of 
us, and myself of such magnitude, we never 
could have made our journey without either 
fight or running, but for the free pass which 
dear Annie, by some means (I know not 
what) had procured from Master F&ggus. 
And when I let it be known, by some hap, 
that I was the own cousin of Tom Faggus, 
and honored with his society, there was not 
a house upon the road but was proud to 
entertain me, in spite of my fellow-traveler 
bearing the rod badge of the King. 

^^ I will keep this close, my son Jack," he 
said, having stripped it off with a carving- 
knife; ^^your flag is the best to fly. The 
man who starved me on the way down, the 
same shall feed me fat going home." 

Therefore we pursued our way in ex- 
cellent condition, having thriven upon the 
credit of that very popular highwa3rman, 
and being surrounded with regrets that he 
^ left the profession, and sometimes beg- 
ged to intercede that he might help the loadL 
^ain. For all the landlords on the road 
decUted that now small ale was drunk, nor 
iDuch of spirits called for, because the farm- 
^58 need not prime to meet only common 
^ders, neither were these worth the while 
^ get drunk with afterward. Master Stick- 



les himself undertook, as an officer of the 
King's justices, to plead this case with Squire 
Faggus (as every body called him now), and 
to induce him, for the general good, to re- 
turn to his proper ministry. 

It was a long and weary journey, although 
the roads are wondrous good on the farther 
side of Bristowe, and scarcely any man need 
be bogged, if he keeps his eyes well open, 
save, perhaps, in Berkshire. In consequence 
of the pass we had, and the vintners' knowl- 
edge of it, we only met two public riders, 
one of whom made off straightway when he 
saw my companion's pistols and the stout 
carbine I bore; and the other came to a 
parley with us, and proved most kind and 
affable, when he knew himself in the pres- 
ence of the cousin of Squire Faggus. ** God 
save you, gentlemen," he cried, lifting his 
hat politely ; *^ many and many a happy day 
I have worked this road with him. Such 
times will never be again. But commend 
me to his love and prayers. King my name 
is, and King my nature. Say that, and none 
will harm you." And so he made off down 
the hill, being a perfect gentleman, and a 
very good horse he was riding. 

The night was falling very thick by the 
time we were come to Tyburn, and here the 
King's officer decided that it would be wise 
to halt; because the way was unsafe by 
night across the fields to Charing village. 
I for .my part was nothing loath, and pre- 
ferred to see London by daylight. 

And after all, it was not worth seeing, but 
a very hideous and dirty place, not at all 
like E^qnoor. Some of the shops were very 
fine, and the signs above the^ finer still, so 
that I was never weary of standing still to 
look at them. But in doing this there was 
no ease ; for before one could begin almost 
to make out the meaning of them, either 
some of the wayfarers would bustle, and 
scowl, and draw their swords, or the owner, 
or his apprentice-boys, would rush out and 
catch hold of me, crying, " Buy, buy, buy I 
What d'ye lack, what d'ye lack t Buy, buy, 
buy!" At first I mistook the meaning of 
this — for so we pronounce the word " boy " 
upon Exmoor — and I answered with some 
indignation, ^' Sirrah, I am no boy now, but 
a man of one-and-twenty years ; and as for 
lacking, I lack naught from thee, except what 
thou hast not — ^good manners." 

The only things that pleased me much 
were the river Thames, and the hall and 
church of Westminster, where there are 
brave things to be seen, and braver still to 
think about. But whenever I wandered in 
the streets, what with the noise the people 
made, the number of the coaches, the run- 
ning of the footmen, the swaggering of great 
courtiers, and the thrusting aside of every 
body, many and many a time I longed to 
be back among the sheep again, for fear of 
losing temper. The^ vict^ ^^<si«ai<^ \*i K5si8» 
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wall for me, as I took care to tell them, for 
I could stand without the wall, which per- 
haps was moTt than they could do. Though 
I said this with the hest intention, meaning 
no discourtesy, some of them were vexed at 
it ; and one young lord, being flushed with 
drink, drew his sword and made at me. But 
I struck it up with my holly stick, so that 
it flew on the roof of a house, then I took 
him by the belt with one hand, and laid 
him in the kennel. This caused some little 
disturbance ; but none of the rest saw fit to 
try how the matter might be with them. 

Now this being the year of our Lord 1683, 
more than nine years and a half since the 
death <}f my father, and the beginning of 
this history, all London was in a great fer- 
ment about the dispute between the Court 
of the King and the City. The King, or 
rather perhaps his party (for they said that 
His Majesty cared for little except to have 
plenty of money and spend it), was quite re- 
solved to be supreme in the appointment of 
the chief officers of the corporation. But 
the citizens maintained that (under their 
charter) this right lay entirely with them- 
selves ; upon which a writ was issued against 
them for forfeiture of their charter ; and the 
qaestion was now being tried in the court 
of His M^jesty^s bench. 

This seemed to occupy all the attention 
of the Judges, and my case (which had ap- 
peared so urgent) was put off from time to 
time, while the court and the city contend- 
ed. And so hot was the conflict and hate 
between the&n, that a sheriff had been fined 
by the King in £100,000, and a former lord 
mayor had even been sentenced to the pil- 
lory, because he would not swear falsely. 
Hence the courtiers and the citizens scarce 
could meet in the streets with patience, or 
without railing and frequent blows. 

Now, although I heard so much of this 
matter, for nothing else was talked of, and 
it seemed to me more important even than 
the church-wardenship of Oare, I could not 
for the life of me tell which side I should 
take to. For all my sense of position, and 
of confidence reposed in me, and of my fa- 
ther's opinions, lay heavily in one scale; 
while all my reason and my heart went down 
plump against injustice, and seemed to win 
the other scale. Even so my father had 
been, at the breaking out of the civil war, 
when he was less than my age now, and even 
less skilled in politics : and my mother told 
me after this, when she saw how I myself 
was doubting, and vexed with myself for 
doing so, that my father used to thank God 
often that he had not been called upon to 
take one side or other, but might remain ob- 
scure and quiet. And yet he always consid- 
ered himself to be a good sound Royalist. 

But now as I staid there, only desirous to 

be heard and to get away, and scarcely even 

guessing yet n'hat was wanted of me (for 



even Jeremy Stickles knew not, or pretend* 
ed not to know), things came to a dreadfii! 
pass between the King and all the people 
who dared to have an opinion. For about 
the middle of June, the Judges gave their 
sentence, that the City of London had for- 
feited its charter, and that its franchise 
should be taken into the hands of the King. 
Scarcely was this Judgment forth; and aU 
men hotly talking of it, when a far worse 
thing befell. News of some great conspira 
cy was spread at every comer, and that a 
man in the malting business had tried to 
take up the brewer's work, and lop the King 
and the Duke of York. Every body was 
shocked at this, for the King himself was 
not disliked so much as his advisers; but 
every body was more than shocked, grieved 
indeed to the heart with pain, at hearing 
that Lord William Rnssell jftud Mr. Algernon 
Sidney had been seized and sent to the Tow- 
er of London upon a charge of high treason. 

Having no knowledge of these great men, 
nor of the matter how far it was true, I had 
not very much to say about either them or 
it : but this silence was not shared (although 
the ignorance may have been) by the hun- 
dreds of people around me. Such a commo- 
tion was astir, such universal sense of wrong, 
and stern I'esolve to right it, that each man 
grasped his fellow's hand, and led him into 
the vintnei''s. Even I, although at that time 
given to excess in temperance, and afraid of 
the name of cordials, was hard set (I do as- 
sure you) not to be drunk at intervals, with- 
out coarse discourtesy. 

However that (as Betty Mux worthy used 
to say, when argued down and ready to take 
the mop for it) is neither here nor there. 1 
have naught to do with great history, and 
am sorry for those who have to write it ; be- 
cause they are sure to have both friends and 
enemies in it, and can not act as they would 
toward them, without damage to their own 
consciences. 

But as great events draw little ones, and 
the rattle of the chum decides the uncer- 
tainty of the flies, so this movement of the 
town, and eloquence, and passion had more 
than I guessed at the time, to do with my 
own little fortunes. For in the first place 
it was fixed (perhaps from downright con- 
tumely, because the citizens loved him so) 
that Lord Russell should be tried neither at 
Westminster nor at Lincoln's Inn, but at the 
Court of Old Bailey, within the precincts oC 
«the city. This kept me hanging on mno'^i 
longer; because although the good nobX^»- 
man was to be tried by the Court of Coxaa- 
mon Pleas, yet the officers of the Kin^g^a 
Bench, to whom I daily applied myself, w^ie 
in counsel with their fellows, and put me ^3ff 
from day to day. 

Now I had heard of the law's dela^ysj 
which the greatest of all great poets (kno'v^- 
ing much of the law himself, as indeed. ^^ 
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every thing) has specially mentioned, when 
not expected, among the many ills of life. 
Bat I never thought at my years to have 
such bitter experience of the evil; and it 
seemed to me that if the lawyers failed to 
do their duty, they ought to pay people for 
waiting upon them, instead of making them 
pay for it. But here I was, now in the sec- 
ond month, living at my own charges, in the 
house of a worthy fellmonger at the sign of 
the Seal and Squirrel, abutting upon the 
Strand road which leads from Temple Bar 
to Charing. Here I did very well indeed, 
having a mattress of good skin-dressings, 
and plenty to eat every day of my life, but 
the butter was something to cry "but" 
thrice at (according to a conceit of our school 
days) and the milk must have come from 
cows driven to water. However, these evils 
were light compared with the heavy bill sent 
up to me every Saturday afternoon; and 
knowing how my mother had pinched to 
Bend me nobly to London, and had told me 
to spare for nothing, but live bravely with 
the best of them, the tears very nearly came 
into my eyes, as I thought, while I ate, of so 
robbing her. 

At length, being quite at the end of my 
money, and seeing no other help for it, I de- 
termined to listen to clerks no more, but 
force my way up to the Justices, and insist 
upon being heard by them, or discharged 
£rom my recognizance. For so they had 
termed the bond or deed which I had been 
forced to execute, in the presence of a chief 
clerk or notary, the very day after I came 
to London. .And the purport of it was, that 
on pain of a heavy fine or escheatment, I 
would hold myself ready and present, to 
give evidence when called upon. Having 
delivered me up to sign this, Jeremy Stickles 
wa9 quit of me, and went upon other busi- 
ness, not but what he was kind and good to 
me when his time and pursuits allowed of 
it. 



CHAPTER XXV. 

A GREAT MAN ATTENDS TO BUSINESS. 

Hayino seen Lord Russell murdered in 
the fields of Lincoln's Lin, or rather having 
gone to see it, but turned away with a sick- 
ness and a bitter flood of tears — ^for a whiter 
and a nobler neck never fell before low 
l^ast—I strode away toward Westminster, 
cored of half my indignation at the death 
of Charles the First. Many people hurried 
past me, chiefly of the more tender sort, re- 
volting at the butchery. In their ghastly 
faces, as they turned them back, lest the 
^Sht should be coming after them, great 
sorrow was to be seen, and horror, and pity, 
and some anger. 

In Westminster Hall I found nobody; 
^ot even the crowd of crawling' varlets, who 



I used to be craving evermore for employment 
or for payment. I knocked at three doors,' 
one after other, of lobbies going out of it, 
where I had formerly seen some officers and 
people pressing in and out ; but for my trou- 
ble I took nothing, except some thumps from 
echo. And at last an old man told me that 
all the lawyers were gone to see the result 
of their own works in the fields of Lincoln's 
Inn. 

However, in a few days' time I had better 
fortune ; for the court was sitting and full 
of business, to clear off the arrears of work 
before the lawyers' holiday. As I was wait- 
ing in the hall for a good occasion, a man 
with horse-hair on his head, and a long blue 
bag in his left hand, touched me gently on 
the arm, and led me into a quiet place. I 
followed him very gladly, being confident 
that he came to me with a message from the 
Justiciaries. But after taking pains to be 
sure that none could overhear us, he turned 
on me suddenly, and asked, 

" Now, John, how is your dear mother t" 

" Worshipful sir," I answered him, after 
recovering from my surprise at his knowl- 
edge of our afiibirs, and kindly interest in 
them, '^ it is two months now since I have 
seen her. Would to Qod that I only knew 
how she is faring now, and how the business 
of the farm goes I" 

" Sir, I respect and admire you," the old 
gentleman replied, with a bow very low and 
genteel ; " few young court-gallants of our 
time are so reverent and dutiful. Oh, how 
I did love my mother I" Here he turned up 
his eyes to heaven in a manner that made 
me feel for him, and yet with a kind^ of 
wonder. 

" I am very sorry for you, sir," I answered 
most respectfully, not meaning to trespass 
on his grief, yet wondering at his mother's 
age ; for he seemed to be at least three-score : 
*^ but I am no court-gallant, sir ; I am only 
a farmer's son, and learning how to farm a 
little." 

" Enough, John ; quite enough," he cried ; 
'' I can read it in thy countenance. Honesty 
is written there, and courage, and simplici- 
ty. But I fear that, in this town of Lon- 
don, thou art apt to be taken in by people 
of no principle. Ah me I ah me ! The world 
is bad, and I am too old to improve it." 

Then finding him so good and kind, and 
anxious to improve the age, I told him al- 
most every thing ; how much I paid the fell- 
monger, and all the things I had been to see ; 
and how I longed to get away before the 
corn was ripening; yet how (in spite of 
these desires) I felt myself bound to walk 
up and down, being under a thing called 
" recognizance." In short, I told him every 
thing ; except the nature of my summons 
(which I had no right to tell), and that I 
was out of money. 

My tale was told in a Utt\A «ic^\£^^ ^^s^<»s^ 
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from other lawyers ; and the other lawyers 
seemed to me to shift themselyes, and to 
look askew, like sheep through a hurdle, 
when the rest are feeding. 

" What I €k)od €k)d !" my lawyer cried, 
smiting his hreast indignantly with a roll 
of something learned ; *^ in what oonntry do 
we live t Under what laws are we govern- 
ed f No case before the court whatever ; no 
primary deposition, so far as we are furnish- 
ed ; not even a King's writ issued — and here 
we have a fine young man dragged from his 
home and adoring mother, during the height 
of agriculture, at his own cost and charges ! 
I have heard of many grielvances ; but this 
the very worst of all. Nothing short of a 
Royal Commission could be warranty for it. 
This is not only illegal, sir, but most gravely 
unconstitutional." 

" I had not told you, worthy sir," I an- 
swered him, in a lower tone, " if I could 
have thought that your sense of right would 
be moved so painfully. But now I must beg 
to leave you, sir, for I see that the door again 
is open. I beg you, worshipful sir, to ac- 
cept — " 

Upon this he put forth his hand and 
said, "Nay, nay, my son, not two, not two :" 
yet looking away, that he might not scare 
me. 

" To accept, kind sir, my very best thanks, 
and most respectful remembrances." And 
with that I laid my hand in his. "And 
if, sir, any circumstances of business or of 
pleasure should bring yon to our part of 
the world, I trust you will not forget that 
my mother and myself (if ever I get home 
again) will do our best to make you com- 
fortable with our poor hospitality." 

With this I was hasting away from him, 
but he held my hand and looked round at 
me. And he spoke without cordiality. 

" Toung man, a general invitation is no 
entry for my fee-book. I have spent a good 
hour of business-time in mastering thy case, 
and stating my opinion of it. And being 
a member of the bar, called six-and-thirty 
years agone by the honorable society of the 
Inner Temple, Iny fee is at my own discre- 
tion ; albeit an honorarium. For the honor 
of the profession, and my position in it, I 
ought to charge thee at least five guineas, 
although I would have accepted one, ofiered 
with good -will and delicacy. Now I will 
enter it two, my son, and half a crown for 
my clerk's fee." 

Saying this, he drew forth from his deep, 
blue bag a red book having clasps to it, 
and indorsed in gold letters "Fee-book;" 
and before I could speak (being frightened 
so) he had entered on a page of it, " To con- 
sideration of case as stated by John Ridd, 
and advising thereupon, two guineas." 

^^ Bat air, good sir/^ I stammered forth, not 

having two gaineaa left in the world, yet 

grieving to oonfesa it, **I knew not that I 



was to pay, learned sir. I never thought i,i 
it in that way." 

" Wounds of Qod ! In what way thought 
you that a lawyer listened to your rigma- 
role t" 

" I thought that you listened from kind- 
ness, sir, and compassion of my grievous 
case, and a sort of liking for me." 

"A lawyer like thee, young curmudgeon! 
A lawyer afford to feel compassion gratis! 
Either thou art a very deep knave, or the 
greenest of all greenhorns. Well, I suppose 
I must let thee off for one guinea, and the 
clerk's fee. A bad business, a shocking bus- 
iness !" 

Now, if this man had continued kind and 
soft, as when he heard my story, I would 
have pawned my clothes to pay him, rather 
than leave a debt behind, although con- 
tracted unwittingly. But when he used 
harsh language so, knowing that I did not 
deserve it, I began to doubt within myself 
whether he deserved my money. Therefore 
I answered him with some readiness, such 
as comes sometimes to me, although I am so 
slow. 

"Sir, I am no curmudgeon: if a young 
man had called me so, it would not have 
been well with him. This money shall be 
paid, if due, albeit I had no desire to incur 
the debt. You have advised me that the 
Court is liable for my expenses, so far as 
they be reasonable. If this be a reasonable 
expense, come with me now to Lord-justice 
Jeffreys, and receive from him the two guin- 
eas, or (it may be) five, for the counsel you 
have given me to deny his jurisdiction." 
With these words, I took his arm to lead 
him, for the door was open still. 

" In the name of God, boy, let me go. 
Worthy sir, pray let me go. My wife is 
sick, and my daughter dying — in the name 
of God, sir, let me go." 

"Nay, nay," I said, having fast hold of 
him; "I can not let thee go unpaid, sir. 
Right is right ; and thou shalt have it." 

" Ruin is what I shall have, boy, if you 
drag me before that devil. He will strike 
me from the bar at once, and starve me, and 
all my family. Here, lad, good lad, take 
these two guineas. Thou hast despoiled 
the spoiler. Never again will I trust mine 
eyes for knowledge of a greenhorn." 

He slipped two guineas into the hand 
which I had hooked through his elbow, and 
spoke in an urgent whisper again, for the 
people came crowding around us — "For 
Gk>d's sake, let me go, boy ; another moment 
will be too lat^." 

"Learned sir," I answered him, "twice 
you spoke, unless I err, of the necessity of a 
clerk's fee, as a thing to be lamented." 

" To be sure, to be sure, my son. You 

have a clerk as much as I have. There it 

is. Now I pxay theQ) take to the study of 

I the law. ^OB&e&aioii \& livxi^ v^\\i\& ^i \V 
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which thou hast of me. Self-possession is 
the tenth; and that thou hast more than the 
other nine/' 

Being flattered by this, and by the feeling 
of the two guineas and half-crown, I drop- 
ped my hold upon Counselor Kitch (for he 
was no less a man than that), and he was 
oat of sight in a second of time, wig, blue 
bag, and family. And before I had time to 
make np my ndnd what I should do with 
his money (foT of course I meant not to keep 
it), the crier of the Court (as they told me) 
came oat, and wanted to know who I was. 
I told him, as shortly as I could, that my 
bosiness lay with His Majesty's bench, and 
was very confidential ; upon which he took 
me inside with warning, and showed me to 
an under-clerk, who showed me to a higher 
one, and the higher clerk to the head one. 

When this gentleman understood all about 
my business (which I told him without com- 
plaint) he frowned at me very heavily, as if 
I had done him an injury. 

'^ John Ridd," he asked me, with a stem 
glance, '4s it your deliberate desire to be 
brought into the presence of the Lord Chief- 
justice t" 

" Surely, sir, it has been' my desire for the 
last two months and more." 

** Then, John, thou shalt be. But mind 
one thing, not a word of thy long detention, 
or thou mayest get into trouble." 

" How, sir f For being detained against 
my own wish f " I asked him ; but he turned 
away, as if that matter were not worth his 
arguing, as indeed I suppose it was not, and 
led me through a little passage to a door 
w^ith a curtain across it. 

" Now, if my lord cross-question you," the 
gentleman whispered to me, '^ answer him 
straight out truth at once, for he will have 
it out of thee. And miud, he loves not to 
be contradicted, neither can he bear a hang- 
dog look. Take little heed of the other 
two; but note every word of the middle 
one ; and never make him speak twice." 

I thanked him for his good advice, as he 
moved the curtaiu and thrust me in ; but 
instead of entering, withdrew, and left me 
to bear the brunt of it. 

The chamber was not very large, though 
lofty to my eyes, and dark, with wooden pan- 
els round it. At the farther end were some 
raised seats, such as I have seen in churches, 
lined with velvet, and having broad elbows, 
and a canopy over the middle seat. There 
were only three men sitting here, one in the 
centre, and one on each side ; and all three 
were done up wonderfully with fur, and robes 
of state, and curls of thick gray horse-hair, 
crimped and gathered, and plaited down to 
their shoulders. Each man had an oak desk 
before him, set at a little distance, and spread 
with pens and papers. Instead of writing, 
however, they seemed to be laughing and 
talking, or rather the one in the middle 



seemed to be tellipg some good story, which 
the others received with approval. By rea- 
son of their great perukes, it was hard to tell 
how old they were ; but the one* who was 
speaking seemed the youngest, although hr^ 
was the chief of them. A thick-set, burly, 
and bulky man, with a blotchy broad face, 
and great square jaws, and fierce eyes full 
of blazes ; he was one to be dreaded by gen- 
tle souls, and to be abhorred by the noble. 

Between me and the three lord judges, 
some few lawyers were gathering up bags 
and papers and pens and so forth, from a 
narrow table in the middle of the room ; as 
if a case had been disposed of, and no other 
were called on. But before I had time to 
look round twice, the stout, fierce man es- 
pied me, and shouted out, with a flashing 
stare, 

" How now, countryman, who art thou t" 

" May it please your worship," I answered 
him, loudly, " I am John Ridd, of Oare par- 
ish, in the shire of Somerset, brought to this 
London some two months back by a special 
messenger, whose name is Jeremy Stickles ; 
and then bound over to be at hand and 
ready, when called upon to give evidence, 
in a matter imknown to me, but touching 
the peace of our lord the King, and the well- 
being of his subjects. Three times I have 
met our lord the King, but he hath said 
nothing about his peace, and only held it 
toward me; and every day save Sunday,! 
have walked up and down the great hall 
of Westminster, all the business part of the 
day, expecting to be called upon; yet no 
one hath called upon me. And naw I de- 
sire to ask your worship whether I may go 
home again." 

" Well done, John," replied his lordship, 
while I was panting with all this speech*; 
" I will go bail for thee, John, thou hast nev- 
er made such a long speech before ; and thou 
art a spunky Briton, or thou couldst not have 
made it now. I remember the matter well ; 
and I myself will attend to it, although it 
arose before my time "-—he was but newly 
Chief-justice — "but I can not take it now, 
John. There is no fear of losing thee, John, 
any more than the Tower of London. I 
grieve for His Majesty^s exchequer, after 
keeping thee two months or more." 

"" Nay, my lord, I crave your pardon. My 
mother hath been keeping me. Not a groat 
have I received." 

" Spank, is it so f " his lordship cried, in a 
voice that shook the cobwebs, and the frown 
on his brow shook the hearts of men, and 
mine as much as the rest of them — " Spank, 
is His Migesty come to this, that he starves 
his own approvers t" 

" My lord, my lord," whispered Mr. Spank, 
the chief-officer of evidence, " the thing hath 
been overlooked, m.^ lorc^, wssiWi^^^Oi^ ^-k^^ 
matters o{ txea&oik?* 
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a spike ^m Temple Bar. if ever I hear of 
the like again. Vile varlet) what art thoa 
paid forf Thou hast swindled the money 
thyself, foul Spank ; I know thee, though 
thou art new to me. Bitter is the day for 
thee that ever I came across thee. Answer 
me not — one word more^and I will have 
thee on a hurdle." And he swung himself 
to and fro on his hench, with both hands on 
his knees ; and every man waited to let it 
pass, knowing better than to speak to him. 

'' John Kidd," said the Lord Chief-Justice, 
at last, recovering a sort of dignity, yet dar- 
ing Spank from the comers of his eyes to 
do so much as look at him, ** thou hast been 
shamefully used, John Kidd. Answer me 
not, boy ; not a word ; but go to Master 
Spank, and let me know how he behaves to 
thee;" here he made a glance at Spank, 
which was worth at least ten pounds to me ; 
'* be thou here again to-morrow ; and before 
any other case is taken, I will see justice 
done to thee. Now be off, boy; thy name 
is Kidd, and we are well rid of thee." 

I was only too glad to go, after all this 
tempest, as you may well suppose. For if 
ever I saw a man's eyes become two holes 
for the devil to glare from, I saw it that 
day ; and the eyes were those of the Lord 
Chief-justice Jeffreys. 

Mr. Spank was in the lobby before me, 
and before I had recovered myself — for I 
was vexed with my own terror — he came up 
sideling and fawning to me, with a heavy 
bag of yellow leather. 

^'Good Master Kidd, take it all, take it 
all, and say a good word for me to his lord- 
ship. He hath taken a strange fancy to 
thee ; and thou must make the most of it. 
We never saw man meet him eye to eye so, 
and yet not contradict hjm ; and that is just 
what he loveth. Abide in London, Master 
Ridd, and be will make thy fortane. His 
joke upon thy name proves that. And I 
pray you remember. Master Ridd, that the 
Spanks are sixteen in family." 

But I would not take the bag from him, 
regarding it as a sort of bribe to pay me 
such a lump of money, without so much as 
asking how great had been my expenses. 
Therefore I ouly told him that if he would 
kindly keep the cash for me until the mor- 
row, I would spend the rest of the day in 
counting (which always is sore work with 
me) how much it had stood me in board and 
lodging since Master Stickles had rendered 
me up ; for until that time he had borne my 
expenses. In the morning I would give Mr. 
Spank a memorandum, duly signed, and at- 
tested by my landlord, including the break- 
fast of that day, and in exchange for this I 
would take the exact amount from the yel- 
low bag, and be very thankfal for it. 

^^If tb»t is thy way of using opportuni- 
ty/^ said Spauk, looking at me with some 
coDtempt, *'tboa wilt never thrive in these 1 



times, my lad. Even the Lord Chief-justice 
can be little help to thee ; unless thou know* 
est better than that how to help thyself." 

It mattered not to me. The word '^ap* 
prover" stuck in my gorge, as used by the 
Lord Chief-jastice; for we looked upon an 
approver as a very low thing indeed. I 
would rather pay for every breakfast, and 
even every dinner, eaten by me since here 
I came, than take money as an approver. 
And indeed I was much disappointed at be- 
ing taken in that light, having understood 
that I was sent for as a trusty subject, and 
humble friend of His Mi^esty. 

In the morning I met Mr. Spank waiting 
for me at the entrance, and very desirous to 
see me. I showed him my bill, made out in 
fair copy, and he laughed at it, and said, 
" Take it twice over. Master Ridd ; once for 
thine own sake, and once for His Majesty's ; 
as all his loyal tradesmen do, when they can 
get any. His Majesty knows and is proud 
of it, for it shows their love of his coun- 
tenance ; and he says ^Bia dat qui cito dat,^ 
^ Then how can I grumble at giving twice, 
when I give so slowly?'" 

" Nay, I will take it but once," I said ; " if 
His Majesty loves to be robbed, he need not 
lack of his desire while the Spanks are six- 
teen in family." 

The clerk smiled cheerfully at this, being 
proud of his children's ability ; and then, 
having paid my account, he whispered, 

** He is all alone this moniiug, John, and 
in rare good humor. He hath been prom- 
ised the handling of poor Master Algernon 
Sidney, and he says he will soon make re- 
public of him ; for his state shall shortly be 
headless. He is chuckling over his joke, 
like a pig with a nut; and that always 
makes him pleasant. John Ridd, my lord !" 
With that he swung up the curtain bravely ; 
and according to special orders, I stood, face 
to face, and alone with Judge Jeffreys. 



CHAPTER XXVL 

JOHN IS DRAINED AND CAST ASIDE. 

His lordship was busy with some letters, 
and did not look up for a minute or two, al- 
though he knew that I was there. Mean- 
while I stood waiting to make my bow, 
afraid to begin upon him, and wondering at 
his great bull-head. Then he closed his let- 
ters, well pleased with their import, and 
fixed his bold broad stare on me, as if I were 
an oyster opened, and he would know how 
fresh I was. 

"May it please your worship," I said, 
"here I am according to order, awaiting 
your good pleasure." 

"Thou art made to weight, John, more 
than OTder. How much dost thou tip the 
Bcalea to V^ 
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" Only twelve-score poands, my lord, when 
I he in wrestling trim. And sure I must 
have lost weight here, fretting so long in 
London." 

^'Ha, ha! Mnch fret is there in thee! 
Hath His Mt^ssty seen thee f " 

** Yes, my lord, twice or even thrice ; and 
he made some jest concerning me." 

"A very had one, I douht not. His hu- 
mor is not so dainty as mine, but apt to 
be coarse and unmannerly. Now, John, or 
Jack, by the look of thee, thou art more used 
to be called." 

" Yes, your worship, when I am with old 
Molly and Betty Muxworthy." 

" Peace, thou forward varlet ! There is a 
deal too much of thee. We shall have to 
try short commons with thee, and thou art 
a very long common. Ha, ha! Where is 
that rogue Spank f Spank must hear that 
by -and -by. It is bej^ond thy great thick 
head, Jack." 

*^ Not so, my lord ; I have been at school, 
and had very bad jokes made upon me." 

'^ Ha, ha ! It hath hit thee hard. And 
faith, it would be hard to miss thee, even 
with harpoon. And thou lookest like to 
blubber, now. Capital; in faith! I have 
thee on every side. Jack, and thy sides are 
manifold ; many-folded at any rate. Thou 
shalt have double expenses, Jack, for the wit 
thoa hast provoked in me." 

** Heavy goods lack heavy payment, is a 
proverb down our way, my lord." 

"Ah, I hurt thee, I hurt thee. Jack. The 
harpoon hath no tickle for thee. Now, Jack 
Whale, having hauled thee hard, we will 
proceed to examine thee." Here all his 
manner was changed, and he looked with 
bis heavy brows bent upon me, as if he had 
never laughed in his life, and would allow 
none else to do so. 

" I am ready to answer my lord," I replied, 
^' if he asks me naught beyond my knowl- 
edge, or beyond my honor." 

"Hadst better answer me every thing, 
Inmp. What hast thou to do with honor 1 
Now, is there in thy neighborhood a certain 
nest of robbers, miscreants, and outlaws, 
whom all men fear to handle f " 

" Yes, my lord. At least I believe some 
of them be robbers ; and all of them are out- 
laws." 

"And what is your high -sheriff about, 

that he doth not hang them all f Or send 

. them up for me to hang, without more todo 

about them t" 
" I reckon that he is afraid, my lord ; it is 

not safe to meddle with them. They are of 

good birth, and reckless ; and their place is 

very strong." 
"Good birth! What was Lord RusseU 

o^^Lord Essex, and this Sidney? 'Tis the 

sorest heuBhip to the block to be the chip of 
*n old one- What is the name of this pesti- 
^^o trace, and bow many of them are there f " 



" They at© the Doones of Bagworthy for- 
est, may it please your worship. And we 
reckon there be about forty of them, besides 
the women and children." 

" Forty Doones, all forty thieves ! and 
women and children! Thunder of Godf 
How long have they been there, then t" 

" They may have been there thirty years^ 
my lord; and indeed they may have been 
forty. Before the great war broke out they 
came, longer back than I can remember." 

"Ay, long before thou wast bom, John. 
Good, thou speakest plainly. Woe betide a 
liar, whenso I get hold of him. Ye want 
me on the Western Circuit ; by God, and ye 
shall have me, when Loudon traitors are 
spun and swung. There is a family called 
De WhichehaLse living very nigh thee, 
John ?" 

This he said in a sudden manner, as if to 
take me off my guard, and fixed his great 
thick eyes on me. And in truth I was much 
astonished. 

"Yes, my lord, there is. At least, not so 
very far from us. Baron de Whichehalse, 
of Ley Manor." 

"Baron, ha! of the Exchequer — eh, lad? 
And taketh dues instead of His Majesty. 
Somewhat which halts there ought to come 
a little farther, I trow. It shall be seen to, 
as well as the witch which makes it so to 
halt. Riotous knaves in West England, 
drunken outlaws, you shall dance, if ever I 
play pipe for you. John Ridd, I will come 
to Oare parish, and rout out the Oare of 
Babylon." 

"Although your worship is so learned," I 
answered, seeing that now he was beginning 
to make things uneasy; "your worship, 
though being Chief-justice, does little justice 
to us. We are downright good and loyal 
folk ; and I have not seen, since here I came 
to this great town of London, any who may 
better us, or even come anigh us, in hones- 
ty, and goodness, and duty to our neighbors. 
For we are very quiet folk, not prating our 
own virtues — " 

" Enough, good John, enough! Knowest 
thou not that modesty is the maidenhood of 
virtue, lost even by her own approval ? Now 
hast thou ever heard or thought that De 
Whichehalse is in league with the Doones 
of Bagworthy?" 

Saying these words rather slowly, he 
skewered his great eyes into mine, so that I 
could not think at all, neither look at him, 
nor yet away. The idea was so new to me, 
that it set my wits all wandering ; and look- 
ing into me, he saw that I was groping for 
the truth. 

"John Ridd, thine eyes are enough for 
me. I see thou hast never dreamed of it. 
Now hast thou ever seen a man whoeie^ \yassfi^ 
is Thomas ¥agga»\" 

" Yes, B\T,maii^ ai[i^ mwi^ ^ Vvcaa, "^^ ^ 
my own YTortYi^ oo\jl«v\i-, «a^^^^«t XJaswX*^^ 
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bath intentions — ^^ Here I stopped, having | 
no right there to speak about onr Annie. 

''Tom Faggns is a good man/' he said; 
and his great sqnare face had a smile which 
showed me he had met my consin ; ''Master 
Faggns hath made mistakes as to the title 
to property, as lawyers oftentimes may do; 
but take him all for all, he is a thoroughly 
straightforward man ; presents his bill, and 
has it paid, and makes no charge for draw- 
ing it. Neyertheless, we must tax his costs, 
as of any other solicitor." 

" To be sure, to be sure, my lord !" was all 
that I could say, not understanding what all 
this meant. 

'^I fear he will come to the gallows," said 
the Lord Chief-justice, sinking his voice be- 
low the echoes; "tell him this from me. 
Jack. He shall never be condemned before 
me ; but I can not be every whei'e ; and some 
of our Justices may keep short memory of 
his dinners. Tell him to change his name, 
turn parson, or do something else, to make 
it wrong to hang him. Parson is the best 
thing; he hath such command of features, 
and he might take his tithes on horseback. 
Now a few more things, John Eidd ; and for 
the present I have done with thee." 

All my heart leaped up at this, to get 
away from London so : and yet I could hard- 
ly trust to it. 

" Is there any sound round your way of 
disaffection to His Majesty, His most gra- 
cious Majesty t" 

"No, my lord: no sign whatever. We 
pray for him in church, perhaps ; and we 
talk about him afterward, hoping it may do 
him good, as it is intended. But after that 
we have naught to say, not knowing much 
about him — at least till I get home again." 

" That is as it should be, John. And the 
less you say the better. But I have heard 
of things in Taunton, and even nearer to yon 
in Dulverton, and even nigher still upon Ex- 
moor ; things which are of the pillory kind, 
and even more of the gallows. I see that 
you know naught of them. Nevertheless, 
it will not be long before all England hears 
of them. Now, John, I have taken a liking 
to thee ; for never man told me the truth, 
without fear or favor, more thoroughly and 
truly than thou hast done. Keep thou clear 
of this, my son. It will come to nothing ; 
yet many shall swing high for it. Even I 
could not save thee, John Ridd,lf thou wert 
mixed in this affair. Keep from the Doones, 
keep from De Whichehalse, keep from every 
thing which leads beyond the sight of thy 
knowledge. I meant to use thee a« my tool ; 
but I see thou art too honest and simple. 
I will send a sharper down ; but never let 
me find thee, John, either a tool for the 
other side^ or a tube for my words to pass 
tbrouffb/' 



though thankful for his warnings ; and see- 
ing how he had made upon me a long abid<* 
ing mark of fear, he smiled again in a jocu- 
lar manner, and said, 

"Now get thee gone. Jack. I shall re- 
member thee ; and I trow, thou wilt'st not 
for many a day forget me." 

" My lord, I was never so glad to go ; for 
the hay must be in, and the ricks unthatch- 
ed, and none of them can make spars like 
me, and two men to twist every hay-rope, 
and mother thinking it all right, and listen- 
ing right and left to lies, and cheated at ev- 
ery pig she kills, and even the skins of the 
sheep to go — " 

"John Eidd, I thought none could coiUe 
nigh your folk in honesty, and goodness, and 
duty to their neighbors !" 

" Sure enough, my lord ; but by our folk 
I mean ourselves, not the men nor women 
neither — " 

" That will do, John. Go thy way. Not 
men, nor women neither, are better than 
they need be." 

I wished to set this matter right ; but his 
worship would not hear me ; and only drove 
me out of the court, saying that men were 
thieves and liars no more in one place than 
another, but all alike all over the world, 
and women not far behind them. It was 
not for me to dispute this point (though I 
was not yet persuaded of it), both because 
my lord was a judge, and must know more 
about it, and also that, being a man myself, 
I might seem to be defending myself in an 
unbecoming manner. Therefore I made a 
low bow and went, in doubt as to which 
had the right of it. 

But though he had so far dismissed me, I 
was not yet quite free to go, inasmuch as I 
had not money enough to take me all the 
way to Oare, unless indeed I should go afoot, 
and beg my sustenance by the way, which 
seemed to be below me. Therefore I got 
my few clothes packed, and my few debts 
paid, all ready to start in half an hour, if 
only they would give me enough to set out 
upon the road with. For I doubted not, 
being young and strong, that I could walk 
from London to Oare in ten days, or in twelve 
at most, which was not much longer than 
horse-work ; only I had been a fool, as you 
will say when you hear it. For after re- 
ceiving from Master Spank the amount of 
the bill which I had delivered — less indeed 
by fifty shillings than the money my mother 
had given me, for I had spent fifty shillings 
and more in seeing the town and treating 
people, which I could not charge to His Maj- 
esty — I had first paid all my debts there- 
out, which were not very many; and then 
supposing myself to be an established cred- 
itor of the Treasury for my coming needs, 
and already scenting the country air, and 



H^ere the Lord-Jastice gave me such a I foreseeing tTaft Jo^j o£ my mother, what had 
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more than three-quarters of it, iipon pres- 
ents for mother^ aud Anuie, aud Lizzie, John 
Fry, and his wife, aud Betty Muxworfehy, 
Bill Dadds, Jim Slocombe, and, iu a word, 
half of the rest of the people at Oare, includ- 
ing all the Snowe family, who must have 
things good aud handsome f And if I must, 
while I am about it, hide nothing from those 
who read me, I had actually bought for Lor- 
na a thing the price of which quite fright- 
ened me, till the shop-keeper said it was 
nothing at all, and that no young man, with 
a lady to love him, could dare to offer her 
rubbish «uch as the Jew sold across the 
way. Now the mere idea of beautiful Lor- 
na ever loving me, which he talked about as 
patly (though of course I never mentioned 
her) as if it were a settled thing, and he 
knew all about it, that mere idea so drove 
me abroad, that, if he had asked three times 
as much, I could never have counted the 
money. 

Now in all this I was a fool, of course — 
uot for remembering my friends and neigh- 
bors, which a man has a right to do, and 
indeed is bound to do, when he comes from 
Xiondon — but for not being certified first 
what cash I had to go on with. And to my 
g^at amazement, when I went with anoth- 
er bill for the victuals of only three days 
more, and a week's expense on the home- 
ward road reckoned very narrowly, Master 
Spank not only refused to grant me any in- 
terview, but sent me out a piece of blue pa- 
per, looking like a butcher's ticket, and bear- 
ing -these words and no more, *^ John Bidd, 
go to the devil. He who will not when he 
may, when he will, he shall have nay." 
From this I concluded that I had lost favor 
in the sight of Chief-justice Jeffreys. Per- 
haps because my evidence had not proved 
of any value I perhaps because he meant to 
let the matter lie till cast on him. 

Anyhow, it was a reason of much grief, 
and some anger to me, and very great anx- 
^' iety, disappointment, and suspense. For 
here was the time of the hay gone past, and 
the harvest of small com coming on, and the 
trout now rising at the yellow Sally, and the 
blackbirds eating' our white-heart cherries 
(I was sure, though I could not see them), 
and who was to do any good for mother, or 
stop her from weeping continually f And 
more than this, what was become of Loma f 
Perhaps she had cast me away altogether, 
as a flouter and a changeling ; perhaps she 
had drowned herself in the black well; per- 
haps (and that was worst of all) she was 
even married, child as she was, to that vile 
Carver Doone, if the Doones ever cared 
about marrying! That last thought sent 
me down at once to watch for Mr. Spank 
again, resolved that if I could catch him, 
spank him I would to a pretty good tune, 
although sixteen in family. 

However, there was no auch thing as to 



find him ; and the usher vowed (having or- 
ders, I doubt) that he was gone to the sea 
for the good of his health, having sadly 
overworked himself; and that none but a 
poor devil like himself, who never had 
handling of money, would stay in London 
this foul, hot weather ; which was likely to 
bring the plague with it. Here was anoth- . 
er new terror for me, who had heard of the 
plagues of London, and the horrible things 
that happened; and so going back to my 
lodgings at once, I opened my clothes and 
sought for spots, especially as being so long 
at a hairy fellmonger's ; but finding none, 
I fell down and thanked God for that same, 
and vowed to start for Oare to-morrow, with 
my carbine loaded, come weal come woe, 
come sun come shower ; though all the par- 
ish should laugh at me for begging my way 
home again, after the brave things said of 
my going, aa if I had been the King's cousin. 

But I was saved in some degree from this 
lowering of my pride, and what mattered 
more, of mothei-'s ; for going to buy with 
my last crown-piece (after all demands were 
paid) a little shot and powder, more need- 
ful on the road almost than even shoes or 
victuals, at the corner of the street I met 
my good friend Jeremy Stickles, newly come 
in search of me. I took him back to my 
little room — mine at least till to-morrow 
morning — and told him all my story, and 
how much I felt aggrieved by it. But he 
surprised me very much, by showing no sur- 
prise at all. 

" It is the way of the world. Jack. They 
have gotten all they cfm from thee, and why 
should they feed thee further? We feed 
not a dead pig, I . trow, but baste him well 
with brine and rue. Nay, we do not victual 
him upon the day of killing ; which they 
have done to thee. Thou art a lucky man, 
John ; thou hast gotten one day's wages, or 
at any rate half a day, after thy work was 
rendered. God have mercy on me, John! 
The things I see are manifold ; and so is my 
regard of them. What use to insist on this, 
or make a special point of that, or hold by 
something said of old, when a different mood 
was on f I tell thee, Jack, all men are liars ; 
and he is the least one who presses not too 
hard on them for lying." 

This was all quite dark to me, for I never 
looked at things like that, and never would 
own myself a liar, not at least to other peo- 
ple, nor even to myself, although I might to 
Gk>d sometimes, when trouble wai upon me. 
And if it comes to that, no man has any 
right to be called a "liar" for smoothing 
over things unwitting, through duty to his 
neighbor. 

" Five pounds thou shalt have. Jack," said 
Jeremy Stickles suddenly, while I was ali 
abroad witb. urssfeU «a \.^ \se«^^ ^ ^^^sst ^^ 
not; "ftvft ipo\m^, a\i^ \ ^''^ "^"^^ '^^'S 
1 chance oi wxvagm^ V\» iiom\JSi^\» ^^fc^\»xQ^e^^ 
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Spank. Ten I would have made it, John, 
but for bad luck lately. Put back your bits 
of paper, lad ; I will have no acknowledg- 
ment John Ridd, no nonsense with me !'' 

For I was ready to kiss his hj^nd, to think 
chat any man in London (the meanest and 
most suspicious place upon all God's earth) 
should trust me with five pounds without 
even a receipt for it! It overcame me so 
that I sobbed ; for after all, though big in 
body, I am but a child at heart. It was not 
the five pounds that moved me, but the way 
of giving it ; and, after so much bitter talk, 
the great trust in my goodness. 



CHAPTER XXVII. 

HOME AGAIN AT LAST. 

It was the beginning of wheat-harvest 
when I came to Duuster town, having 
walked all the way from London, and be- 
ing somewhat foot -sore. For though five 
pounds was enough to keep me iu food and 
lodging upon the road, and leave me many 
a shilling to give to far poorer travelers, it 
would have been nothing for horse-hire, as 
I knew too well by the prices Jeremy Stickles 
had paid upon our way to London. Now I 
never saw a prettier town than Punster 
looked that evening ; for sooth to say, I had 
almost lost all hope of reaching it that night, 
although the castle was long in view. But 
being once there, my troubles were gone, at 
least as regarded wayfaring ; for mother's 
cK)nsin, the worthy tanner (with whom we 
Aad slept on the way to London) was in 
such indignation at the plight in which I 
came back to him, afoot, and weary, and al- 
most shoeless — ^not to speak of upper things 
— that he swore then, by the mercy of God, 
tbat if the schemes a-brewing round him 
against those bloody Papists should come 
to any head or shape, and show good chance 
of succeeding, he would risk a thousand 
pounds as though it were a penny. 

I told him not to do it, because I had 
heard otherwise, but was not at liberty to 
tell one-tenth of what I knew, and indeed 
had seen, in London town. But of this he 
took no heed, because I only nodded at him ; 
and he could not make it out. For it takes 
an old man, or at least a middle-aged one, to 
nod and wink with any power on the brains 
of other men . However, I think I made him 
know that the bad state in which I came to 
his town, and the great shame I had wrought 
for him among the folk round the card-table 
at the " Luttvell Arms," was not to be, even 
there, attributed to King Charles the Sec- 
ond, nor even to his counselors, but to my 
own speed* of traveling, which had beat post- 
horaee. For being mnch distraught in mind 
and desperate in body, I bad made all the 
^ajr from London to Diwater in six days, 



and no more. It may be one hundred and 
seventy miles, I can not tell to a furlong or 
two, especially as I lost my way more than 
a dozen times ; but at any rate there in six 
days I was, and most kindly they received 
me. The tanner had some excellent daugh- 
ters, I forget how many ; very pretty dam- 
sels, and well set up, and able to make good 
tanner's pie. But though they asked me 
many questions, and made a sort of lord of 
me, and offered to dam my stockings (which 
in truth required it), I fell asleep in the 
midst of them, although I would not ac- 
knowledge it ; and they said, '^ Poor cousin! 
he is weary ;" and led me to a blessed bed, 
and kissed me all round like swan's down. 

In the morning all the Exmoor hills, the 
thoughts of which had frightened me at the 
end of each day's travel, seemed no more 
than bushels to me, as I looked forth the 
bedroom window, and thanked God for the 
sight of them. And even so, I had not to 
climb them, at least by my own labor. For 
my most worthy uncle (as we often call a 
parent's cousin), finding it impossible to 
keep me for the day, and owning indeed 
that I was right in hast-ening to my mother, 
vowed that walk I should not, even though 
he lost his Saturday hides from Minehead 
and from Watchett. Accordingly he sent 
me forth on the very strongest nag he had, 
and the maidens came to wish me Godspeed, 
and kissed their hands at the door- way. It 
made me proud and glad to think that after 
seeing so much of the world, and having 
held my own with it, I was come once more 
among my own people, and found them 
kinder, and more warm-hearted, ay, and bet- 
ter-looking too, than almost any I had hap- 
pened upon in the mighty city of London. 

But how shall I tell you the things I felt, 
and the swelling of my heart within me, as 
I drew nearer, and more near, to the place 
of all I loved and owned, to the haunt of 
every warm remembrance, the nest of all 
the fledgeling hopes — in a word, to home? 
The first sheep I beheld on the moor with a 
great red J. R. on his side (for mother would 
have them marked with my name, instead 
of her own, as they should have been), I do 
assure you my spirit leaped, and all my sight 
came to my eyes. I shouted out, '^ Jem, boy !" 
— for that was his name, and a rare hand he 
was at fighting — and he knew me in spite 
of the stranger horse; and I leaned over 
and stroked his head, and swore he should 
never be mutton. And when I was passed, 
he set off at full gallop, to call all the rest 
of the J. R.'s together, and tell them young 
master was come home at last. 

But bless your heart, and my own as well, 
it would take me all the afternoon to lay 
before you one -tenth of the things which 
came home to me in that one half-hour, as 
the Bun was ^mkm^, in the real way he 
1 ought to emk. 1 \«naLfi\i^ m^ ^orofc ^wvJOia. \ka 
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spur nor whip, feeling that my slow wits 
would gOy if the sights came too fast over 
them. Here was the pool where we washed 
the sheep, and there was the hollow that 
oozed away, where I had shot three wild 
ducks. Here was the peat -rick that hid 
my dinner, when I could not go home for 
it, and there was the hush with the thyme 
growing round it, where Annie had found 
a great swarm of our bees. And now was 
the corner of the dry stone-wall, where the 
moor gaye over in earnest, and the par- 
tridges whisked from it into the corn lands, 
and called that tl\eir supper was ready, and 
looked at our house and the ricks as they 
ran, and would wait for that comfort till 
winter. 

And there I saw — ^but let me go— -Annie 
was too much for me. She nearly pulled 
me off my horse, and kissed the very mouth 
of the carbine. 

"I knew you would come. Oh John! 
oh John! I have waited here every Satur- 
day night ; and I saw you for the last mile 
or more, but I would not come round the 
comer, for fear that I should cry, John ; and 
then not cry when I got you. Now I may 
cry as much as I like, and you need not try 
to stop me, John, because I am so happy. 
But you mustn't cry yourself, John ; what 
will mother think of you f She will be so 
jealous of me." 

What mother thought I can not tell ; and 
indeed I doubt if she thought at all for more 
than half an hour, but only managed to hold 
me tight, and cry, and thank God now and 
then ; but with some fear of his taking me, 
if she should be too grateful. Moreover, she 
thought it was my own doing, and I ought 
to have the credit of it ; and she even came 
down very sharply upon John's wife, Mrs. 
Fry, for saying that we must not be too 
proud, for all of it was the Lord's doing. 
However, dear mother was ashamed of that 
afterward, and asked Mrs. Fry'e humble par- 
don ; and perhaps I ought not to have men- 
tioned it. 

Old Smiler had told them that I was com- 
ing — all the rest I mean except Annie — ^for 
having escaped from his halter-ring, he was 
come out to graze in the lane a bit ; when 
what should he see but a strange horse com- 
ing, with young master and mistress upon 
him, for Annie must needs get up behind 
me, there being only sheep to look at her f 
Then Smiler gave us a stare and a neigh, 
with his tail quite stiff with amazement, 
and then (whether in joy or through indig- 
nation) he flung up his hind feet, and gal- 
loped straight home, and set every dog Wild 
with barking. 

Now methinks quite enough has been said 
concerning this mighty return of the young 
John Ridd (which was known up at Cosgate 
that evening); and feeling that I can not 
•describe it, how can I hope that any one 



else will labor to imagine it, even of the 
few who are able t For very few can have 
traveled so far, unless indeed they whose 
trade it is, or very unsettled people. And 
even of those who have done so, not one in 
a hundred can have such a home as I had to 
come home to. 

Mother wept again, with g^ef and some 
wrath, and so did Annie also, and even little 
Eliza ; and all were unsettled in loyalty, and 
talked about a republic, when I told them 
how I had been left without money for trav- 
eling homeward, and expected to have to 
beg my way, which Farmer Snowe would 
have he^d of. And though I could see they 
were disappointed at my failure of any jsro- 
motion, they all declared how glad they 
were, and how much better they liked me 
to be no more than what they were accus- 
tomed to. At least, my mother and Annie 
said so, without waiting to hear any more ; 
but Lizzie did not answer to it until I had 
opened my bag and shown the beautiful 
present I had for her. And then she kissed 
me almost like Annie, and vowed that she 
thought very little of captains. 

For Lizzie's present was the best of all, I 
mean of course except Lorna's (which I car- 
ried in my breast all the way, hoping that 
it might make her love me, from having lain 
so long close to my heart). For I had 
brought Lizzie something dear, and a pre- 
cious heavy book it was, and much beyond 
my understanding: whereas I knew well 
that to both the others my gifts would be 
dear, for mine own sake. And happier i>eo- 
pie could not be found than the whole of od 
were that evening. 



CHAPTER XXVHL 

JOHN HAS HOPE OF LORNA. 

Much as I longed to know more about 
Lorna, and though all my heart was yearn- 
iug, I could not reconcile it yet with my 
duty to mother and Annie, to leave them on 
the following day, which happened to be a 
Sunday. For lo, before breakfast was out 
of our mouths, there came all the men of the 
farm, and their wives, and even the two 
crow-boys, dressed as if going to Barnstaple 
Fair, to inquire how Master John was, and 
whether it was true that the King had made 
him one of his body-guard ; and if so, what 
was to be done with the belt for the cham- 
pionship of the West Counties wrestling, 
which I had held now for a year or 
more, and none were ready to challenge it. 
Strange to say, this last point seemed the 
most important of all to them ; and none 
asked who was to manage the farm, or an- 
swer for their wages ; but all asked who 
was to wear the. belt. 

To this I TOi^\x«d.« «£^ist ^^d^Kvs^^^ >cASi^ 
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twice oyer all round with all of tliem, that 
I meant to wear the belt myself, for the hon- 
or of Oare parish, so long as ever God gave 
me strength and health to meet all comers : 
for I had never been asked to be body-guard ; 
and if asked I would never havo done it. 
Some of them cried that the King must be 
mazed, not to keep me for bis protection, in 
these violent times of Popery. I could have 
told them that the King was not in the least 
afraid of Papists, but, on the contrary, very 
fond of them ; however, I held my tongue, 
remembering what Judge Jeffreys bade me. 

In chnrch, the whole congregation, man, 
woman, and child (except indeed the Suowe 
girls, who only looked when I was not 
watching), turned on me with one accord, 
and stared so steadfastly, to get some re- 
flection of the King from me, that they for- 
got the time to kneel down, and the parson 
was forced to speak to them. If I cough- 
ed, or moved my book, or bowed, or even 
said '^ Amen," glances were exchaDged which 
meant — '* That he hath learned iu London 
town, and most likely from His Majesty." 

However, all this went off in time ; and 
people became even angry with me for not 
being sharper (as they said), or smarter, or 
a whit more fashionable, for all the great 
company I had seen, and all the wondrous 
things wasted upon me. 

But though I may have been none the 
wiser by reason of my stay in London, at 
any rate I was much the better in virtue of 
coming home again. For now I had learued 
the joy of quiet, and the gratitude for good 
things round us, and the love we owe to 
others (even those who must be kind), for 
their indulgence to us. All this, before my 
journey, had been too much as a matter of 
course to me ; but having missed it now, I 
knew that it was a gift, and might be lost. 
Moreover, I had pined so much, in the dust 
and heat of that great town, for trees, and 
fields, and running waters, and the sounds 
of country life, and the air of country winds, 
that never more could I grow weary of those 
soft enjoyments; or at least I thought so 
then. 

To awake as the summer sun came slant- 
ing over the hill -tops, with hope on every 
beam adance to the laughter of the morning; 
to see the leaves across the window ruffling 
on the fresh new air, and the tendrils of the 
powdery vine turning from their beaded 
sleep. Then the lustrous meadows far be- 
yond the thatch of the garden-well, yet seen 
beneath the hanging scollops of the wal- 
nut-tree, aU awaking, dressed in pearl, all 
amazed at their own glistening, like a maid 
at her own ideas. Down them troop the 
lowing kine, walking each with a step of 
eharacter (even as men and women do), yet 
alJ alike with to9B of hOTns, and spread of 
udders ready. From them, without a word, 
we turn to the farm -yard proper, seen on 



the right, and dryly strawed from the petty 
rush of the pitch-paved runnel. Bound it 
stand the snug out -buildings, bam, corn- 
chamber, cider-press, stables, with a blink- 
ered horse in every door -way munching, 
while his driver tightens buckles, whistles 
and looks down the lane, dallying to be- 
gin his labor till the milkmaids be gone by. 
Here the cock comes forth at last ; — where 
has he been lingering f— -eggs may tell to- 
morrow — he claps his wings and shouts 
''cock -a- doodle;" and no other cock dare 
look at him. Two or three go sideling off, 
waiting till their spurs be grown ; and then 
the crowd of partlets comes, chattering how 
their lord ha«t dreamed, and crowed at two 
in the morning, and praying that the old 
brown rat would only dare to face him. But 
while the cock is crowing still, and the pul- 
let world admiring him, who comes up but 
the old turkey-cock, with all his family 
round him. Then the geese at the lower 
end begin to thrust tiieir breasts out, and 
mum their down-bits, and look at the gan- 
der and scream shrill joy for the conflict ; 
while the ducks in pond show nothing but 
tail, in proof of their strict neutrality. 

While yet we dread for the coming event, 
and the fight which would jar on the morn- 
ing, behold the grandmother of sows, gruffly 
grunting right and left < with muzzle which 
no ring may tame (not being matrimonial), 
hulks across between the two, moving all 
each side at once, and then all of the other 
side, as if she were chined down the middle, 
and afraid of spilling the salt from her. As 
this mighty view of lard hides each combat- 
ant from the other, gladly each retires and 
boasts how he would have slain his neigh- 
bor, but that old sow drove the other away, 
and no wonder he was afraid of her, after 
all the chicks she has eaten. 

And so it goes on ; and so the sun comes, 
stronger from his drink of dew; and the 
cattle in the byres, and the horses from the 
stable, and the men from cottage door, each 
has had his rest and food, all smell alike of 
hay and straw, and every one must hie to 
work, be it drag, or draw, or delve. 

So thought I on the Monday morning; 
while my own work lay before me, and I 
was plotting how to quit it, void of harm to 
every one, and let my love have work a lit- 
tle — ^hardest perhaps of all work, and yet as 
sure as sunrise. I knew that my first day's 
task on the farm would be strictly watched 
by every one, even by my gentle mother, to 
see what I had learned in London. But 
could I let still another day pass, for Lorna 
to think me faithless f 

I felt much inclined to tell dear mother 
all about Lorna, and how I loved her, yet 
had no hope of winning her. Often and oft" 
en I had longed to do this, and have done 
with it. But the thought of my father's 
1 tenible deatli Sit t\^ \i«dl<^ qI >^^ \>^Mii!ftii 
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ptevented me. And it seemed to me foolish 
and mean to grieve mother, without any 
chance of my suit ever speeding. If once 
liorna loved me, my mother should know it ; 
and it would be the greatest happiness to 
me to have no concealment from her, though 
at first she was sure to grieve terribly. But 
I saw no more chance of Loma loving me, 
than of the man in the moon coming down ; 
or rather of the moon coming down to the 
man, as related in old mythology. 

Now the merriment of the small birds, 
and the clear voice of the waters, and the 
lowing of cattle in meadows, and the view 
of no houses (except Just our own and a 
neighbor's), and the knowledge of every 
body around, their kindness of heart and 
simplicity, and love of their neighbor's do- 
ings — all these could not help or please me 
at all, and many of them were much against 
me, in my secret depth of longing and dark 
tumult of the mind. Many people may 
think me foolish, especially after coming 
firom London, where many nice maids look- 
ed at me (on account of my bulk and stat- 
ure) and I might have been fitt>ed up with 
a sweetheart, in spite of my west-country 
twang, and the smallness of my purse, if 
only I had said the word. But nay ; I have 
contempt for a man whose heart is like a 
Bhirt-stud (such as I saw in London cards), 
fitted into one to-day, sitting bravely on the 
breast; plucked out on the morrow mom, 
«nd the place that knew it, gone. 

Now, what did I do but take my chance ; 
reckless whether any one heeded me or not, 
only craving Loma's heed, and time for ten 
words to her. Therefore I left the men of 
the farm as far away as might be, after 
making them work with me (which no man 
round our parts could do, to his own satis- 
faction) and then knowing them to be Well 
weary, very unlike to follow roe — and still 
more unlike to tell of me, for each hud his 
London present — I strode right away, in 
good trust of my speed, without any more 
misgivings; but resolved to face the worst 
of it, and to try to be home for supper. 

And first I went, I know not why, to the 
crest of the broken highland, whence I had 
agreed to watch for any mark or signal. 
And, sure enough, at last I saw (when it 
was too late to see) that the white stone had 
been covered over with a cloth or mantle — 
the sign that something had arisen to make 
Lorna want me. For a moment I stood 
amazed at my evil fortune; that I should 
be too late in the very thing of all things 
on which my heart was set ! Then, after 
eying sorrowfully every crick and cranny, 
to be sure that not a single flutter of my 
love was visible, off I set, with small respect 
either lor my knees or neck, to make the 
round of the outer cliffis, and come up my 
old access. 

Nothing could atop me; it was not long, 



although to me it seemed an age, before I 
stood in the niche of rock at the head of the 
slippery water-course, and gazed into the 
quiet glen, where my foolish heart was dwell- 
ing. Notwithstanding doubts of right, not- 
withstanding sense of duty, and despite all 
manly striving, and the great love of my 
home, there my heart was ever dwelling, 
knowing what a fool it was, and content to 
know it. 

Many birds came twittering round me in 
the gold of August; many trees showed 
twinkling beauty as the sun went lower, 
and the lines of water fell, from wrinkles 
into dimples. Little heeding, there I crouch- 
ed ; though with sense of every thing that 
afterward should move me, like a picture or 
a dream, and every thing went by me softly 
while my heart was gazing. 

At last a little figure came, not insignifi- 
cant (I mean), but looking very light and 
slender in the moving shadows, gently here 
and softly there, as if vague of purpose, with 
a gloss of tender movement, in and out the 
wealth of trees, and liberty of the meadow. 
Who was I to crouch, or doubt, or look at 
her from a distance ; what matter if they 
killed me now, and one tear came to bury 
me f Therefore I rushed out at once, as if 
shot-guns were unknown yet ; not from any 
real courage, but from prisoned love burst 
forth. 

I know, not whether my own Lorna was 
afraid of what I looked, or what I might say 
to her, or of her own thoughts of me : all I 
know is that she looked frightened when I 
hoped for gladness. Perhaps the power of 
my joy was more than maiden liked to own, 
or in any way to answer to ; and, to tell the 
truth, it seemed as if I might now forget 
myself; whUe she would take good care of 
it. This makes a man grow thoughtful; 
unless, as some low fellows do, he believe all 
women hypocrites. 

Therefore I went slowly toward her, taken 
back in my impulse; and said all I could 
come to say, with some distress in doing it. 

^^ Mistress Lorna, I had hope that you were 
in need of me." 

**0h yes; but that was long ago; two 
months ago, or more, sir." And saying this 
she looked away, as if it all were over. But 
I was now so dazed and frightened that it 
took my breath away, and I could not an- 
swer, feeling sure that I was robbed and 
some one else had won her. And I tried to 
turn away, without another word, and go. 

But I could not help one stupid sob, though 
mad with myself for allowing it, but it came 
too sharp for pride to stay it, and it told a 
world of things. Lorna heard it, and ran 
to me, with her bright eyes full of wonder, 
pity, and great kindness, as if amazed that I 
had more than a «vni'^\<^Vi\5\\i^^ >etoss«i. 

she held out \)o\^i ^V^ajai^a \jc> \aft>wiSL^^«*^ 
i and loo\LQd a.\^ lYisux* 
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" Master Ridd, I did not mean." she whis- 
pered very softly, " I did not mean to vex 
you." 

" If you would be loath to vex me, none 
else in this world can do it," I answered out 
of my great love, but fearing yet to look at 
her, mine eyes not being strong enough. 

" Come away from this bright place," she 
answered, trembling in her turn; '^I am 
watched and spied of late. Come beneath 
the shadows, John." 

<* I would have leaped into the valley of 
the shadow of death (as described by the 
late John Bunyan), only to hear her call 
me "John;" though ApoUyon were lurking 
there, and Despair should lock me in. 

She stole across the silent grass; but I 
strode hotly after her ; fear was all beyond 
me now, except the fear of losing her. I could 
not but behold her manner, as she went be- 
fore me, all her grace, and lovely sweetness, 
and her sense of what she was. 

She led me to her own rich bower, which 
I told of once before; and if in spiing it 
wei'e a sight, what was it in summer glory f 
But although my mind had notice of its 
fairness and its wonder, not a heed my heart 
took of it, neither dwelt it in my presence 
more than flowing water. All that in my 
presence dwelt, all that in my heart was 
felt, was the maiden moving gently, and 
afraid to look at me. 

For now the power of my love was abid- 
ing on her, new to her, unknown to her ; not 
a thing to speak about, nor even to think 
clearly ; only just to feel and wonder, with 
a pain of sweetness. She could look at me 
no more, neither could she look away, with 
a studied manner— only to let fall her eyes, 
and blush, and be put out with me, and still 
more with herself. 

I left her quite alone; though close, though 
tingling to have hold of her. Even her 
right hand was dropped and lay among the 
mosses. Neither did I try to steal one 
glimpse below her eyelids. Life and death 
were hanging on the first glance I should 
win ; yet I let it be so. 

After long or short — ^I know not, yet ere I 
was weary, ere I yet began to think or wish 
for any answer — Loma slowly raised her 
eyelids, with a gleam of dew below them, 
and looked at me doubtfully. Any look 
with so much in it never met my gaze be- 
fore. 

" Darling, do you love me t" was all that 
I could say to her. 

" Yes, I like you very much," she answer- 
ed, with her eyes gone from me, and her 
dark hair falling over, so as not to show me 
things. 

"But do you love me, Loma, Loma ; do 
f on love me more than all the world f " 

^^o, to he sure not. Now why should 1 1" 

^^Jn truth, I know not why you should. 

<^r I hoped that you did, Lorna. Either 



love me not at all, or as I love yon, fois 
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ever. 

"John, I love you very much ; and I would 
not grieve you. You are the bravest, and 
the kindest, and the simplest of all men — ^I 
mean of all people — ^I like you very much, 
Master Ridd, and I think of you almost ev- 
ery day." 

" That will npt do for me, Loma. Not al- 
most every day I think, but every instant 
of my life, of you. For you I would give up 
my home, my love of all the world beside, 
my duty to my dearest ones; for you I 
would give up my life, and hope of life be- 
yond it. Do you love me so f " 

" Not by any means," said Loma ; " no ; I 
like you very' much when you do not talk so 
wildly; and I like to see you come as if you 
would fill our valley up, and I like to think 
that even Carver would be nothing in your 
hands — ^but as to liking you like that, what 
should make it likely f especially when I 
have made the signal, and for some two 
months or more you have never even an- 
swered it I If you like me so ferociously, 
why do you leave me for other people to do 
just as they like with me f" 

" To do as they liked ! Oh, Loma, not to 
make you marry Carver!" 

" No, Master Ridd, be not frightened so ; 
it makes me fear to look at you." 

" But you have not married Carver yet T 
Say quick ! Why keep me waiting so f" 

"Of course I have not, Master Ridd. 
Should I be here if I had, think you, and 
allowing you to like me so, and to hold my 
hand, and make me laugh, as I declare you 
almost do sometimes? And at other times 
you frighten me." 

"Did they want you to marry Carver T 
Tell me all the trath of it." 

" Not yet, not yet. They are not half so 
impetuous as you are, John. I am only just 
seventeen, you know, and who is to think of 
marrying f But they wanted me to give my 
word, and be formally betrothed to him in 
the presence of my grandfather. It seems 
that something frightened them. There is 
a youth named Charleworth Doone, every 
one calls him " Charlie ;" a headstrong and 
gay young man, very gallant in his looks 
and manner; and my uncle, the Counselor, 
chose to fancy that Charlie looked at me too 
much coming by my grandfather's cottage.'' 

Here Loma blushed so that I was fright- 
ened, and began to hate this Charlie more, a 
great deal more, than even Carver Doone. 

" He had better not," said I ; " I will fling 
him over it, if he dare. He shall see thee 
through the roof, Lorna, if &t all he see thee." 

" Master Ridd, you are worse than Car- 
ver ! I thought you were so kind-hearted. 
Well, they wanted me to promise, and even 
to swear a solemn oath (a thing I have nev« 
er done in my life'^tViatlwould wed my eld- 
lest coiis\n,tVi\a ^atfikft C«xv«t T>QQu^«^\i^ Na 
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twice as old as I am, being thirty-fLye and 
upward. That was why I gave the token 
that I wished to see you, Master Ridd. They 
pointed out how much it was for the peace 
of all the famUy, and for mine own benefit ; 
but I would not listen for a moment, though 
the Counselor was most eloquent, and my 
grandfather begged me to consider, and Car- 
Ter smiled his pleosautest, which is a truly 
frightful thing. Then both he and his crafty 
father were for using force with me; but 
Sir Ensor would not hear of it; and they 
have put off that extreme until he shall be 
past its knowledge, or at least beyond pre- 
venting it. And now I am watched, and 
spied, and followed, and half my little lib- 
erty seems to be taken from me. I could 
not be here speaking with you, even in my 
own nook and refuge, but for the aid, and 
skill, and courage of dear little Gweuny Car- 
fax. She is now my chief reliance, and 
through her alone I hope to baffle all my eu- 
omies, since others have forsaken me.'' 

Tears of sorrow and repropch were lurk- 
ing in her soft dark eyes, until in fewest 
words I told her that my seeming negligence 
was nothing but my bitter loss and wretch- 
ed absence far away ; of which I had so vain- 
ly striven to give any tidings without dan- 
ger to her. When she heard all this, and 
saw what I had brought from London 
(which was nothing less than a ring of 
pearls with a sapphire in the midst of them, 
as pretty as could well be found), she let the 
gentle tears flow fast, and came and sat so 
close beside me, that I trembled like a fold- 
ed sheep at the bleating of her lamb. But 
recovering comfort quickly, without more 
ado I raised her left hand and observed it 
with a nice regard, wondering at the small 
blue veins, and curves, and tapering white- 
ness, and the points it :finiBhed with. My 
wonder seemed to please her much, herself 
80 well accustomed to it, and not fond of 
watching it. And then, before she could say 
a word, or guess what I was up to, as quick 
as ever I turned hand at about of wrestling, 
on her finger was my ring — sapphire for the 
veins of blue, and pearls to match white fin- 
gers. 

" Oh, you crafty Master Ridd !" said Lor- 
na, looking up at me, and blushing now a 
far brighter blush than when she spoke of 
Charlie; "I thought that you were much 
too simple ever to do this sort of thing. No 
wonder you can catch the fish, as when first 
I saw you," 

"Have I caught you, little fish f Or must 
all my life be spent in hopeless angling for 
you t" 

^'Neither one nor the other, John! Yon 
have not caught me yet altogether, though I 
like you deariy, John ; and if you will only 
keep away, I shall like you more and more. 
As for hopeless angling, John, that all others 
Wtiall have until I tell you otherwise." 

7 



With the large tears in her eyes — tears 
which seemed to me to rise partly from her 
want to love me with the power of my love 
— she put her pure bright lips, half smiling, 
half prone to reply to tears, against my fore- 
head lined with trouble, doubt, and eager 
longing. And theu she drew my ring from 
off that snowy twig her finger, and held it 
out to me; and theu, seeing how my face 
was falling, thrice she touched it with her 
lips, and sweetly gave it back to me. " John, 
I dare not take it now; else I should bi 
cheating you. I will try to love you dearly, 
even as yon deserve and wish. Keep it for 
me just till then. Something tells me I shall 
earn it in a very little time. Perhaps you 
will be sorry then, sorry when it is all too 
late, to be loved by such as I am." 

What could I do, at her mournful tone, 
but kiss a thousand times the hand which 
she put lip to warn me, and vow that I would 
rather die with one assurnuce of her love, 
than without it live forever with all beside 
that the world could give f Upon this she 
looked BO lovely, with her dark eyelashes 
trembling, and her soft eyes full of light, 
and the color of clear sunrise mounting on 
her cheeks and brow, that I was forced to 
turn away, being overcome with beauty* 

" Dearest darling, love of my life," I whis- 
pered through her clouds of hair ; " how long 
must I wait to know — how long must I lin- 
ger doubting whether you can ever stoop 
from your birth and wondrous beauty to a 
poor coarse hind like me, b^ ignorant, unlet 
tered yeoman — " 

" I will not have you revile yourself," said 
Lorua, very tenderly — just as I had meant 
to make her. ** You are not rude and un- 
lettered, John. You know a great deal more 
than I do : you have learned both Greek and 
Latin, as you told me long ago, and you have 
been at the very best school in the West of 
England. None of us but my grandfather 
and the Counselor (who is a great scholar) 
can compare with you in this. And though 
I have laughed at your manner of speech, I 
only laughed in fun, John ; I never meant 
to vex you by it, nor knew that I had done 
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so. 

" Naught you say can vex me, dear," I an- 
swered, as she leaned toward me, in her gen- 
erous sorrow ; " unless you say, * Begone, 
John Ridd ; I love another more than you.'" 

" Then I shall never vex you, John — nev- 
er, I mean, by saying that. Now, John, if 
you please, be quiet — " 

For I was carried away so much by hear- 
ing her call me ^' John " so often, and the 
music of her voice, and the way she bent to- 
ward me, and the shadow of soft weeping in 
the sunlight of her eyes, thitt some of my 
great hand was creeping in a manner not to 
be imagined, and far less explained, toward 
the lithesome, wholesome curving undoc- 
neath her mautW-io\^,«sA o-^^k ^1 \sv.^^ ^:c^^ 
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harm, as^ I thought ; not being her front 
waist. However, I was dashed with that, 
and pretended not to mean it ; only to pluck 
some lady-fern, whose elegance did me no 
good. 

" Now, John !'' said Loma, being so quick 
that not even a lover could cheat her, and 
observing my confusion more intently than 
she need have done. " Master John Ridd, 
it is high time for yon to go home to your 
mother. I love your mother very much from 
what you have told me about her, and I will 
not have her cheated.'' 

"If you truly love my mother," said I, 
very craftily, " the only way to show it is by 
truly loving me." 

Upon that she laughed at me in the sweet- 
est manner, and with such provoking ways, 
and such come-and-go of glances,^ and be- 
ginning of quick blushes, which she tried to 
laugh away, that I knew, as well as if she 
herself had told me, by some knowledge 
(void of reasoning, and the surer for it), I 
knew quite well, while all my heart was 
burning hot within me, and mine eyes were 
shy of hers, and her eyes were shy of mine ; 
for certain and forever this I knew — as in a 
glory — that Lorna Doone had now begun 
and would go on to love me. 



CHAPTER XXIX. 

REAPING LEADS TO REVELING. 

Although I was under interdict for two 
months from my darling— "one for your 
sake, one for mine," she had whispered, with 
her head withdrawn, yet not so very far from 
me — lighter heart was not on Exmoor than 
I bore for half the time, and even for three 
quarters. For she was safe; I knew that 
daily by a mode of signals, well-contrived 
between us now, on the strength of our ex- 
perience. "I have nothing now to fear, 
John," she had said to me, as we parted ; 
"it is true that I am spied and watched, 
but Gwenny is too keen for them. While I 
have my grandfather to prevent all violence, 
and little Gwenny to keep watch on those 
who try to watch me, and you above all 
others, John, ready at a moment, if the worst 
comes to the worst — ^this neglected Lorna 
Doone was never in such case before. There- 
fore do not squeeze my hand, John ; I am 
safe without it, and you do not know your 
strength." 

Ab, I knew my strength right well. Hill 

and valley scarcely seemed to be step and 

landing for me ; fiercest cattle I would play 

with, making them go backward, and afraid 

of hurting them, like John Fry with his 

terrier; even rooted trees seemed to me but 

as Bticka I could smite down, except for my 

Jove of every thing. The Jove of all things 

was i/pou me, and a softneas to them all, ajid 






a sense of having something even such as 
they had. 

Then the golden hanrest came, waving on 
the broad hill-side, and nestling in the quiet 
nooks scooped from out the fringe of wood 
— a wealth of harvest such as never glad- 
dened all our oountry-«ide since my father 
ceased to reap, and his sickle hung to rust. 
There had not been a man on Exmoor fit to 
work that reaping-hook since the time its 
owner fell, in the prime of life and strength, 
before a sterner reaper. But now I took it 
from the wall, where mother proudly stored 
it, while she watched me, hardly knowing 
whether she should smile or cry. 

All the parish was assembled in our up- 
per court -yard; for we were to open the 
harvest that year, as had been settled with 
Farmer Nicholas, and with Jasper Kebby^ 
who held the third or little farm. We 
started in proper order, therefore, as our 
practice is ; first, the parson, Josiah Bow- 
den, wearing his gown and cassock, with, 
the parish Bible in his hand, and a sicklo 
strapped behind him. As he strode alon^ 
well and stoutly, being a man of snbstance, 
all our family came next, Heading mother 
with one hand, in the other bearing my fa- 
ther's hook, and with a loaf of our own bread 
and a keg of cider upon my back. Behind 
us Annie and Lizzie walked, wearing wreaths 
of corn-flowers, set out Tery prettily,£uch as 
mother would have worn, if she had been & 
farmer's wife instead of a fieurmer's widow* 
Being as she was, she had no adornment, 
except that her widow's hood was ofT, and 
her hair allowed to flow, as if she had been 
a maiden ; and Tery rich bright hair it was, 
in spite of all her troubles. 

After us the maidens came, milkmaids and 
the rest of them, with Betty Muxworthy at 
their head, scolding even now, because they 
would not walk fitly. But they only laugh- 
ed at her ; and she knew it was no good to 
scold, with all the men behind them. 

Then the Snowes came trooping forward ; 
Farmer Nicholas in the middle, walking as 
if he would rather walk to a wheat-field of 
his own, yet content to follow lead, because 
he knew himself the leader; and signing 
every now and then to the people here and 
there, as if I were nobody. But to see his 
three great daughters, strong and handsome 
wenches, making upon either side, as if some- 
body would run off with them -^ this was 
the very thing that taught me how to value 
Lorna, and her pure simplicity. 

After the Snowes came Jasper Kebby, 
with his wife new -married; and a very 
honest pair they were, upon only a hundred 
acres, and a right of common. After these 
the men came hotly, without decent order, 
trying to spy the girls in front, and make 
good jokes about them, at which their wives 
langVied heaxtlly, being jealous when alone, 
perlxapa. knd. «i\AX \Xi<^A» Ta«ii «aA \bAU 
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wives came all the children toddUDg, pick- 
ing flowers by the way^ and chattering and 
asking questions, as the children will. There 
most have been three-score of ns, take one 
with another ; and the lane was ^11 of peo- 
ple. When we were come to the big field- 
gate, where the first sickle was to be, Par- 
son Bowden heaved np the rail with the 
sleeves of his gown done green with it ; and 
he said that every body might hear him, 
though his breath was short, ** In the name 
of the Lord, Amen !'' 

"Amen ! So be it !" cried the clerk, who 
was far behind, being only a shoe-maker. 

Then Parson Bowden read some verses 
from the parish Bible, telling ns to lift np 
our eyes, and look upon the fields already 
white to harvest ; and then he laid the Bi- 
ble down on the square head of the gate- 
poet, and, despite his gown and cassock, 
three good swipes he cut of com, and laid 
them right end onward. All this time the 
lest were hnddling outside the gat^ and 
along the lane, not daring to interfere with 
parson, but whispering how well he did it. 

When he had stowed the com like that, 
mother entered, leaning on me, and we both 
said, "Thank the Lord for all his mercies, 
and these the first-fruits of his hand !" And 
then the clerk gave out a psalm verse by 
verse, done very well ; althongh he sneezed 
in the midst of it, from a beard of wheat 
thrust np his nose by the rival cobbler at 
Brendon. And when the psalm was sung, 
60 strongly that the foxgloves on the bank 
^ere shaking, like a chime of bells, at it, 
l^arson took a stoop of cider, and we all fell 
to at reaping. 

Of coarse I mean the men, not women, al- 
though I know that up the country women 
are allowed to reap; and right well they 
J^ap it, keeping row for row with men, 
comely, and in due order, yet, meseems, the 
D*en must ill attend to their own reaping- 
^ooks, in fear lest the other cut themselves, 
heing the weaker vessel. But in our part 
'^omen do what seems their proper busi- 
^^f following well behind the men, out of 
harm of the swinging -hook, and stooping 
^th their breasts and arms up they catch 
the swathes of com, where the reapers cast 
them, and tucking them together tightly 
with a wisp laid under them, this they 
fetch around and twist, with a Imee to keep 
It close; and lo, there is a goodly sheaf, 
'^ady to set up in stooks ! After these the 
children come, gathering each for his little 
^K if the farmer be right - minded, until 
^^h hath a bundle made as big as himself 
and longer, and tumbles now and again with 
*t)in the deeper part of the stubble. 

^e, the men, kept marching onward down 
theflaut of the yellow wall, with knees bent 
^i^e, and left arm bowed, and right arm 
"ashing steel. Each man in his several 
P^^ keeping down the rig or chino on the 



right side of the reaper in firont, and the left 
of the man that followed him ; each making 
farther sweep and inroad into the golden 
breadth and. depth, each casting leftward 
his rich clearance on his foregoer's double 
track. 

So like half a wedge of wild-fowl, to and 
firo we swept the field ; and when to either 
hedge we came, sickles wanted whetting, and 
throats required moistening, and backs were 
in need of easing, and every man had much 
to say, and women wanted praising. Then 
all returned to the other end, with reaping- 
hooks beneath our arms, and dogs left to 
mind jackets. 

But now, will you believe me well, or wiU 
you only laugh at mef For even in the 
world of wheat, when deep among the var- 
nished crispness of the Jointed st<alks, and 
below the feathered yielding of the graceful 
heads, even as I gripped the swathes and t 
swept the sickle ronnd them, even as I flung 
them by to rest on brother stubble, through 
the whirling yellow world, and eagerness of 
reaping, came the vision of my love, as with 
downcast eyes she wondered at my power of 
passion. And then the sweet remembrance 
glowed, brighter than the sun through wheat, 
through my very depth of heart, of how she 
raised those beaming eyes, and ripened in 
my breast rich hope. Even now I could 
descry, like high waves in the distance, the 
rounded heads and folded shadows of the 
wood of Bagworthy. Perhaps she was walk- 
ing in the valley, and softly gazing up at 
them. Oh, to be a bird just there I I could 
see a bright mist hanging just above the 
Doone Glen. Perhaps it was shedding its 
drizzle upon her. Oh, to be a drop of rain ! 
The very breeze which bowed the harvest 
to my bosom gently might have come direct 
from Loma, with her sweet Voic^ laden. Ah, 
the flaws of air that wander wbi^re they will 
around her, fan her bright ch0i, play with 
lashes, even revel in her hair \;^d reveal her 
beanties— ^mau is but a breath, we know; 
would I were such breath as that t 

But confound it, while I jjonder, with de- 
licious dreams suspended, with my right 
arm hanging frustrate and the giant sickle 
drooped, with my left arm bowed for clasp- 
ing something more germane than wheat, 
and my eyes not minding business, but in- 
tent on distant woods — confound it, what 
are the men about, and why am I left va- 
poring? They have taken advantage of 
me, the rognes ! They are gone to the hedge 
for the cider -jars; they have had np the 
sledd of bread and meat, quite softly over 
the stubble, and if I can believe my eyes 
(so dazed with Loma's image), they are sit- 
ting down to an excellent dinner before the 
church clock has gone eleven ! 

" John Fty,^o\v>a\% ViS^\J[OJ^ Yws^^^^'^J!^ 
John \ia»K\i\s wp V^ ^\i<^ ^^'w^ NXsfc ^^^^^ 
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and fork, and a goose -leg in between his 
lips, "John Fry, what mean you by this, 
sirf 

"Latt me dowun, or I can't tell 'e," John 
answered, with some difficulty. So I let 
him come down, and I must confess that he 
had reason on his side. " Plaise your wor- 
ship" — John called me so ever since I re- 
turned from London, firmly believing that 
the King had made me a magistrate at 
least ; though I was to keep it secrat — " us 
zeed as how your worship were took with 
thinkiu' of King's business in the middle 
of the whate-rigg ; and so us zed, * Latt un 
coom to his zell, us had better zave taime, 
by takking our dinner;' and here us be, 
plaise your worship, and hopps no offense 
with thick iron spoon full of vried taties." 

I was glad enough to accept the ladleful 
of fried batatas, and to make the best of 
things, which is generally done by letting 
men have their own way. Therefore I man- 
aged to dine with them, although it was so 
early. 

For according to all that I can find, in a 
long life and a varied one, twelve o'clock is 
the real time for a man to have his dinner. 
Then the sun is at his noon, calling halt to 
look around, and then the plants and leaves 
are turning, each with a little leisure time, 
jefore the work of the afternoon. Then is 
the balance of east and west, and then the 
right and left side of a man are in due pro- 
portion, and contribute fairly with harmoni- 
ous fluids. And the health of this mode 
of life and its reclaiming virtue are well set 
forth in our ancient rhyme, 

'* Sanrise, breakfast; san high, dinner; 
Smidown, sap ; makes a saint of a sinner.*' 

Whish, the wheat falls ! Whirl again; ye 
have had good dinners; give your master 
and mistress plenty to supply another year. 
And in tru^Ji we did reap well and fairly 
through the whole of that afternoon, I not 
only keeping lead, bat keeping the men up 
to it. We got through a matter of ten acres 
ere the sun between the shocks broke his 
light on wheaten plumes, then hung his red 
cloak on the clouds, and fell into gray slum- 
ber. 

Seeing this, we wiped our sickles, and our 
breasts and foreheads, and soon were on the 
homeward road, looking forward to good 
supper. 

Of course all the reapers came at night to 
the harvest-supper, and Parson Bowden to 
say the grace as well as to help to carve for 
us. And some help was needed there, I can 
well assure you ; for the reapers had brave 
appetites; and most of their wives having 
babies, were forced to eat as a duty. Nei- 
ther failed they of this duty ; cut and come 
a^ain was the order of the evening, as it had 
been of the day; and I bad no time to ask 
gaestiona, bat help meat and ladle gravy. 



AU the while our darling Annie, i 
sleeves tucked up, and her cornel; 
panting, was running about with a 
of taties mashed with lard and i 
Even Lizzie had left her books, f 
serving out beer and cider; while 
helped plum -pudding largely on 
plates with the mutton. And all t 
Betty Muxworthy was grunting in 
everywhere, not having space to sco 
but changing the dishes, serving tl 
poking the tire, and cooking mon 
John Fry would not stir a peg, exc< 
his knife and fork, having all the 
a visitor, and his wife to keep h 
ing, till I thought there would be 
of it. 

Then having eaten all they cov 
prepared themselves, with one ace 
the business now 6f drinking. I 
they lifted the neck of com, dress 
ribbons gayly, and set it upon the 
piece, each man with his horn a-fro 
then they sang a song about it, ei 
shouting in the chorus louder than 
thunder-'Storm. Some were in the 
of one verse, and some at the end of ' 
one; yet somehow all managed to 
gether in the mighty roar of the 
And if any farmer up the country 
like to know Exmoor harvest-song 
in my time, and will be sung long 
am garnered home, lo, here I set it <] 
him, omitting only the dialect, wb 
chance might puzzle him. 

EXMOOR HARVBST-SONQ. 

1. 

The com, oh the com, *tis the ripening of tl 
Go onto the door, my lad, and look be 

moon, 
Thoa canst see, beyond the woodrick, hoi 
loon: 
*Tis the harvesting of wheat, and the barle 
shorn. 

(Chonta.) 

The com, oh the com, and the yellow, mell 

Here's to the com, with the caps npon th 

We*ye been reaping all the day, and we'll r 

the mora, 

And fetch it home to mow -yard, and \ 

thank the Lord. 



The wheat, oh the wheat, 'tis the rlpenli 
wheat ! 
All the day it has been hanging down 

head, 
Bowing over on onr bosoms with a beard 
TIs the harvest, and the valae makes the lal 

(ChoruB,) 

The wheat, oh the wheat, and the golde 
wheat ! 
Here's to the wheat, with the loaves 
board ! 
We've been reaping all the day, and we nev 
beat, 
Btil tetcYi M «\\ \x> mo^-yardt and then w 



LORNA DOONE. 



101 



The barley, oh the barley, and the barley is in prime ! 
All the day it has been rustling witti its bristles 

brown, 
Waiting with Its beard a -bowing, till it can be 
mown ! 
Tis the harvest, and the barley mnst abide its time. 

{Chorua,) 

Tbe barley, oh the barley, and the barley roddy 

brown! 

Here*s to the barley, with the beer upon the board ! 

WeMl go a^mowing, soon as ever all the wheat is down ; 

When all is in the mow-yard, we'll stop, and thank 

the Lord. 



The oats, oh the oats, His the ripening of the oats ! 
All the day they have been dancing with their flakes 

of white. 
Waiting for the girding -hook, to be the nags' de- 
light: 
Tia the harvest, let them dangle In their skirted 
coats. 

{Chorus,) 

The oats, oh the oats, and the silver, silver oats 1 
Here's to the oats with the back -stone on the 
board 1 
Well go among them wheh the barley has been laid 
in rotes : 
When all is home t6 mow -yard, we'll kneel and 
thank the Lord. 

5- 
The com, oh the com, and the blessing of the com ! 
Come nnto the door, my lads, and look beneath the 

moon. 
We can see, on hill and valley, how it is yelloon, 
^ith a breadth of glory, as when onr Lord was bora. 

(Chorus.) 

^e com, oh the com, and the yellow, mellow com 1 
^I^anks for the corn, with oar bread upon the 
board ! 
^ shall we acknowledge it, before we reap the mora, 
^Ith onr hands to heaven, and oar knees unto the 
Lord. 

^ow we sang this soog very well thd first 
^^itke, having the parish choir to lead ns, and 
^h^ clarionet, and the parson to give ns the 
*ime with his cup ; and we sang it again the 
^^ond time, not so but what yon might 
P^'^ise it (if yon had been with ns all the 
®^^ning), although the parson was gone then, 
*J^^ the clerk not fit to comx)are with him in 
*"^^ matter of keeping time. But when that 
soixg was in its third singing, I defy any 
''^^ii (however sober) to have made out one 
J|^i^ from the other, or even the burden 
™^^in the verses, inasmuch as every man 
P^^^^sent, ay, and woman too, sang as became 
^^ixvenient to them, in utterance both of 
^otds and tune. 

And in truth there was much excuse for 
*^^m ; because it was a noble harvest, fit to 
J*^^nk the Lord for, without his thinking us 
^^^ocrites. For we had more land in wheat 
J^ut year than ever we had before, and twice 
***^ crop to the acre ; and I could not help 
JV^^ and then remembering, in the midst of 
*'*^^ merriment, how raj father in the chnrch- 
^^^ wonder would have gloried to behold 



it. And my mother, who had left ns now, 
happening to return just then, being called 
to have her health drunk (for the twentieth 
time at least), I knew by the sadness in her 
eyes that she was thinking Just as I was. 
Presently, therefore, I slipped awAy from 
the noise, and mirth, and smoking (although 
of that last there was not much, except from 
Farmer Nicholas), and crossing the court- 
yard in the moonlight, I went, just to cool 
myself, as far as my father's tombstone. 



CHAPTER XXX. 

ANNIE GETS THE BEST OF IT. 

I HAD long outgrown unwholesome feel- 
ing as to my father's death, and so had An- 
nie; though Lizzie (who must have loved 
him least) still entertained some evil will, 
and longing for a punishment. Therefore I 
was surprised (and indeed startled would 
not be too much to say, the moon being 
somewhat fleecy) to see our Annie sitting 
there as motionless as the tombstone, and 
with all her best fal-lals upon her, after 
stowing away the dishes. 

My nerves, however, are good and strong, 
except at least in love matters, wherein 
they always fail me, and when I meet with 
witches ; and therefore I went up to Annie, 
although she looked so white and pure ; for 
I had seen her before with those things on, 
and it stmck me who she was. 

" What are yon doing here, Annie f " I in* 
qnired rather sternly, being vexed with her 
for having gone so very near to frighten me. 

'' Nothing at all," said our Annie, shortly. 
And indeed it was truth enough for a wom- 
an. Not that I dare to believe that women 
are such liars as men say ; only that I mean 
they often see things round the corner, and 
know not which is which of it. And indeed 
I never have known a woman (thongh right 
enough in their meaning) purely and per- 
fectly true and transparent, except only my 
Loma; and even so, I might not have loved 
her, if she had been ugly. 

"Why, how sot" said I; "Miss Annie, 
what business have yon here, doing nothing 
at this time of night f And leaving me with 
all the trouble to entertain onr guests !" 

"You seem not to me to be doing it, 
John," Annie answered, softly ; " what bus- 
iness have yon here doing nothing at this 
time of night f " 

I was taken so aback with this, and tha 
extreme impertinence of it, from a mere 
young girl like Annie, that I turned round 
to march away and have nothing more to 
say to her. But she jumped up and caught 
me by the hand, and threw herself upon my 
bosom, with hfix iwi^ «5\'^^\» '^'Oa.\ft»J«>» 

" OYi 3oYm,l ^\V\»\5Liwsr--Y-«KSS.\f^^^^ 
1 Only don?t. \>^ aagty , 3o\i\ir 
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"Angry I no indeed,'' eaid I ; "what right 
have I to be angry with you because you 
have your secrets f Every chit of a girl 
thinks now that she a right to her secrets/' 

"And you have none of your own, John ; 
of course you have none of your own T All 
your going out at night — " 

"We will not quarrel here, poor Annie," 
I answered, with some loftiness ; " there are 
many things upon my mind which girls can 
have no notion of." 

"And so there are upon mine, John. Oh 
John, I will tell you every thing, if you will 
look at me kindly, and promise to forgive 
me. Oh, I am so miserable !" 

Now this, though she was behaving so 
badly, moved me much toward her, espe- 
cially as I longed to know what she had to 
tell me. Therefore I allowed her to coax 
me, and to kiss me, and to lead me away a 
little as far as the old yew-tree; for she 
would not tell me where she was. 

But even in the shadow there she was 
very long before beginning, and seemed to 
have two minds about it, or rather perhaps 
a dozen ; and she laid her cheek against the 
tree, and sobbed till it was pitifhl ; and I 
knew what mother would say to her, for 
spoiling her best frock so. 

" Now will you stop f ' I said at last, hard- 
er than I meant it; for I knew that she 
would go on all night, if any one encouraged 
her : and though not well acquainted with 
women, I understood my sisters ; or else I 
must be a bom fool — except of course that 
I never professed to understand Eliza. 

" Yes, I will stop," said Annie, panting ; 
" you are very hard on me, John ; but I 
know you mean it for the best. If some- 
body else — I am sure I don't know Ttrho, and 
have no right to know, no doubt, but she 
must be a wicked thing — ^if somebody else 
had been taken so with a pain all round the 
heart, John, and no power of telling it, per- 
haps you would have coaxed and kissed her, 
and come a little nearer, and made oppor- 
tunity to be very loving." 

Now this was so exactly what I had tried 
to do to Lorna, that my breath was almost 
taken away at Annie's so describing it. For 
a while I could not say a word, but wondered 
if she were a witch, which had never been in 
our family : and then, all of a sudden, I saw 
the way to beat her, with the devil at my 
elbow. 

" From your knowledge of these things, 
Annie, you must have had them done to you. 
I demand to know this very moment who 
has taken such liberties." 

" Then, John, you shall never kuow, if 

you ask in that manner. Besides, it was no 

liberty in the least at all. Cousins have a 

right to do things — and when they are one's 

godfather — ^ Here Annie stopped quite 

suddenly, having bo betrayed herself, but 

met me ia the faU moonlight, being re- 



solved to face it out, with a good face ^at 
upon it. 

"Alas, I feared it would come to this," I 
answered very sadly ; " I know he has been 
here many a time, without showing himself 
to me. There is nothing meaner than for a 
man to sneak, and steal a young maid's heart, 
without her people knowing it." 

" You are not doing any thing of that 
sort yourself, then, dear John, are you f " 

"Only a common highwayman!" I an- 
swered, without heeding her ; " a man with- 
out an acre of his own, and liable to hang 
upon any conmion, and no other right of 
common over it — " 

" John," said my sister, " are the Doones 
privileged not to be hanged upon common 
land f" 

At this I was so thunderstruck that I 
leaped in the air like a shot rabbit, and rush- 
ed as^ard as I could through the gate and 
across the yard, and back into the kitchen ; 
and there I asked Farmer Nicholas Snowe 
to give me some tobacco, and to lend me a 
spare pipe. 

This he did with a grateful manner, being 
now some five-fourths gone ; and so I smoked 
the very first pipe that ever had entered my 
lips till then ; and beyond a doubt it did 
me good, and spread my heart at leisure. 
/ Meanwhile the reapers were mostly gone, 
to be up betimes in the morning ; and some 
were led by their wives ; and some had to 
lead their wives themselves; according to 
the capacity of man and wife respectively. 
But Betty was as lively as ever, bustling 
about with every one, and looking out for 
the chance of groats, which the better off 
might be free with. And over the knead- 
ing-pan next day she di*opped three-and-six- 
pence out of her pocket ; and Lizzie could 
not tell for her life how much more might 
have been in it. 

Now by the time I had almost finished 
smoking that pipe of tobacco, and wonder- 
ing at myself for having so despised it hith- 
erto, and making up my mind to have anoth- 
er trial to-morrow night, it began to occur 
to me that although deav Annie had behaved 
so very badly and rudely, and almost taken 
my breath away with the suddenness of her 
allusion, yet it was not kind of me to leave 
her out there at that time of night all alone, 
and in such distress. Any of the reapers 
going home might be gotten so fi^r beyond 
fear of ghosts as to venture into the church- 
yard; and although they would know a 
great deal better than to insult a sister of 
mine when sober, there was no telling what 
they might do in their present state of re- 
joicing. Moreover, it was only right that 
I shoidd learn, for Loma's sake, how far 
Annie or any one else had penetrated our 
secret. 

Theiefoie I went forth at once, bearing 
\ my pi^ va ft i^)s3i]iiMv)\ xsivsmfox^^j^ \\i<^ «aqu 
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Fanner Nicholas do i and marking, with a 
new kind of pleasure, how the rings and 
wreaths of smoke hovered and fluttered in 
the moonlight, like a lark upon his carol. 
'Boor Annie was gone hack again to our fa- 
ther's grave; and there she sat upon the 
turf, sobbing very gently, and not wishing 
to trouble any one. So I raised her tender- 
ly, and made much of her, and consoled her, 
for I could not scold her there ; and perhaps 
after all she was not to be blamed so much 
as Tom Faggus himself was. Annie was 
very grateful to me, and kissed me many 
times, and begged my pardon ever so often 
for her Tudcness to me. And then, having 
gona 80 far with it, and finding me so com- 
plaisant, she must needs try to go a little 
farther, and to lead me away from her own 
affairs, and iato mine concerning Lorna. 
Bat although it was clever enough of her, 
she was not deep enongh for me there ; and 
I soon discovered that she knew nothing, not 
even the name of my darling; but only sus- 
pected from things she had seen and put to- 
gether like a woman. Upon this I brought 
her back again to Tom. Faggus and his do- 
ings. 

" My poor Annie, have you really prom- 
ised him to be his wife T" 

" Then after all you have no reason, John 
^Qo particular reason, I mean — ^for slight- 
ing poor Sally Snowe so f ' 

"Without even asking mother or me! 
Oh, Annie, it was wrong of you !" 

"Btlt, darling, you know that mother 
wishes you so much to marry Sally ; and I 
am sure you could have her to-morrow. She 
dotes on the very ground — *^ 

" I dare say he tells you that, Annie, that 
^ dotes on the ground you walk upon — ^but 
did you believe him, child T" 

" Yon may believe me, I assure yon, John ; 
and half the farm to be settled upon her af- 
ter the old man's time ; and though she gives 
herself little airs, it is only done to entice 
y^^'y she has the very best hand in the 
'lairy, John, and the lightest at a turn-over 
cake-—" 

" Now, Annie, don't talk nonsense so. I 
^•*h just to know the truth about you and 
Tom Faggus. Do you mean to marry him f " 

. " I to marry before my brother, and leave 
nim with none to take care of him ! Who 
<5an do him a red deer coUop, except Sally 
n^rself, as I can f Come home, dear, at once, 
*nd I will do you one ; for you never ate a 
"Morsel of supper, with all the people you had 
*o attend upon." 

This was true enough; and seeing no 
chance of any thing more than cross ques- 
wons and crooked purposes, at which a girl 
^w sure to beat me, I even allowed her to 
J^ad tae home, with the thoughts of the col- 
J^P Uppermost. But I never counted upon 
°®*^g beaten bo tboronghly as I was; for 
^owiog me now to be off my guard, the 



young hussy stopped at the farm-yard gate, 
as if with a brier entangling her ; and while 
I was stooping to take it away, she looked 
me full in the face by the moonlight, and 
jerked out quite suddenly, 

" Can your love do a collop, John!" 

*^ No, I should hope not," I answered, rash- 
ly ; " she is not a mere cook-maid, I should 
Aope." 

-^ She is not half so pretty as Sally Snowe ; 
I will answer for that," said Annie. 

^' She is ten thousand times as pretty as 
teu thoasiftDd SaUy Snowes," I replied, with 
great indignation. 

" Oh, but look at Sally's eyes !" cried my 
sister, rapturously. 

''Look at Lorna Doone's," said I; ''and 
you would never look again at Sally's." 

"Oh, Lorna Doone, Lorna Doone!" ex- 
claimed our Annie, halt-firightened, yet clap- 
ping her hands with triumph at having found 
me out so : " Lorna Doone is the lovely maid- 
en who has stolen poor somebody's heart so. 
Ah, I shall remember it, because it is so queer 
a name. But stop, I had better write it down. 
Lend me your hat, poor boy, to write on." 

" I have a great mind to lend you a box 
on the ear," I answered her, in my vexation ; 
" and I would, if you had not been crying so, 
you sly good-for-nothing baggage. As it is, 
I shall keep it for Master Faggus, and add 
interest for keeping." 

" Oh no, John ; oh no, John," she begged 
me earnestly, being sobered in a moment. 
" Your hand is so terribly heavy, John ; and 
he never would forgive you ; although he is 
so good-hearted, he can not put up with an 
insult. Promise me, dear John, that you 
will not strike him, and I will promise you 
faithfully to keep your secret even from 
mother, and even from Cousin Tom himself." 

"And from Lizzie; most of all, from liz- 
zie," I answered very eagerly, knowing too 
well which one of my family would be hard- 
est with me. 

" Of course from little Lizzie," said Annie, 
with some contempt ; " a young thing like 
her can not be kept too long, in my opinion, 
from the knowledge of such subjects. And 
besides, I should be very sorry if Lizzie had 
the' right to, know your secrets as I have, 
dearest John. Not a soul shall be the wiser 
for yout having trnsted me, John ; although 
I shall be very wretched when you are late- 
away at night among those dreadful peo- 
ple." 

"Well," I replied, "it is no use crying 
over spilled milk, Annie. You have my se- 
cret, and I have yours ; and I scarcely know 
which of the two is likely to have the worst 
time of it when it comes to mother's ears. 
I could put up with perpetual scolding, but 
not with mother's sad sUence." 

" That is exactly Yicfw 1 i<^^^^^''>^ -wsSi. 

as Aimlft aaV^ it. ^\ie>\iYv^\>w!L'i^xs.^,^s«v^^«V 

1 soft eyea ahoTi© xr^ou xafe\ ''>a\>X. ^^^^ 'V Av^^^ 
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be much happier, dear, beoanse I shall try 
to help you. No doubt the young lady de- 
Berves it, John. She is not after the farm, 
I hope r 

'' She !" I exclaimed ; and that was enough ; 
there was so much scorn in my Toice aud 
face. 

''Then, I am sure, I am yery glad;" Annie 
always made the best of things ; ^' for I do 
^believe that Sally Snowe has taken a fan- 
cy to our dairy-place, and the pattern of our 
cream-paus ; and she asked so much about 
our meadows, and the color of the milk — " 

"Then, after all, you were right, dear An- 
nie ; it is the ground she dotes upon !" 

''And the things that walk upon it,'' she 
answered, with another kiss ; '^ Sally has 
taken a wonderful fancy to our best cow, 
'Nipple pins.' But she never shall have 
her now ; what a consolation !" 

We entered the house quite gently thus, 
and found farmer Nicholas Suowe asleep, 
little dreaming how his plans had been over- 
set between us. And then Annie said to me 
very slyly, between a smile and a blush, 

" Don't you wish Lorua Dooue was here, 
John, in the parlor along with mother, in- 
stead of those two fashionable milkmaids, 
as Uncle Ben will call them, and poor stupid 
Mistress Kebby f " 

'^ That indeed I do, Annie. I must kiss 
you for only thinking of it. Bear me, it 
seems as if you had known all about us for 
a twelvemonth." 

'^ She loves you with all her heart, John. 
No doubt about that, of course." And An- 
nie looked up at me, as much as to say she 
would like to know who could help it. 

" That's the very thing she won't do," said 
if knowing that Annie would love me all the 
more for it ; '^ she is only beginning to like 
me, Annie ; and as for loving, she is so young 
that she only loves her grandfather. But I 
hope she will come to it by-and-by," 

" Of course she must," replied my sister ; 
"it will be impossible for her to help it." 

"Ah well! I don't know," for I wanted 
more assurance of it. " Maidens are such 
wondrous thiugs !" 

" Not a bit of it," said Annie, casting her 
bright eyes downward : " love is as simple 
as milking when people know how to do it. 
But you must not let her alone to^T long ; 
that is my advice to you. What a simple- 
ton you must have been not to tell me long 
ago. I would have made Lorna wild about 
you long before this time, Johnny. But now 
you go into the parlor, dear, while I do your 
collop. Faith Snowe is not come, but Polly 
and Sally. Sally has made up her mind to 
conquer yoa this very blessed evening, John. 
Only look what a thing of a scarf she has 
on ; I should be quite ashamed to wear it. 
Bat you won't strike poor Tom, will you T" 
^^^ot I, my darling, for yonr sweet sake." 
And so dear Annie, having grown quite 



brave, gave me a little push into the parlor, 
where I was quite abashed to enter, after all 
I had heard about Sally. And I made up 
my mind to examine her well, and try a lit- 
tle courting with her, if she should lead me 
on, that I might be in practice for Lorna. 
But when I perceived how grandly and rich- 
ly both the young* damsels were appareled ; 
and how, in their courtesies to me, they re- 
treated, as if I were making 'up to them, in 
a way they had learned from Exeter; and 
how they began to talk of the Court, as if 
they had been there all their lives, and the 
latest mode of the Duchess of this, and the 
profile of the Countess of that, and the last 
good saying of my Lord something ; instead 
of butter, and cream, aud eggs, and things 
which they understood ; I knew there must 
be somebody in the room besides Jasper Keb- 
by to talk at. 

And so there was ; for behind the curtain 
drawn across the wiudow-s^at no less a man 
than Uncle Ben was sitting half asleep and 
weary; and by his side a little girl, very 
quiet and very watchful. My mother led 
me to Uncle Ben, and he took my hand 
without rising, muttering something not 
over -polite about my being bigger than 
ever. I asked him heartily how he was, 
and he said, " Well enough, for that matter ; 
but none the better for the noise you great 
clods have been making." 

"I am sorrj' if we have disturbed you, 
sir," I answered, very civilly; "but I knew 
not that you were here even ; and you must 
allow for harvest-time." 

" So it seems," he replied ; " and allow a 
great deal, including waste and drunken- 
ness. Now (if you can see so small a thing, 
after emptying flagons much larger) this is 
my granddaughter, and my heiress" — here 
he glanced at mother — "my heiress, little 
Ruth Huckaback." 

"I am very glad to see you, Ruth," I 
answered, offering her ray hand, which she 
seemed afraid to take ; " welcome to Plover's 
Barrows, my good cousin Ruth." 

However, my good cousin Ruth only arose, 
and made me a courtesy, and lifted her great 
brown eyes at me, more in fear, as I thought, 
than kinship. And if ever any one looked 
unlike the heiress to great property, it was 
the little girl before me. 

" Come out to the kitchen, dear, and let 
me chuck you to the ceiling," I said, just 
to encourage her ; " I always do it to little 
girls ; and then they can see the hams and 
bacon." But Uncle Reuben burst out laugh- 
ing, and Ruth turned away with a deep rich 
colop. 

'* Do you know how old she is, yon num- 
skull f " said Uncle Ben, in his dryest drawl ; 
" she was seventeen last July, sir." 

" On the first of July, grandfather," Ruth 
whispered, with bex back still to me ; " but 
1 many 'peopVe -wVWxLOi^Ni^Wev^HX*?^ 
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Here mother came up to my resone, as 
she always loved to do ; and she said, ^^ If 
my son may not dance Miss Ruth, at any 
rate he may dance with her. We have only 
been waiting for you, dear John, to have a 
little harvest dance, with the kitchen door 
thrown open. You take Ruth; Uncle Ben, 
take Sally; Master Kehby, pair off with 
Polly ; and neighbor Nicholas will be good 
euongh, if I can awake him, to stand up 
with fair Mistress Kebby. Lizzie will play 
us the virginal. Won't you, Lizzie dear f" 

"But who is to dance with you, madam T" 
Uncle Ben asked, very politely. " I think 
yon must re -arrange your figure. I have 
not danced for a score of years ; and I will 
not dance now, while the mistress and the 
owner of the harvest sits aside neglected.'' 

"Nay, Master Huckaback," cried Sally 
Snowe, with a saucy toss of her hair, ^' Mis- 
tress Ridd is t>oo kind, a great deal, in hand- 
ing you over to me. You take her ; aud I 
will fetch Annie to be my partner this even- 
ing. I like dancing very much better with 
girls, for they never squeeze and rumple one. 
Oh it is so much nicer !" 
. "Have no fear for me, my dears," our 
mother answered, smiling ; " Parson Bow- 
den promised to come back again ; I expect 
him every minute ; aud he intends to lead 
me off, and to biopg a partner for Annie too 
~a very pretty young gentleman. Now be- 
gin, and I will join you." j 

There was no disobeying her without rude- 
ness ; and indeed the girls' feet were already 
jigging, and Lizzie giving herself wonderful 
airs with a roll of learned music ; and even 
while Annie was doing my collop, her pret- 
ty round instep was arching itself, as I could 
8ee from the parlor door. So I took little 
fiuth, and I spun her around, as the sound 
^f the music came lively and ringing ; and 
after ns came all the rest with much laugh- 
ter, begging me not to jump over her; and 
auon my grave partner began to smile sweet- 
^Yi and look up at me with the brightest of 
®yes,and drop me the prettiest courtesies; 
till I thought what a great stupe I must 
have been to dream of putting her in the 
cheese-rack. But one thing I could not at 
^ understand ; why mother, who used to 
do all in her power to throw me across Sal- 
ly Snowe, should now do the very opposite ; 
for she would not allow me one moment 
with Sally, not even to cross in the dance, 
or whisper, or go anywhere near a comer 
(which, as I said, I intended to do, just by 
^ay of practice); while she kept me all 
^e evening as close as possible with Ruth 
Huckaback, and came up aud praised me 
^ to Rnth, times and again, that I declare I 
^*8 quite ashamed. Although, of course, I 
^ew that I deserved it all, but I could not 
^ell say that. 

Then Annie came Bailing down tha dance, 
ifJth her beautiful hair lowing round her ; 



the lightest figure in all the room,* aud the 
sweetest and the loveliest. She was blush* 
ing, with her fair cheeks red beneath her 
dear blue eyes, as she met my glance of sur- 
prise and grief at the partner she was lean- 
ipg on. It was Squire Marwood de Whiche- 
halse. I would sooner have seen her with 
Tom Faggus, as indeed I had expected, when 
I heard of Parson Bowden. And to me it 
seemed that she had no right to be dancing 
so with any other ; and to this effect I con- 
trived to whisper ; but she only said, " See 
to yourself, John. No, but let us both en- 
joy ourselves. You are not dancing with 
Loma, John. But you seem uncommonly 
happy." 

" Tush," I said ; " could I flip about so if 
I had my love with me f " 



CHAPTER XXXI. 

JOHN fry's errand. 

We kept up the dance very lat« that 
night, mother being in such wonderful spir- 
its that she would not hear of our going to 
bed : while she glanced from young Squii-e 
Marwood, very deep in his talk with our 
Aimie, to me and Ruth Huckaback who 
were beginning to be very pleasant com- 
pany. Alas, poor mother, so proud as she 
was, how little she dreamed that her good 
schemes already were hopelessly going awry I 

Being forced to be up before daylight next 
day, in order to begin right early, I would 
not go to my bedroom that night for fear 
of disturbing my mother, but determined to 
sleep in the tallat a while, that place being 
cool and airy, and refreshing with the smell 
of sweet hay. Moreover, after my dwelling 
in town, where I had felt like a horse on a 
lime-kiln, I could not for a length of time 
have enough of country life. The mooing 
of a calf was music, and the chuckle of a 
fowl was wit, and the snore of the horses 
was news to me. 

" Wult have thee own wai, I rackou," said 
Betty, being cross with sleepiness, for she 
had washed up every thing ; " slape iu hog- 
pound, if thee laikes, Jan." 

Letting her have the last word of it (as is 
the due of women), I stood in the court, and 
wondered a while at the glory of the har- 
vest-moon, and the yellow world it shone 
upon. Then I saw, as sure as ever I was 
standing there in the shadow of the stable, 
I saw a short wide figure glide across the 
foot of the court-yard, between me and the 
six-barred gate. Instead of running aites 
it, as I should have done, I began to consider 
who it could be, and what on earth was do- 
ing there, when all our people were iu bed^ 
aud the reapers go\ie> \3Lft\Bkfe,«^ \ft "Cafe \Nsio»r^ 
close againEt t\iQ> ^\ie>»\»-^^^« vv^ v * \. 

, Having made \i^ m^ tq^si^ ^"^ \^^ '^^^ ^ 
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could be none of our people — ^though not a 
dog -waB barking — and also that it must 
have been either a girl or a woman, I ran 
down with all speed to learn what might be 
the meaning of it. But I came too late to 
learn, through my own hesitation ; for this 
was the lower end of the coutt-yard, not the 
approach from the parish highway, but the 
end of the sledd-way across the fields where 
the brook goes down to the Lynn stream, 
and where Squire Faggus had saved the old 
drake. And of course the dry channel of 
the brook, being scarcely any water now, 
afforded plenty of place to hide, leading also 
^ to a little coppice beyond our cabbage-gar- 
den, and so farther on to the parish highway. 
I saw at once that it was vain to make 
any pursuit by moonlight ; and resolving to 
hold my own counsel about it (though puz- 
zled not a little) and to keep watch there 
. another night, back I returned to the tallat- 
ladder, and slept without leaving off till 
morning. 

Now many people may wish to know, as 
indeed I myself did very greatly, what had 
brought Master Huckaback over from Dul- 
verton at that time of year, when the cloth- 
ing business was most active on account of 
harvest wages, and when the new wheat 
was . beginning to sample from the early 
parts up the country (for he meddled as well 
in corn - dealing), and when we could not 
attend to him properly by reason of our oc- 
cupation. And yet more surprising it seem- 
ed to me that he should have brought his 
granddaughter also, instead of the troop of 
dragoons, without which he had vowed he 
would never come here again. And how he 
had managed to enter the house, together 
with his granddaughter, and be sitting quite 
at home in the parlor there, without any 
knowledge or even suspicion on my part. 
That last question was easily solved, for 
mother herself had admitted them by means 
of the little passage during a chorus of the 
harvest-song, which might have drowned an 
earthquake : but as for his meaning and mo- 
tive, and apparent neglect of his business, 
none but himself could interpret them ; and 
as he did not see fit to do so, we could not 
be rude enough to inquire. 

He seemed in no hurry to take his depart- 
ure, though his visit was so inconvenient to 
us, as himself, indeed, must have noticed : 
and presently Lizzie, who was the sharpest 
among us, said in my hearing that she be- 
lieved he had purposely timed his visit so 
that he might have liberty to pursue his 
own object, whatsoever it were, without in- 
terruption from us. Mother gazed hard upon 
Lizzie at this, having formed a very differ- 
fltn^ '^pinion; but Annie and myself agreed 
was worth looking into. 
'IT could we look into it, without 
Uncle Reuben whenever he went 
1 trying to catch him in his 



speech, when he was taking his ease at 
night T For, in spite of all the disgust with 
which he had spoken of harvest wassailing, 
there was not a man coming into oar kitch- 
en who liked it better than he did ; only in 
a quiet way, and without too many witness- 
es. Now to endeavor to get at the purpose 
of any guest, even a treacherous one (which 
we had no right to think Uncle Benben), by 
means of observing him in his cups, is a 
thing which even the lowest of i)eople would 
regard with abhorrence. And to my mind 
it was not clear whether it would be fair- 
play at all to follow a visitor even at a dis- 
tance from home and clear of our premises ; 
except for the purpose of fetching him back, 
and giving him more to go on with. Nev- 
ertheless we could not but think, the times 
being wild' and disjointed, that Uncle Ben 
was not using fairly the part of a guest in 
our house, to make long expeditions we 
knew not whither, and involve us in trouble 
we knew not what. 

For his mode was directly after breakfast 
to pray to the Lord a little (which used not 
to be his practice), and then to go forth 
upon Dolly, the which was our Annie's pony, 
very quiet and respectful, with a bag o^ 
good victuals hung behind him, and two 
great cavalry pistols in front. And he al- 
ways wore his meanest clothes, as if expect- 
ing to be robbed, or to disarm the tempta.— 
tion thereto ; and he never took his goldezx^ 
chronometer, neither his bag of money, 
much the girls found out and told me (for 
was never at home myself by day) ; and the^ 
very craftily spurred me on, having less no — 
ble ideas, perhaps, to hit upon Uncle Keix — 
ben's track, and follow, and see what b^ — 
came of him. For he never returned unti-^*- 
dark or more, just in time to be in befo«r^ 
us, who were coming home from the harvea*^ - 
And then Dolly always seemed very wear, 
and stained with a muck from beyond o 
parish. 

But I refused to follow him, not only f^ 
the loss of a day's work to myself, and 
least half a day to the other men, but chie 
because I could not think that it would 
upright and manly. It was all very well 
creep warily into the valley of the Doon 
and heed every thing around me, both 
cause they were public euemies, and also 
cause I risked my life at every step 1 1 
there. But as to tracking a feeble old 
(however subtle he might be), a guest, m 
over, of our own, and a relative through 
mother — ** Once for all," I said, " it is bel 
me, and I won't do it." 

Thereupon the girls, knowing my w 
ceased to torment me about it: but w" 
was ray astonishment the very next daj^ 
perceive that instead of fourteen reapers, ' 
were only thirteen left, directly our breakC^^^ 
was done w\\\i — ot 'mor<NCt^,'MA»\\ftr,I sho*^'*' 
say, £oT we were ^ou-fe \si\« >;Jaft\i«t\ftr3 \iw 
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"Who has been and left his scythe f I 
asked; "and here's a tin cnp never han- 
dled!" 

"Whoy, dudn't ee knaw, Maister Jan," 
«^id Bill Dadds, looking at me queerly, " as 
Jan Vry wur gane avore braxvass." 

" Oh, very well," I answered, "John knows 
what he is doing." For John Fry was a 
kind of foreman now, and it would not do to 
8sy any thing that might lessen his author- 
ity. However, I made up my mind to rope 
him, when I should catch him by himself, 
without peril to his dignity. 

Bat when I came home in the evening, 
late and almost weary, there was no Annie 
cooking my supper, nor Lizzie by the fire 
reading, nor even little Ruth Huckaback 
watching the shadows and pondering. Upon 
this I went to the girl's room, not in the 
very best of tempers ; and there I found all 
three of them in the little place set apart 
for Annie, eagerly listening to John Fry, who 
was telling some great adventure. John 
had a great jug of ale beside him, and a horn 
well drained; and he clearly looked upon 
himself as a hero, and the maids seemed to 
be of the same opinion. 

" Well done, John," my sister was saying, 
" capitally done, John Fry. How very brave 
yon have been, John. Now quick, let us 
hear the rest of it." 

'^What does all this nonsense meanf" I 
said, in a voice which frightened them, as I 
could see by the light of our own mutton- 
candles : " John Fry, you be off to your wife 
at once, or you shall have what I owe you 
now, instead of to-morrow morning." 

John made no answer, but scratched his 
head, and looked at the maidens to take his 
part. 

" It is you that must be off, I think," said 
Lizzie, looking straight at me with all the 
impudence in the world : " what right have 
you to come in here to the young ladies' 
room, without an invitation even f" 

" Very well. Miss Lizzie, I suppose mother 
has some right here." And with that I was 
going away to fetch her, knowing that she 
always took my side, and never would al- 
low the house to be turned upside down in 
that manner. But Annie caught hold of me 
by the arm, and little Ruth stood in the 
door- way ; and Lizzie said, " Don't be a fool, 
John. We know things of you, you know ; 
a great deal more than you dream of." 

Upon this I glanced at Annie, to learn 
whether she had been telling, but her pure, 
true face re -assured me at once, and then 
she said very gently, 

" Lizzie, you talk too fast, my child. No 
one knows any thing of our John which he 
need be ashamed of; and working as he 
does from light to dusk, and earning the liv- 
ing of all of us, he is entitled to choose his 
own good time for going out and for coming 
in, without consulting a little girl five years 



younger than himseH Now, John, sit down, 
and you shall know all that we have done, 
though I doubt whether you will approve 
of it." 

Upon this I kissed Annie, and so did Ruth; 
and John Fry looked a deal more comfort<- 
able, but Lizzie only made a face at ns. 
Then Annie began as follows : 

"You must know, dear John, that we 
have been extremely curious, ever since Un- 
cle Reuben came, to know what he was come 
for, especially at this time of year, when he 
is at his busiest. He never vouchsafed any 
explanation, neither gave any reason, true 
or false, which shows his entire ignorance of 
all feminine nature. If Ruth had known, 
and refused to tell us, we should have been 
much easier, because we must have got it 
out of Ruth before two or three days were 
over. But darling Ruth knew no more than 
we did ; and indeed I must do her the jns« 
tice to say that she has been quite as in-* 
quisitive. Well, we might have put up with 
it, if it had not been for his taking Dolly, 
my own pet Dolly, away every morning, 
quite as if she belonged to him, and keeping 
her out until close upon dark, and then bring' 
ing her home in a frightful condition. And 
he even had the impudence, when I told him 
that Dolly was my pony, to say that we 
owed him a pony ever since you took from 
him that little horse upon which you found 
him strapped so snugly ; and he means to 
take Dolly to Dulverton with him, to run in 
his little cart. - If there is law in the land, 
he shall not. Surely, John, you will not 
let him T" 

" That I won't," said I, " except upon the 
conditions which I offered him once before. 
If we owe him the pony, we owe him the 
straps." 

Sweet Annie laughed like a bell at this, 
and then she went on with her story. 

" Well, John, we were perfectly miserable. 
You can not understand it, of course ; but I 
used to go every evening and hug poor Dol- 
ly, and kiss her, and beg her to tell me where 
she had been, and what she had seen that 
day. But never having belonged to Balaam, 
darling Dolly was quite unsuccessful, though 
often she strove to tell me, with her ears 
down, and both eyes rolling. Then I made 
John Fry tie her tail in a knot with a piece 
of white ribbon, as if for adornment, that I 
might trace her among the hills, at any rate 
for a mile or two. But Uncle Ben was too 
deep for that ; he cut off the ribbon before 
he started, saying he would have no Doones 
after him. And then, in despair, I applied 
to you, knowing how quick of foot you are, 
and I got Ruth and Lizzie to help me, but 
you answered ns very shortly; and a very 
poor supper you had that night, according 
to your deserts. 

" But though we were dashed to tha ^<svssA 
for a time, tw^ tw^t^ tiq>\» ^>asJ^ ^!vaR«a&5y^^ 
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Oar determination to know all about it seem- 
ed to increase with the difficulty. And Un- 
cle Ben's manner last night was so dry, when 
we tried to romp and to lead him out, that 
It was much worse than Jamaica ginger 
grated into a poor sprayed finger. So we 
sent him to bed at the earliest moment, and 
held a small council upon him. If you re- 
member, you, John, having now taken to 
smoke (which is a hateful practice), had gone 
forth grumbling about your bad supper, and 
not taking it as a good lesson.'' 

" Why, Annie," I cried, in , amazement at 
this, '^ I will never tnist you agnin for a sup- 
per. I thought you were so sorry." 

"And so I was, dear — very sorry. But 
still, we must do our duty. Aud when we 
came to consider it, Ruth was the cleverest 
of us all ; for she said that surely we must 
have some man we could trust about the 
farm to go on a little errand ; and then I re- 
membered that old John Fry would do any 
thing for money." 

"Not for money, plaize, miss," said John 
Fry, taking a pull at the beer ; " but for the 
love of o' your swate faice." 

" To be sure, John ; with the King's behind 
it. And so Lizzie ran for John Fry at once, 
and we gave him full directions, how he was 
to slip out of the barley in the confusion of 
the breakfast, so that none might miss him, 
and to run back to the black combe bottom, 
and there he would find the very same pony 
which Uncle Ben had been tied upon, aud 
there is no faster upon the farm. And then, 
without waiting for any breakfast, unless 
he could eat it either running or trotting, he 
was to travel all up the black combe by the 
track Uncle Reuben had taken, and up at 
the top to look forward carefully, and so to 
trace him without being seen." 

"Ay; and raight wuU a doo'd nn," John 
cried, with his mouth in the bullock's horn. 

"Well, and what did you see, JohnT" I 
asked, with great anxiety ; though I meant 
to have shown no interest, 

"John was just at the very point of it," 
Lizzie answered me sharply, "when you 
chose to come in and stop him." 

"Then let him begin again," said I; 
" things being gone so for, it is now my duty 
to know every thing, for the sake of you 
girls and mother." 

" Hem!" cried Lizzie, in a nasty way ; but 
I took liO notice of her, for she was always 
bad to deal with Therefore John Fry be- 
gan again, being beartily glad to do so, that 
his story might get out of the tumble which 
all our talk had made in it. But as he could 
not toll a tale in the manner of my Lorna 
(although he told it very well for those 
who understood him), I will take it from his 
mouth altogether, and state in brief what 
happened. 
When John, upon bia forest pony, which 
he bad much ado to hold (its mouth being 



like a bucket), was come to the top of the 
long black combe, two miles or more from 
Plover's Barrows, and winding to the souths 
ward, he stopped his little, nag short of the 
crest, and got off and looked ahead of him, 
from behind a tump of whortles. It was a 
long flat sweep of moor-land over which he 
was gazing, with a few bogs here and there, 
and brushy places round them. Of course, 
John Fry, from his shepherd life and reclaim- 
ing of strayed cattle, knew as well as need 
be where he was, and the spread of the hills 
before him, although it was beyond our beat, 
or, rather, I should say beside it. Not bnt 
what we might have grazed there had it been 
our pleasure, but that it was not worth our 
while, and scarcely worth Jasper Kebby's 
even ; all the laud being cropped (as one 
might say) with desolation. And nearly all 
our knowledge of it sprang from the uuao- 
countable tricks of cows who have young 
calves with them ; at which time they have 
wild desire to get away from the sight of 
man, and keep calf and milk for one anoth- 
er, although it be in a barren laud. At least 
our cows have gotten this trick, and I have 
heard other people complain of it. 

John Fry, as I said, knew the place well 
enough, but he liked it none the more for 
that, neither did any of our people ; and, in- 
deed, all the neighborhood of Thornshlll and 
Larksborough, and most of all Black Barrow 
Down, lay under grave imputation of having 
been enchanted with a very evil spell. More- 
over, it was known, though folk were loath to 
speak of it, even on a sunmior morning, that 
Squire Thom, who had been murdered there 
a century ago or more, had been seen by 
several shepherds, even in the middle day, 
walking with his severed head carried in his 
left hand, and his right arm lifted toward 
the sun. 

Therefore it was very bold in John (as I 
acknowledged) to venture across that moor 
alone, even with a fast pony under him, and 
some whisky by his side. Aud he would 
never have done so (of that I am quite cer- 
tain), either for the sake of Annie's sweet 
face, or of the golden guinea, which the three 
maidens had subscribed to reward his skill 
aud valor. But the truth was that he could 
not resist his own great curiosity. For, 
carefully spying across the moor, from be- 
hind the tuft of whortles, at first he could 
discover nothing having life and motion, 
except three or four wild cattle roving in 
vain search for nourishment, and a diseased 
sheep banished hither, and some carrion 
crows keeping watch on her. But when 
John was taking his very las^ look, being 
only too glad to go home again, and ac- 
knowledge himself baffled, he thought h^ 
saw a figure moving in the farthest distance 
upon Black Barrow Down, scarcely a thing 
. to be sure oi "jet, otv «yciCo\nit of the want of 
1 color. But as "he -waXicJ^'fe^, \\i^ ^^xscwk ^^^^s^^ 
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between him and a naked cliff, and appear- 
ed to be a man on horseback, making his 
way very carefully, in fear of bogs and ser- 
pents. For all about ther^ it is adders' 
ground, and large black serpents dwell in 
the marshes, and can swim as well as crawl. 

John knew that the man who was riding 
there could be none but Uncle Keuben, for 
none of the Doones ever passed that way, 
and the shepherds were afraid of it. And 
now it seemed an unked place for an unarm- 
ed man to Tenture through, especially after 
an armed one who might not like to be spied 
npon, and must have some dark object in 
visiting such drear solitudes. Nevertheless 
John Fry so ached with unbearank curiosi- 
ty to know what an old man, and a dtran- 
ger, and a rich man, and a peaceable, could 
possibly be after in that mysterious manner. 
Moreover, John so throbbed with hoi>e to 
find some wealthy secret, that, come what 
would of it, he resolved to go to the end of 
the matter. 

Therefore he only waited a while for fear 
of being discovered, till Master Huckaback 
turned to the left and entered a little gully, 
whence he could not survey the moor. Then 
John remounted and crossed the rough land 
and the stony places, and picked his way 
among the morasses as fast as ever he dared 
to go, until, in about half an hour, he drew 
nigh the entrance of the gully. And now it 
behooved him to be most wary; for Uncle 
Ben might have stopped in there, either to 
rest his horse or having reached the end of 
his Journey. And in either case John had 
little doubt that he himself would be pis- 
toled, and nothing more ever heard of him. 
Therefore he made his pony come to the 
mouth of it sideways, and leaned over and 
peered in around the rocky comer, while the 
little horse cropped at the briers. 

But he soon perceived that the gully was 
empty, so far, at least, as its course was 
straight ; and ¥rith that he hastened into it, 
though his heart was not working easily. 
When he had traced the winding hollow for 
half a mile or more, he saw that it forked, 
and one part led to the left up a steep red 
bank, and the other to the right, being nar- 
row, and slightly tending downward. Some 
yellow sand lay here and there between the 
starving grasses, and this he examined nar- 
rowly for a trace of Master Huckaback. 

At last he saw that, beyond all doubt, the 
man he was pursuing had taken the course 
which led down hill ; and down the hill he 
milst follow him. Aiid this John did with 
deep misgivings, and a hearty wish that he 
had never started upon so perilous an er- 
rand. For now he knew not where he was, 
and scarcely dared to ask himself, having 
heard of a horrible hole, somewhere in this 
neighborhood, called the "Wizard's Slough." 
Therefore John rode down the slope witlv^ 
florrow and great caution. And thitse grew 



more as he went onward, and his pony rea^ 
ed against him, being scared, although a na- 
tive of the roughest moor-land. And John 
had just made up his mind that God meant 
this for a warning, as the passage seemed 
darker and deeper, when suddenly he turned 
a comer, and saw a scene which stopped 
him. 

For there was the Wizard's Slough itself, 
as black as death, and bubbling, with a few 
scant yellow reeds in a ring around it. Out- 
side these, bright water-grass of the liveli- 
est green was creeping, tempting any un- 
wary foot to step, and plunge, and founder. 
And on the marge were blue campanula, 
sundew, and forget-me-not, such as no child 
could resist. On either side the hill fell 
back, and the ground was broken with tufts 
of rush, and flag, and mare's-tail, and a few 
rough alder -trees overclogged with water. ^ 
And not a bird was seen or heard, neither rail 
nor water-hen, wagtail nor reed- warbler. 

Of this horrible quagmire, the worst npon 
all Exmoor, John had heard from his grand- 
father, and even from his mother, when they 
wanted to keep him quiet; but his father 
had feared to speak of it to him, being a man 
of piety, and up to the tricks of the evil one. 
This made John the more desirous to have 
a good look at it now, only with his girths 
well up, to turn away and flee at speed, if 
any thing should happen. And now he 
proved how well it is to be wary and wide- 
awake, even in lonesome places. For at the 
other side of the slough, and a few land- 
yards beyond it, where the ground was less 
noisome, he had observed a felled tree lying 
over a great hole in the earth, with staves 
of wood, and slabs of stone, and some yellow 
gravel around it. But the flags of reeds 
around the morass mrtly screened it from 
his eyes, and he could not make out the 
meaning of it, except that it meant no good, 
and probably was witchcraft. Yet IDolly 
seemed not to be harmed by it; for there 
she was as large as life, tied to a stump not 
far beyond, and flipping the flies away with 
her tail. 

While John was trembling within him- 
self, lest Dolly should get scent of his pony, 
and neigh and reveal their presence, al- 
though she could not see them, suddenly, to 
his great amazement, something white arose 
out of the hole, under the brown trunk of 
the tree. Seeing this, his blood went back 
within him ; yet was he not able to turn and 
flee, but rooted his face in among the loose 
stones, and kept his quivering shoulders 
back, and prayed to God to protect him. 
However, the white thing itself was not so 
very awful, being nothing more than a long- 
coned night-cap, with a tassel on the top, 
such as criminals wear at hanging -time. 
But when John saw a man's face under it, 
and a man's neck and shoulders slowly ris- 
ing out of the yit, he Qio^d.TksA ^<^\i^cj^k S^s^»^ 
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this was the place where the murderers 
come to life again, according to the Exmoor 
story. He knew that a man had been hang- 
ed last week, and that this was the ninth 
day after it. 

Therefore he conld bear no more, thor- 
onghly brave as he had been ; neither did 
he wait to see what became of the gallows- 
man, but climbed on his horse with what 
speed he might, and rode away at fall gal- 
lop ; neither did he dare go back by the 
way he came, fearing to face Black Barrow 
Down! Therefore he struck up the other 
track leading away toward Cloven Rocks ; 
and after riding hard for an hour iand drink- 
ing all bis whisky, he luckily fell in with a 
shepherd, who led him on to a pnblic-house 
somewhere near Exeford And here he was 
so unmanned, the excitement being over, 
that nothing less than a gallon of ale and 
half a gammon of bacon brought him to his 
right mind again. And he took good care 
to be home before dark, having followed a 
well-known sheep-track. 

When John Fry had finished his story at 
last, after many exclamations from Annie 
and from Lizzie, and much praise of his gal- 
lantry, yet some little disappointment that 
he had not staid there a little longer while 
be was about it, so as to be able to tell us 
more, 1 said to him very sternly, 

*^ Now, John, you have dreamed half this, 
my man. 1 firmly believe that you fell 
asleep at the top of the black combe, aft^ 
drinking all your whisky, and never went on 
the moor at all. Ton know what a liar you 
are, John." 

The girls were exceedingly angry at this, 
and laid their hands before my mouth ; but 
I waited for John to answer, with my eyes 
fixed upon him steadfiEuatly. 

<' Bain't for me to deuai," said John, look- 
ing at me very honestly, " but what a maight 
toll a lai, now and awhiles, zame as other 
men doth, and most of arl them as spaks 
again it ; but this here be no lai, Maister 
Jan. I wush to Ood it wor, boy : a maight 
slape this naight the better." 

" I believe you speak the truth, John ; and 
I ask your pardon. Now not a word to any 
one about this strange affair. There is mis- 
chief brewing, 1 can see, and it is my place 
to attend to it. Several things come across 
me now — only I will not tell you." 

They were not at all contented with this ; 
but 1 would give them no better, except to 
say, when they plagued me greatly, and vow- 
ed to sleep at my door all night, 

''Now, my dears, this is foolish of you. 
Too much of this matter is known already. 
It is for your own dear sakes that I am 
bound to be cautious. I have an opinion of 
my own, but it may be a very wrong one ; I 
will not ask you to share it with me, nei- 
ther will I make yon inquisitive." 

Annie ponted^ and Lizsde frowned, and 



Ruth looked at me with her eyes wide open, 
but no other mark of regarding me. And I 
saw that if any one of the three (for John 
Fry was gone home with the trembles) could 
be trusted to keep a secret, that one was 
Ruth Huckaback. 



CHAPTER XXXn. 

FEEDING OF THE PIGS. 

The story told by John Fry that night, 
and my conviction of its truth, made me 
very uneasy, especially as following upon 
the war4fcg of Judge Jeffreys, and the 
hints received' from Jeremy Stickles, .and 
the outburst of the tanner at Dunster, as 
well as sundry tales and rumors, and signs 
of secret understanding, seen and heard on 
market-days, and at places of entertain- 
ment. We knew for certain that at Taun- 
ton, Bridgwater, and even Dulverton, there 
was much disaffection toward the King, and 
regret for the days of the Puritans. Albeit 
I had told the truth, and the pure and sim- 
ple truth, when, upon my exaijnination, I had 
assured his lordship that, to the best of my 
knowledge, there was nothing of the sort 
with us. 

But now I was beginning to doubt wheth- 
er I might not have been mistaken; espe- 
cially when we heard, as we did, of arms be- 
ing landed at Lynmoath in the dead of the 
night, and of the tramp of men having reach- 
ed some one's ears from a hill where a fa- 
mous echo was. For it must be plain to 
any conspirator (without the example of the 
Doones) that for the secret muster of men, 
and the stowing of unlawful arms, and com- 
munication by beacon lights, scarcely a fit- 
ter place could be found than the wilds of 
Exmoor, with deep ravines running far in- 
land from an unwatohed and mostly a shel- 
tered sea. For the channel from Countis- 
bury Foreland up to Minehead, or even far- 
ther, though rocky, and gusty, and full of 
currents, is safe from great rollers and the 
sweeping power of the south-west storms, 
which prevail with us more than all the 
others, and make sad work on the opposite 
coast. 

But even supposing it probable that some* 
thing against King Charles the Second (or 
rather against his Roman advisers, and es-^ 
pecially his brother) were now in prepara- 
tion among us, was it likely that Master 
Huckaback, a wealthy man, and a careful 
one, known moreover to the Lord Chief-jus- 
tice, would have any thing to do with it T 
To this I conld make no answer; Uncle Ben 
was so close a man, so avaricious, and so re- 
vengeful, that it was quite impossible to say 
what course he might pursue, without know- 
ing all the chances of gain, or rise, or satis- 
faction <to him« That he hated the Papists* 
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I knew full well, tbongh he never spoke 
muoli about them; also that he had follow- 
ed tihe march of Oliver Cromweirs army, 
hnrti more .as a sutler (people said) than as 
a real soldier ; and that he would go a long 
WA^, and risk a great deal of money, to have 
his xevenge on the Doones ; although their 
Da.me never passed his lips during the pres- 
enti ^isit. 

^iit how was it likely to be as to the 
Doones themselves? Which side would 
they probably take in the coming move- 
m.©ia.t, if movement indeed it would be ? So 
far ss they had any religion at all, by birth 
*.hoy were Roman Catholics — so mucli I 
kaew from Lorua; and indeed it was well 
known all around, that a priest had been 
fetiohed more than once to the valley to 
soo-the some poor outlaw's departure. On 
th.e other hand, they were not likely to en- 
teirtain much affection for the son of the 
man who had banished them and confisca- 
ted their property. And it was not at all 
impossible that desperate men, such as they 
vere, having nothing to lose, but estates to 
recover, and not being held by religion much, 
shoTild cast away all regard for the birth 
from which they had been cast out, and 
make conmion cause with a Protestant ris- 
ing for the chance of revenge and replace- 
ment. 

However, I do not mean to say that all 
these things occurred to me as clearly as I 
have set them down; only that I was in 
general doubt, and very sad perplexity. For 
mother was so warm, and innocent, and ^p 
kind to every one, that knowing some little 
by this time of the English constitution, I 
feared very greatly lest she should be pun- 
ished for harboring malcontents. As well 
as possible I knew, that if auy poor man 
came to our door, and cried, " OflScers are 
after me ; for God's sake take and hide me," 
mother would take him in at once, and con- 
ceal and feed him, even though he had been 
^ery violent : and, to tell the tmth, so would 
^th my sistera, aud so indeed would I do. 
Whence it will be clear that we were not 
tlie sort of people to be safe among disturb- 
ances. 

Before I could quit-e make up my mind how 
to act in this difficulty, and how to get at 
^^ rights of it (for I would not spy after Un- 
<5le Reuben, though I felt no great fear of the 
Wizard's Slough, and none of the man with 
'^Mte night-cap), a difference came again 
''pon it, and a change of chances. For Un- 
^ Ben went away as suddenly as he first 
*^ad come to us, giving no reason for his de- 
parture, neither .claiming the pony, and in- 
<*ced leaving something behind him of great 
^alue to my mother. For he begged her 
*o see to his young granddaughter until he 
j^nld find opportunity of fetching her safe- 
V to Dulverton. Mother was overjoyed at 
(this, as she could not help displaying; and 



Ruth was quite as much delighted, although 
she durst not show it. For at Dulverton she 
had to watch and keep such ward on the 
victuals, and the in and out of the shopmen, 
that it went entirely against her heart, and 
she never could enjoy herself. Truly she 
was an altered girl from the day she came 
to us; catching our unsuspicious manners, 
aud our free good-will and hearty noise of 
laughing. 

By this time, the harvest being done, and 
the thatching of the ricks made sure against 
southrwestern tempests, and all the reapers 
being gone, with good money and thankful- 
ness, I began to burn in spirit for the sight 
of Loma. I had begged my sister Annie to 
lot Sally Snowe know, once for all, that it 
was not in my power to have any thing 
more to do with her. Of course our Annie 
was not to grieve Sally, neither to let it ap- 
pear for a moment that I suspected her kind 
views upon me, and her strong regard for our 
dairy : only I thought it right upon our part 
not to waste Sally's time any longer, being 
a handsome wench as she was, and many 
young fellows glad to marry her. 

And Annie did this uncommonly well, as 
she herself told me afterward, having taken 
Sally in the sweetest manner into her pure 
confidence, and opened half her bosom to her 
about my very sad love-affair. Not that she 
let Sally know, of course, who it was, or what 
it was ; only that she made her understand, 
without hinting at any desire of it. that there 
was no chance now of having me. Sally 
changed oolor a little at this, aud then went 
on about a red cow which had passed seven 
needles at milking-time. 

Inasmuch as there are two sorts of month 
well recognized by the calendar, to wit, the 
lunar and the solar, I made bold to regard 
both my months, in the absence of any 
provision, as intended to be strictly lunar. 
Therefore, upon the very day when the 
eight weeks were expiring, forth I went in 
search of Lonia, taking the pearl ring hope- 
fully, and all the new-laid eggs I could find, 
and a dozen and a half of small trout from 
our brook. And the pleasure it gave me 
to catch those trout, thinking, as every one 
came forth and danced upon the grass, how 
much she would enjoy him, is more than I 
can now describe, although I well remem- 
ber it. And it struck me that after accept- 
ing my ring, and saying how much she loved 
me, it was possible that my Queen might in- 
vite me even to stay and sup with her : and 
so I arranged with dear Annie beforehand, 
who now was the greatest comfort to me, 
to account for my absence if I should be 
late. 

But alas, I was utterly disappointed; for 
although I waited and waited for hours, 
with an equal amount both of patience and 
peril, no Loma ever appeared at all, nor 
even the faintest sign of her. And anoth- 
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er thing occurred as well, which vexed me 
more than it need have done, for so small a 
matter. And this was that my little offer- 
ing of the trout and the new-laid eggs was 
carried off in the coolest manner by that 
vile Carver Doone. For thinking to keep 
them the fresher and nicer, away from so 
much handling, I laid them in a little bed 
of reeds by the side of the water, and placed 
3ome dog -leaves over them. And when I 
hAd quite forgotten about them, and was 
watching from my hiding-place beneath the 
willow- tree (for I liked not to enter Lorna's 
bower without her permission, except Jnst 
to peep that she was not there), and while 
I was turning the ring in my pocket, having 
just seen the new moon, I became aware of 
6 great man coming leisurely down the val- 
ley. He had a broad- brimmed hat, and a 
leather jerkin, and heavy jack-boots to his 
middle thigh, and, what was worst of all for 
me, on his shoulder he bore a long carbine. 
Having nothing to meet him withal but my 
staff, and desiring to avoid disturbance, I re- 
tired promptly into the chaam, keeping the 
tree betwixt us that he might not descry me, 
and watching from behind the jut of a rock, 
where now I had scraped myself a neat lit- 
tle hole for the purpose. 

Presently the great man re-appeared, be- 
ing now within fifty yards of me, and the 
light still good enough, as he drew nearer, 
for me to descry his features; and though 
I am not a judge of men's faces, there was 
something in his which turned me cold, as 
though with a kind of horror. Not that it 
was an ugly face ; nay, rather, it seemed a 
handsome one, so far as mere form and line 
might go, full of strength, and vigor, and 
will, and steadfast resolution. From the 
short black liajr above the broad forehead, 
to the long black beard descending below 
the curt bold chin, there was not any curve 
or glimpse of weakness or of after-thought. 
Nothing playful, nothing pleasant, nothing 
with a track for smiles; nothing which a 
friend could like, and laugh at him for hav- 
ing. And yet he might have been a good 
man (for I have known very good men so 
fortified by their own strange ideas of God) : 
I say that he might have seemed a good 
man, but for the cold and cruel hankering 
of his steel-blue eyes. 

Now let no one suppose for a minute that 
I saw all this in a moment ; for I am very 
slow, and take a long time to digest things ; 
only I like to set down, and have done with 
^it, all the results of my knowledge, though 
they be not manifold. But what I said 
to myself just then was no more than this : 
" What a fellow to have Lorna !" Having 
my sense of right so outraged (although, 
of course, I would never allow her to go so 
far as that), I almost longed that he might 
thrust his head in to look after me. For 
there I was, with my ash staff clubbed, 



ready to have at him, and not ill inclined t<^ 
do so if only he would come where strength, 
not fire-arms, must decide it. However, he 
suspected nothing of my dangerous neigh- 
borhood, but walked his round like a senti- 
nel, and turned at the brink of the water. 

Then, as he marched back again along 
the margin of the stream, he espied my lit- 
tle hoard, covered up with dog-leaves. He 
saw that the leaves were upside down, and 
this of course drew his attention. I saw 
him stoop and lay bare the fish, and the 
eggs set a little way from them ; and in my 
simple heart I thought that now he knew 
all about me. But, to my surprise, he seem- 
ed well pleased ; and his harsh, short laugh- 
ter came to me without echo — 

'^ Ha, ha ! Charlie boy ! Fisherman Char- 
lie, have I caught thee seating bait for Lor- 
na I Now I understand thy fishings, and 
the robbing of Counselor's hen-roost. May 
I never have good roasting, if I have it not 
to-uight, and roast thee, Charlie, afterward F 

With this he calmly packed up my fish, 
and all the best of dear Annie's eggs, and 
went away, chuckling steadfastly, to hts 
home, if one may call it so. But I was so 
thoroughly grieved and mortified by this 
most impudent robbery, that I started forth 
from my rocky screen with the intention of 
pursuing him, until my better sense arrest- 
ed me, barely in time to escape his eyes. 
For I said to myself, that even supposing I 
could contend unarmed with him, it would 
be the greatest folly in the world to have 
ny secret access known, and perhaps a fatal 
barrier placed between Lorna and myself, 
and I knew not what trouble brought upon 
her, all for the sake of a few eggs and fishes^r 
It was better to bear this trifling loss, how- 
ever ignominious and goading to the spirit, 
than to risk my love and Loma's welfare, 
and perhaps be shot into the bargain. And 
I think that all will agree with me that I 
acted for the wisest, in withdrawing to my 
shelter, though deprived of eggs and fishes. 

Having waited (as I said) until there was 
no chance whatever of my love appearing, 
I hastened homeward very sadly ; and the 
wind of early autumn moaned across the 
moor-land. All the beauty of the harvest, 
all the gayety was gone, and the eariy fall 
of dusk was like a weight upon me. Never- 
theless, I went every evening thenceforward 
for a fortnight ; hoping, every time in vain, 
to find my hope and comfort. And mean- 
while what perplexed me most was that 
the signals were replaced, in order as agreed 
upon, so that Lorna could scac^ely be re- 
strained by any rigor. 

One time I had a narrow chance of being 
shot and settled with ; and it befell me thus. 
I was waiting very carelessly, being now a 
little desperate, at the entrance to the glen, 
instead of watching through my sight-hole, 
as the proper practice was. Suddenly a 
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ball went by me .with a whizz and whistle, 
passing through my hat, and sweeping it 
away all folded np. My soft hat fluttered 
far down the stream before I had time to go 
after it, and with the help of both wind and 
water, was fifty yards gone in a moment. 
At this I had just enough mind left to shrink 
back very suddenly, and lurk very still and 
closely ; for I knew what a narrow escape 
it had been, as I heard the bullet, hard set 
by the powder, sing mournfully down the 
chasm, like a drone banished out of the hive. 
And as I peered through my little cranny, J 
saw a wreath of smoke still floating whei3 
the thickness was of the withy-bed; and 
presently Carver Doone came forth, having 
stopped to reload his piece perhaps, and ran 
very swiftly to the entrance to see what he 
had shot. 

Sore trouble had I to keep close quarters, 
from the slipperiness of the stone beneath 
me, with the water sliding over it. My foe 
came quite to the verge of the fall, where 
the river began to comb over ; and there he 
stopped for a minute or two, on the utmost 
edge of dry land, upon the very spot indeed 
where I had fallen senseless when I clomb 
it in my boyhood. I could hear him breath- 
ing hard and grunting, as in doubt and dis- 
content, for he stood within a yard of me, 
and I kept my right fist ready for him if he 
should discover me. Then at the foot of the 
water-slide my black hat suddenly appeared, 
tossing in white foam, and fluttering like a 
raven wounded. Now I had doubted which 
hat to take when I left home that day ; till 
I thought that the black became me best, 
and might seem kinder to Loma. 

" Have I killed thee, old bird, at last T" 
Bay enemy cried in triumph ; " 'tis the third 
time I have shot at thee, and thou wast be- 
ginning to mock me. No more of thy cursed 
croaking now, to wake me in the morning. 
Ha, ha! there are not many who get three 
chances from Carver Doone ; and none ever 
go beyond it." 

1 laughed within myself at this, as he 
■trode away in his triumph ; for was not this 
lus third chance of me, and he no whit the 
^rf And then I thought that perhaps 
the chance might some day be on the other 
Bide. 

For, to tell the tmth^ I was heartily tired 
of lurking and playing bo-peep so long ; to 
^hich nothing could have reconciled me 
except my fear for Loma. And here I saw 
^as a man of strength fit for me to enconn- 
^ such as I had never met, but would be 
gl^ to meet with ; having found no man of 
late who needed not my mercy at wrestling 
or at single-stick. And growing more and 
Wore uneasy, as I found no Loma, I would 
have tried to force the Doone Glen from the 
^Pper end, and take my chance of getting 
back, but for Annie and her prayers. 

^ow that same night I think it was, or at 
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any rate the next one, that I noticed Betty 
Muxworthy going on most strangely. She 
made the queerest signs to me when nobody 
was looking, and laid her fingers on her lips, 
and pointed over her shoulder. But I took 
little heed of her, being in a kind of dudgeon, 
and oppressed' with evil luck ; believing, too, 
that all she wanted was to have some little 
grumble about some petty grievance. 

But presently she poked me with the heel 
of a fire-bundle, and, passing close to my ear, 
whispered, so that none else could hear her, 
" Lama Doo-un." 

By thesiB words I was so startled, that I 
turned round and stared at her; but she 
pretended not to know it, and began with 
all her might to scour an empty crock with 
a besom. 

" Oh, Betty, let me help you ! That work 
is much too hard for you !" I cried, with a 
sudden chivalry, which only won rude an- 
swer. 

" Zeed me a-dooing of thic every naight 
It^t ten year, Jan, wiout vindin' out how 
hard it wor. But if zo bee thee wants to 
help, carr peg's bucket for me. Massy, if I 
ain't forgotten to fade the pegs till now." 

Favoring me with another wink, to which 
I now paid the keenest heed, Betty went 
and fetched the lantern from the hook inside 
the door. Then, when she had kindled it, 
not allowing me any time to ask what she 
was after, she went outside, and pointed to 
the great bock of wash, and riddlings, and 
brdwn hnlkage (for we ground our own com 
always); and though she knew that Bill 
Dadds and Jem Slocombe had full work to 
carry it on a pole (with another to help to 
sling it), she said to me as quietly as a 
maiden might ask one to carry a glove, 
" Jan Ridd, carr thic thing for me." 

So I carried it for her without any words, 
wondering what she was up to next, and 
whether she had ever heard of being too 
hard on the willing horse. And when we 
came to hog-pound, she turned upon me sud- 
denly, with the lantern she was bearing, and 
saw that I had the bock by one hand very 
easily. 

" Jan Ridd," she said, " there be no other 
man in England cud a' dood it. Now thee 
shalt have Lama." 

While I was wondering how ray chance 
of having Loma could depend upon my 
power to carry pig's-wash, and how Betty 
could have any voice in the matter (which 
seemed to depend upon her decision), and 
in short, while I was all abroad as to her 
knowledge and every thing, the pigs, who 
had been fast asleep and dreaming in their 
emptiness, awoke with one accord at the 
goodness of the smell around them. They 
had resigned themselves, as even pigs do, to 
a kind of fast, hoping to break their fast 
more sweetly on the morrow morning. But 
now they tumbled out all lLeadI<wiS£»%'^^^e^^^*^ 
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low and pigs above, pigs point-blank and 
pigs across, pigs coorant and pigs rampant, 
bat all alike prepared to eat, and all in good 
cadence squeaking. 

** Tak smarl boocket, and bale nn out ; wad 
'e waste sich stoof as thic here be f " So 
Betty set me to feed the pigs, while she held 
the lantern ; and knowing what she was, I 
saw that she would not tell me another word 
until all the pigs were served. And in truth 
no man could well look at them and delay 
to serve them, they were all expressing ap- 
petite in so forcible a manner ; some running 
to and fro, and rubbing and squealing as if 
from starvation, some rushing down to the 
oaken troughs, and poking each other away 
from them ; and the kindest of all putting 
up their fore-feet on the top rail of the hog- 
pound, and blinking their little eyes, and 
grunting prettily to coax us ; as who should 
say, " I trust you now ; you will be kind, I 
know, and give me the first and the very 
best of it." 

" Oppen ge-at now, wuU 'e, Jan ? Maiqd, 
young sow wi' the baible back arlway hath 
first toorn of it, 'cos I brought her up on my 
lap, I did. Znck, zuck, zuok! How her 
stickth her tail up; do me good to zee un! 
Now thiccy trough, thee zany, and tak thee 
girt legs out o' the wai. Wish they wnd 
gie thee a good baite, mak thee hop a bit 
vaster, I reckon. Hit that there girt oze- 
bird over's back wf the broomstick, he be 
robbing of my young zow. Choog, choog, 
choog ! and a drap more left in the dipping- 
pail." 

" Come now, Betty," I said, when all the 
pigs were at it, sucking, swilling, munching, 
guzzling, thrusting, and ousting, and spill- 
ing the food upon the backs of their brethren 
(as great men do with their charity), *^ come 
now, Betty, how much longer am I to wait 
for your message f Surely I am as good as 
a pig." 

'^Bunno as thee be, Jan. No strakiness 
in thy bakkon. And now I come to think 
of it, Jan, thee zed, a wake agone last Vri- 
day, as how I had got a girt be-ard. Wnll 
'e stick to that now, Maister Jan f " 

"No, no, Betty, certainly not; I made a 
* mistake about it. I should have said a be- 
coming mustache, such as you may well be 
proud of." 

" Then thee be a laiar, Jan Ridd. Zay so, 
laike a man, lad." 

" Not exactly that, Betty ; but I made a 
great mistake : and I humbly ask your par- 
don ; and if such a thing as a crown-piece, 
Betty—" 

" No fai, no fai !" said Betty ; however she 
put it into her pocket; "now tak my ad- 
vice, Jan ; thee marry Zally Snowe." 

"Not with all England for her dowry. 
Oh Betty, yon know better." 
'^A6'59 me! I know much, worse, Jan. 
^reak thy poor mother'a heart it will. And 



to think of arl the dannger ! Dost love Lar 
na now so much f" 

" With all the strength of my heart and 
soul. I will have her, or I will die, Betty." 

" Wnll ; thee will die in aither case. But 
it baint for me to argify. And do her love 
thee too, Jan T" 

" I hope she does, Betty. I hope she does. 
What do you think about it T" 

"Ah, then I may hold my tongue to it 
Enaw what boys and maidens be, as well ns 
I knaw young pegs. I myzell been o' that 
zort one taime every bit so well as you be." 
And Betty held the lantern up, and defied 
me to deny it; and the light through the 
horn showed a gleam in her eyes, such as I 
had never seen there before. " No odds, no 
odds about that," she continued ; " mak a 
fool of myzell to spake of it. Arl gone into 
church-yard. But it be a lucky foolery for 
thee, my boy, I can tull 'ee. For I love to 
see the love in thee. Coom'th over me as 
the spring do, though I be naigh three-score. 
Now, Jan, I will tell thee one thing, can't 
abear to zee thee vretting so. Honld thee 
head down, same as they pegs do." 

So I bent my head quite close to her ; and 
she whispered in my ear, " Goo of a niaru- 
ing, thee girt soft. Her can't get out of an 
avening now ; her hath zent word to me, t<> 
tull 'ee." 

In the glory of my delight at this, I be< 
stowed upon Betty a chaste salute, with all 
the pigs for witnesses; and she took it not 
amiss, considering how long she had been 
out of practice. But then she fell back, like 
a broom on its handle, 'and stared at me^ 
feigning anger. 

" Oh fai, oh fai ! Lnnnon impudence, I 
doubt. I vear thee hast gone on zadly, JaiaJ* 



CHAPTER XXXIII. 

AN EABLT MORNING CALL. 

Op course I was up the very next morn- 
ing before the October sunrise, and away 
through the wild and the woodland toward 
the Bagworthy wat-er, at the foot of the long 
cascade. The rising of the sun was noble 
in the cold and warmth of it ; peeping down 
the spread of light, he raised his shoulder 
heavily over the edge of gray mountain and 
wavering length of upland. Beneath his 
gaze the dew-fogs dipped, and crept to the 
hollow places ; then stole away in line and 
column, holding skirts, and clinging subtly 
at the sheltering comers, where rock hung 
over grass-land ; while the brave lines of the 
hills came forth, one beyond other gliding. 

Then the woods arose in folds, like, dra- 
pery of awakened mountains, stately with a 
depth of awe, and memory of the tempests. 
Autumn^ B meWoTFr band was on them, as 
they owned. 8klxe«A'^,\A\]L<(^<^^V\Xi %c^^^^\A 
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red, and olive; and their joy toward the 
son was lesfi to a bridegroom than a father. 
Yet before the floating impress of the 
woods conld clear itself, snddenly the glad- 
some light leaped over hill and valley, cast- 
ing amber, bine, and purple, and a tint of 
rich red rose, according to the scene they 
lit on, and the curtain flang aronnd ; yet all 
alike dispelling fear and the cloven hoof of 
darkness, all on the wings of hope advan- 
cing, and proclaiming '^ Gk>d is here." Then 
life and joy sprang re -assured from every 
crouching hollow; every flower, and bud, 
and bird had a fluttering sense of them ; and 
all the flashing of Grod's gaze merged into 
soft beneficence. 

So perhaps shall break upon us that eter- 
nal morning, when crag and chasm shall be 
no more, neither hill and valley, nor great 
nnvintaged ocean; when glory shall not 
scare happiness, neither happiness envy 
glory ; but all things shall arise and shine 
in the light of a Father's countenance, be- 
cause itself is risen. 

Who maketh His sun to rise upon both 
the just and the unjust. And surely but 
for the saving clause, Doone Glen had been 
in darkness. Now, as I stood with scanty 
breath — ^for few men could have won that 
climb — at the top of the long defile, and the 
bottom of the mountain gorge, all of myself, 
and the pain of it, and the cark of my dis- 
content fell away into wonder and rapture. 
For I can not help seeing things now and 
then, slow-witted as I have a right to be; 
and perhaps because it comes so rarely, the 
sight dwells with ne like a picture. 

The bar of rock, with the water-cleft 
breaking steeply through it, stood bold and 
bare, and dark in shadow, gray with red gul- 
lies down it. But the'Stin was beginning to 
glisten over the comb of the eastern high- 
land, and through an archway of the wood 
hung with old nests and ivy. The lines of 
Jnany a leaning tree were thrown, from the 
clifis of the foreland, down upon the spark- 
ling grass at the foot of the western crags. 
■^nd through the dewy meadow's breast, 
fringed with shade, but touched on one side 
^ith the sun-smile, ran the crystal water, 
carvmg in its brightness, like diverted hope. 
On either bank, the blades of grass, 
niakmg their last autumn growth, pricked 
their spears and crisped their tuftings with 
the pearly purity. The tenderness of their 
S^n appeared under the glaucous mantle ; 
vhile that gray snflnsion, which is the blush 
^ green life, spread its damask chastity. 
Even then my soul was lifted, worried 
thongh my mind was: who can see such 
^^, kind doings, and not be ashamed of 
hnman grieff 

^ot only unashamed of grief, but much 
a^>adicd with joy was I, when I saw my Lor- 
^'^ coming, purer than the morning dew, 
^A»a tie aun more hnght and clear. That 



which made me love her so, that which lift- 
ed my heart to her, as the spring wind lifts 
the clouds, was the gayness of her nature, 
and its inborn playfulness. And yet all this 
with maiden shame, a conscious dream of 
things unknown, and a sense of fSate about 
them. 

Down the valley still she came, not wit- 
ting that I looked at her, having ceased 
(through my own misprision) to expect me 
yet a while; or at least she told herself so. 
In the joy of awakened life, and brightness 
of the morning, she had cast all care away, 
and seemed to float upon the sunrise, like a 
buoyant silver wave. Suddenly, at sight of 
me, for I leaped forth at once, in fear of seem- 
ing to watch her unawcures, the bloom upon 
her cheeks was deepened, and the radiance 
of her eyes, and she came to meet me gladly. 

^ At last, then, you are come, John. I 
thought you had forgotten me. I could not 
make you understand — ^they have kept me 
prisoner every evening ; but come into my 
house ; you are in danger here." 

Meanwhile I could not answer, being over- 
come with joy, but followed to her little 
grotto, where I had been twice before. I 
knew that the crowning moment of my life 
was coming — that Lorna would own her 
love for me. 

She made for a while as if she dreamed 
not of the meaning of my gaee, but tried 
to speak of other things, faltering now and 
then, and mantling with a richer damask 
below her long eyelashes. 

^^This is not what I came to know," I 
whispered, very softly ; " you know what I 
am come to ask." 

^* If you are come on purpose to ask any 
thing, why do you delay so T" She turned 
away very bravely, but I saw that her lips 
were trembling. 

'^ I delay so long because I fear ; because 
my whole life hangs in balance on a single 
word; because what I have near me now 
may never more be near me after, though 
more than all the world, or than a thousand 
worlds, to me." As I spoke these words of 
X>assion in a low, soft voice, Lorna trembled 
more and more; but she made no answer, 
neither yet looked up at me. 

" I have loved you long and long," I pur- 
sued, being reckless now ; " when you were 
a little child, as a boy I worshiped yon: 
then, when I saw you a comely girl, as a 
stripling I adored you: now that you are a 
full-grown maiden, all the rest I do, and 
more — I love you more than tongue can tell, 
or heart can hold in silence. I have wait- 
ed long and long ; and though I am so far 
below you, I can wait no longer, but musk 
have my answer." 

" You have been very faithful, John^" aha 
murmuied. to t\vft iensi «a^ \slqr»*^ '-'-^ «q:^ 
pose I mnat te-ww:^ -joxi? 

" That ^vVa not do iox xoaj^ \^^V, «'''^^w>i». 
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not have relnctant liking, nor assent for 
pity's sake; which only means endurance. 
I must haye all love, or none ; I mast have 
yoar heart of hearts ; even as you have mine, 
Loma." 

While I spoke, she glanced up shyly 
through her fluttering lashes, to prolong my 
doubt one moment, for her own delicious 
pride. Then she opened wide upon me all 
the glorious depth and softness of her loving 
eyes, and flung both arms arpund my neck, 
and answered, with her heart on mine, 

^'Darling, you have won it aU. I shall 
never be my own again. I am yours, my 
own one, forever and forever." 

I am sure I know not what I did, or what 
I said thereafter, being overcome with trans- 
port by ner words and at her gaze. Only 
one thing I remember, when she raised her 
bright lips to me, like a child, for me to kiss, 
such a smile of sweet temptation met me 
through her flowing hair, that I almost for- 
got my manners, giving her no time to 
breathe. 

"That will do," said Loma, gently, but vi- 
olently blushing ; " for the present that will 
do, John. Atid now remember one thing, 
dear. All the kindness is to be on my side ; 
and you are to be very distant as behooves 
to a young maiden, except when I invite 
you. But you may kiss my hand, John ; 
oh yes, you may kiss my hand, you know. 
Ah, to be sure t I had forgotten; how very 
stupid of me I" 

For by this time I had taken one sweet 
hand and gazed on it, with the pride of all 
the world to think that such a lovely thing 
was mine ; and then I slipped my little ring 
upon the wedding -finger; and this time 
Loma kept it, and looked with fondness on 
its beauty, and clung to me with a flood of 
tears. 

"Every time you cry," said I, drawing 
her closer to me, " I shall consider it an in- 
vitation not to be too distant. There, now, 
none shall make you weep. Darling, you 
shall sigh no more, but live in peace and 
happiness with me to guard and cherish 
you : and who shall dare to vex you T" But 
she drew a long, sad sigh, and looked at the 
ground with the great tears rolling, and 
pressed one hand upon the trouble of her 
pure young breast. 

" It can never, never be," she murmured 
to herself alone : " who am I, to dream of itf 
Something in my heart tells me it can be so 
never, never." 



CHAPTER XXXIV. 

TWO NEGATIVES MAKE AN AFFIRBIATIVE. 

There was, however, no possibility of de- 
presaiag me at aueb a time. To be loved by \ 
I^^raa, the sweet, the pure, the playful on©,\ 



the fairest creature on Gk>d's earth and the 
most enchanting, the lady of high birth and 
mind; that I, a mere clumsy, blundering 
yeoman, without wit, or wealth, or lineage, 
should have won that loving heart to be my 
own forever, was a thought no fears could 
lessen, and no chauce could steal from me. 

Therefore, at her own entreaty, taking & 
very quick adieu, and by her own invitation 
an exceeding kind one, I hurried home with 
deep exulting, yet some sad misgivings, for 
Loma had made me promise now to tell my 
mother every thing; as indeed I always 
meant to do, when my suit should be gone 
too far to stop. I knew of course that my 
dear mother would be greatly moved and 
vexed, the heirship of Glen Doone not being 
a very desirable dower ; but in spite of that, 
and all disappointment as to iittle Ruth 
Huckaback, feeling my mother's tenderness 
and deep affection to me, and forgiving na- 
ture, I doubted not that before very long she 
would view the matter as I did. Moreover, 
I felt that, if once I could get her only to 
look at Loma, she would so love and glory 
in her, that I should obtain all praise and 
thanks, perchance without deserving them. 

Unluckily for my designs, who should be 
sitting down at breakfast with my mother 
and the rest . but 8quire Faggus, as every 
body now began to entitle him. I noticed 
something odd about him, something uncom- 
fortable in his manner, and a lack of that 
ease and humor which had been wont to dis- 
tinguish him. He took his breakfast as it 
came, without a single joke about it,«r pref- 
erence of this to that, but with sly, soft looks 
at Annie, who seemed unable to sit quiet, or 
to look at any one steadfastly. I feared in 
my heart what was coming on, and felt tru- 
ly sorry for poor mother. After breakfast 
it became my duty to see to the plowing of 
a barley- stubble, ready for the sowing of 
French grass, and I asked Tom Faggus to 
come with me ; but he refused, and I knew 
the reason. Being resolved to allow him 
fair field to himself, though with great dis- 
pleasure that a man of such illegal repute 
should marry into our family, which had al- 
ways been counted so honest, I carried my 
dinner upon my back, and spent the whole 
day with the furrows. 

When I returned. Squire Faggus was gone; 
which appeared to me but a sorry sign, in- 
asmuch as if mother had taken kindly to 
him and to his intentions, she would surely 
have made him remain a while to celebrate 
the occasion. And presently no doubt was 
left ; for Lizzie came running to meet me, at 
the bottom of the wood-rick, and cried, 

" Oh, John , there is such a business ! Moth- 
er is in such a state of mind, and Annie cry< 
ing her eyes out! What do you think f Yon 
never would guess, though I have suspected 
it ever ao long;." 

""No ne^d W Txx^ \» ^<e»&}^ \ \«^VifiAL««A^ 
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though with some indifference, becaase of 
her self-important air ; " I knew all about it 
long ago. Tou have not been crying much, 
I see* I should like you better if you had/' 
" Why should I dry T I like Tom Faggus. 
He is the only one I ever see with the spirit 
of a man." 

This was a cut, of course, at me. Mr. Fag- 
gus had won the good-will of Lizzie by his 
hatred of the Doones, and vows that if he 
could get a dozen men of any courage to Join 
him, he would pull their stronghold about 
their ears without any more ado. This mal- 
ice of his seemed strange to me, as he had 
never suffered at their hands, so far, at least, 
as I knew. Was it to be attributed to his 
jealousy of outlaws who excelled him in his 
business f Not beiug good at repartee, I 
made no answer to Lizzie, having found this 
course more irksome to her than the very 
best invective : and so we entered the house 
together; and mother sent at once for me, 
while I was trying to console my darling sis- 
ter Annie. 

" Ob, John I speak one good word for me," 
she cried, with both hands laid in mine, and 
her tearful eyes looking up at me. 

" Not one, my pet, but a hundred," I an- 
swered, kindly embracing her: "have no 
fear, little sister : I am going to make your 
ease so bright, by comparison,! mean, that 
mother will send for you in five minutes, 
and call you her best, her most dutiful child, 
and praise Cousin Tom to the skies, and send 
a man on horseback after him ; and then you 
will have a harder task to intercede for me, 
my dear." 

" Oh, John, dear John, you won't tell her 
abont Loma— oh not to-day, dear." 

^' Yes^ to-day, and at once, Annie. I want 
to have it over, and be done with it." 

*^ Oh, but think of her, dear. I am sure 
she could not bear it, after this giteat shock 
already." 

" She will bear it all the better," said I ; 
"the one will drive the other out. I know 
exactly what mother is. She will be desper- 
ately savage first with you, and then with 
ne, and theu for a very little while with 
l>oth of us together ; and then she will put 
one against the other (in her mind, I mean), 
and consider which was most to blame ; and 
in doing that she will be compelled to find 
the best in cither's case, that it may beat the 
other; and so as the pleas come before her 
n^ind, they will gain upon the charges, both 
of ns being her children, you know : and be- 
fore very long (particularly if we both keep 
ouk of the way) she will begin to think that 
after all she has been a little too hasty ; and 
then Bhe will remember how good we have 
jl^ays been to her, and how like our father. 
Upon that she will think of her own love- 
tune, and sigh a good bit, and cry a little, and 
then smile^ and aend for both of us, and beg 
^ar pardon, and caJl us her two darlings." 



"Now, John, how on earth can you know 
all tha^ f " exclaimed my sister, wiping her 
eyes, and gazing at me with a soft bright 
smile. " Who on earth can have told you, 
John f People to call you stupid, indeed ! 
Why, I feel that all you say is quite true, 
because you describe so exactly what I 
should do myself; I mean — I mean if I had 
two children, who had behaved as we have 
done. But tell me, darling John, how you 
learned all this." 

" Never you mind," I replied, with a nod 
of some conceit, I fear ; " I must be a fool 
if I did not know what mother is by this 
time." 

Now, inasmuch as the thing befell accord* 
ing to my prediction, what need for me to 
dwell upon it, after saying how it would be f 
Moreover, I would regret to write down 
what mother said about Loma, in her first 
surprise and tribulation ; not only because 
I was grieved by the gross injustice of it, 
and frightened mother with her own words 
(repeated deeply after her) ; but rather be- 
cause it is not well, when people repent of 
hasty speech, to enter it against them. 

That is said to be the aDgels' business ; 
and I doubt if they can attend to it much, 
without doing injury to themselves. 

However, by the afternoon, when the sun 
began to go down upon us, our mother sat 
on the garden bench, with her head on my 
great otter-skin waistcoat (which was wa- 
ter-proof), and her right arm round our An- 
nie's waist, and scarcely knowing which of 
us she ought to make the most of, or which 
deserved most pity. Not that she had for- 
given yet the rivals to her love — ^Tom Fag- 
gus, I mean, and Lorna — but that she was 
begLQuing to think a little better of them 
now, and a vast deal better of her own 
children. 

And it helped her much in this regard, 
that she was not thinking half so well as 
usual of herself, or rather of her own judg- 
ment; for in good truth she had no self, 
only as it came home to her, by no very dis- 
tant road, but by way of her children. A 
better mother never lived ; and can I, after 
searching all things, add another word to 
that? 

And indeed poor Lizzie was not so very 
bad ; but behaved (on the whole) very well 
for her. She was much to be pitied, poor 
thing, and great allowances made for her, 
as belonging to a well-grown family, and a 
very comely one, and feeling her own short- 
comings. This made her leap to the other 
extreme, and re-assert herself too i^uch, en- 
deavoring to exalt the mind at the expense 
of the body; because she had the invisible 
one (so far as can be decided) in better share 
than the visible. Not but what she had her 
points, and very eoxns^y "^m^Q>l\k<i^ %\ss^^»- 
1 ly eyes, to wVt, aueiveiy \i^«oXAi^V«si^^ *^^ 
I feet (almost aa goo^ aaliotu^^^,^^^ ^ ^^^ 
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as white as snow ; bnt Lizzie was not gifted 
with onr gait and port, and bounding health. 

Now, while we sat on the garden bench, 
under the great ash-tree, we left dear moth- 
er to take her own way, and talk at her own 
pleasure. Children almost always are more 
wide-awake than their parents. The fa- 
thers and the mothers laugh ; bnt the young 
ones have the best of them. And now both 
Annie knew, and I, that we had gotten the 
best of mother; and therefore we let her 
lay down the law, as if we had been two 
dollies. 

" Darling John," my mother said, " your 
case is a very hard one. A young and very 
romantic girl — God send that I be right in 
my charitable view of her — has met an 
equally simply boy, among great dangers 
and difficulties, from which my son has saved 
her, at the risk of his life at every step. Of 
course, she became attached to him, and 
looked up to him in every way as a superior 
being — " 

" Come, now, mother," I said ; " if you 
only saw Loma, you would look upon me as 
the lowest dirt—" 

"No doubt I should," my mother answer- 
ed; "and the king, and queen, and all the 
royal family. Well, this poor angel, having 
made up her mind to take compassion upon 
my son, when he had saved her life so many 
times, persuades him to marry her out of 
pure pity, and throw his poor mother over- 
board. And the saddest part of it all is 
this—" 

" That my mother will never, never, never 
understand the truth," said I. 

" That is all I wish," she answered ; "just 
to get at the simple truth from my own per- 
ception of it. John, you are very wise in 
kissing me ; but perhaps you would not be 
so wise in bringing Loma for an afternoon, 
just- to see what she thinks of me. There 
is a good saddle of mutton now, and there 
are some very good sausages left on the blue 
dish with the anchor, Annie, from the last 
little sow we killed." 

" As if Loma would eat sausages !" said I, 
with appearance of high contempt, though 
rejoicing all the while that mother seemed 
to have her name so pat ; and she pronounced 
it in a manner which made my heart leap to 
my ears : " Loma to eat sausages !" 

" I don't see why she shonldn^t," my moth- 
er answered, smiling ; " if she means to be 
a farmer's wife, she must take to farmer's 
ways, I think. What do you say, Annie T" 

" She will eat whatever John desires, I 
should hope," said Annie, gravely ; "partic- 
ularly as I made them." 

" Oh that I could only get the chance of 

trying her !" I answered ; "if you could once 

behold her, mother, you would never let her 

^o again. And she would love you with all 

her heart, abe ia ao good and gentle." 

^^ That ia a lucky thing for me." Saying 



this, my Inother wept, as she had been doing 
off and on, when no one seeined to look at 
her ; " otherwise I supxH)ee, John, she would 
very soon turn me out of the farm, having 
you BO completely under her thumb, as she 
seems to have. I see now that my time in 
over. Lizzie and I will seek our fortunes. 
It is wiser so." 

" Now, mother," I eried, " will you have 
the kindness not to talk any nonsense? 
Every thing belongs to yon ; and so, I hope, 
your children do. And you, in turn, belong 
to us ; as you have proved ever since — oh, 
ever since we can remember. Why do you 
make Annie cry sot You ought to know 
better than that." 

Mother, upon this, went over all the things 
she had done before; how many times I 
know not ; neither does it matter. Only she 
seemed to enjoy it more, every time of doing 
it. And then she said she was an old fool ; 
and Annie (like a thorough girl) pulled her 
one gray hair out. 



CHAPTER XXXV. 

RUTH IS NOT LIKE LOBNA. 

Although, by our mother's reluctant con^ 
sent, a large part of the obstacles between 
Annie and her lover appeared to be removed, 
on the other hand Loma and myself gained 
little, except as regarded comfort of mind, 
and some ease to the conscience. Moreover, 
our chance of frequent meetings and de- 
lightful converse was much impaired, at 
least for the present ; because though moth- 
er was not aware of my narrow escape from 
Carver Doone, she made me promise never 
to risk my life by needless visits. And upon 
this point — that is to say, the necessity of 
the visit — she was well content, as she said, 
to leave me to my own good sense and hon- 
or ; only begging me always to tell her of my 
intention beforehand. This pledge, how- 
ever, for her own sake, I declined to give, 
knowing how wretched she would be during 
all the time of my absence ; and on that ac- 
count I promised instead, that I would al- 
ways give her a full account of my adventure 
upon returning. 

Now my mother, as might be expected, 
began at once to cast about for some means 
of relieving me from all further peril, and 
herself from great anxiety. She was full of 
plans for fetching Loma in some wonderful 
manner out of the power of the Doones en- 
tirely, and into her own hands, where she was 
to remain for at least a twelvemonth, learn- 
ing all mother and Annie could teaeh her of 
dairy business, and farm-honse life, and the 
best mode of packing butter. And all this 
arose from my happening to say, without 
meaning SKny tVivng, how the poor dear had 
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a rest away from violence ! Bless thee, moth- 
er — ^now long in heaven, there is no need to 
bless thee ; bat it often makes a dimness now 
in my well-worn eyes, when I think of thy 
loving-kindness, warmth, and romantic inno- 
cence. 

As to stealing my beloved from that vile 
Glen Doone, the deed itself was not impossi- 
ble, nor beyond my daring ; bat, in the first 
place, would she come, leaving her old grand- 
father to die without her tendencef And 
even if, through fear of Carver and that 
wicked Counselor, she should consent to fly, 
would it be possible to keep her without a 
regiment of soldiers f Would not the Doones 
at once ride forth to scour the country for 
their queen, and finding her (as they must 
do), bum our house and murder us, and car- 
ry her back triumphantly f 

All this I laid before my mother, and to 
such effect that she acknowledged, with a 
sigh, that nothing else remained for me (in 
the present state of matters) except to keep 
a careful watch upon Lorna from safe dis- 
tance, observe the policy of the Doones, and 
wait for a tide in their affairs. Meanwhile 
I might even fall in love (as mother unwise- 
ly hinted) with a certain more peaceful heir- 
ess, although of inferior blood, who would 
be daily at my elbow. I am not sure but 
what dear mother herself would have been 
disappointed, had I proved myself so fickle ; 
and my disdain and indignation at the mere 
suggestion did not so much displease her, 
for she only smiled and answered : 

'' Well, it is not for me to say ; God knows 
what is good for us. Likings will not come 
to order; otherwise I should not be where I 
am this day. And of one thing I am rather 
glad; Uncle Beuben well deserves that his 
pet scheme should miscarry — he who call- 
ed my boy a coward, an ignoble coward, be- 
canse he would not join some crack-brained 
plan against the valley which sheltered his 
heloved one ! And, all the time this dread- 
ful 'coward 'risking his life daily there, with- 
out a word to any one I How glad I am that 
yoQ will not have, for all her miserable mon- 
^y^that little dwarfish granddaughter of the 
uwolentold miser!" 

She turned, and by her side was standing 
poor Ruth Huckaback herself, white and 
8*d, and looking steadily at my mother's 
^, which became as red as a plam, while 
her bjeath deserted her. 

''If you please, madam," said the little 
jnaiden, with her large calm eyes unwaver- 
ing, "it is not my fault, but God Almighty's, 
that I am a little dwarfish creature. I knew 
not that you regarded me with so much con- 
*®nipt on that account; neither have you 
told my grandfather, at least within my hear- 
^, that he was an insolent old miser. When 
1 return to Dulverton, which I trust to do to- 
inorrow (for it 28 too late to-da.j)y I shall be 
^^^falnot to tell bim your opinion of him, 



lest I should thwart any schemes you may 
have upon his property. I thank you all 
for your kindness to me, which has been 
very great ; far more than a little dwarfish 
creature could, for her own sake, expect. I 
will only add, for your further guidance, one . 
more little truth. It is by no means certain 
that my grandfather will settle any of his 
miserable money upon me. If I offend him, 
as I would in a moment, for the sake of a 
brave and straightforward man" — ^here she 
gave me a glance which I scarcely knew 
what to do with — '^ my grandfather, upright 
as he is, would leave me without a shilling. 
And I often wish it were so. So many mis- 
eries come upon me from the miserable mon- 
ey — " Here she broke down, and burst out 
crying, and ran away with a faint good-bye, 
while we three looked at one another, and 
felt that we had the worst of it. 

** Impudent little dwarf t" said my mother, 
recovering her breath after ever so long. 
" Oh John, how thankful yon ought to be ! 
What a life she would have led you I" 

" Well, I am sure I" said Annie, throwing 
her arms around poor mother : " who could 
have thought that little atomy had such an 
outrageous spirit t For my part, I can not 
think how she can have been sly enough to 
hide it in that crafty manner, that John 
miglit tliiuk her an angel !" 

" Well, for my part," I answered, laugh- 
ing, '^I never admired Ruth Huckaback half 
or a quarter so much before. She is rare 
stuff. I would have been glad to have mar- 
ried her to-morrow, if I had never seen my 
Lorna." 

''And a nice nobody I should have been, 
in my own house !" cried mother : " I never 
can be thankful enough to darling Lorna 
for saving me. Did you see how her eyes 
flashed f" 

*'That I did; and very fine they were. 
Now nine maidens out of ten would have 
feigned not to have heard one word that 
was said, and have borne black malice in 
their hearts. Come, Annie, now, would not 
you have done so ?" 

" I think," said Annie, " although of course 
I can not tell — you know, John — that I 
should have been ashamed at hearing what 
was never meant for me, and should have 
been almost as angry with myself as any 
body." 

" So you would," replied my mother; "so 
any daughter of mine would have done, in- 
stead of railing and reviling. However, I 
am very sorry that any words of mine which 
the poor little thing chose to overhear ^hould 
have made her so forget herself. I shall beg 
her pardon before she goes, and I shall ex- 
pect her to beg mine." 

" That she will never do," said I ; "a more 
resolute litUe maV^-aii T\«sr«t ^«i\» >aa.^ Tv^goi?* 
upon ber side*, alt^iou^NX. -^^a ^ Ts^^-t^ "svr.- 
cldent. 1 migtvt 'hove^ ^a.\dL \?aft ^^^ XJc^sv^ 
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myself; and she -^aa hard upon you, moth- 
er, dear." 

After this we said no more, at least abont 
thkt matter ; and little Ruth, the next morn- 
ing, left us, in spite of all that we could do. 
She vowed an everlasting friendship to my 
younger sister £liza ; but she looked at An- 
nie with some resentment, when they said 
good-bye, for being so much taller. At any 
rate, so Annie fancied, but she may have 
been quite wrong. I rode beside the little 
maid till far beyond £xeford, when all dan- 
ger of the moor was past, and then I left her 
with John Fry, not wishing to be too par- 
ticular, after all the talk about her money. 
She had tears in her eyes when she bade me 
farewell, and she sent a kind message home 
to mother, and promised to come again at 
Christmas, if she could wiu permission. 

Upon the whole, my opinion was that she 
had behaved uncommonly well for a maid 
whose self-love was outraged ; with spirit, 
I mean, and proper pride ; and yet with a 
great endeavor to forgive, which is, meseems, 
the hardest of all things to a woman, outside 
of her own family. 

After this, for another month, nothiug 
worthy of notice happened, except, of course, 
that I found it needful, according to the 
strictest good sense and honor, to visit Lor- 
na immediately after my discourse with 
mother, and to tell her all about it. My 
beauty gave me one sweet kiss with all her 
heart (as she always did, when she kissed 
at all), and I begged for one more to take to 
our mother, and before leaving I obtained 
it. It is not for me to tell all she said, even 
supposing (what is not likely) that any one 
cared to know it, being more and more pecul- 
iar to ourselves and no one else. But one 
thing that she said was this, and I took good 
care to carry it, word for word, to my mother 
and Annie : 

" I never can believe, dear John, that after 
all the crime and outrage wrought by my 
reckless family, it ever can be meant for me 
to settle down to peace and comfort in a 
simple household. With all my heart I 
long for home; any home, however dull and 
wearisome to those used to it, would seem a 
paradise to me, if only free from brawl and 
tumult, and such as I could call my own. 
But even if God would allow me this, in lieu 
of my wild inheritance, it is quite certain 
that the Doones never can, and never will." 

Again, when I told her how my mother 
and Annie, as well as myself, longed to have 
her at Plover's Barrows, and teach her all 
the quiet duties in which she was sure to 
take such delight, she only answered, with 
a bright blush, that while her grandfather 
was living she would never leave him ; and 
that even if she were free, certain ruin was 
all she should bring to any house that re- 
ceived her, at least within the utmost reach 
of her amiable family. This was too plain 



to be denied ; and seeing my dejection at It^ 
she told me bravely that we must hope for 
better times, if possible, and asked how long 
I would wait for her. 

" Not a day, if I had my will," I answer- 
ed, very warmly ; at which she turned away 
confused, and would not look at me for a 
while ; " but all my life," I went on to say, 
^'if my fortune is so ill. And how long 
would you wait for me, Loma T" 

" Till I could get you," she answered sly- 
ly, with a smile which was brighter to me 
than the brightest wit could be. ''And 
now," she continued, " you bound me, John, 
with a very beautiful ring to you ; and when 
I dare not wear it, I carry it always on my 
heart. But I will bind yon to me, you dear- 
est, with the very poorest and plainest thing 
that ever you set eyes on. I could give you 
fifty fairer ones, but they would not be hon- 
est ; and I love you for your honesty, and 
nothing else, of course, John ; so don't yon 
be conceited. Look at it ; what a queer old 
thing ! There are some ancient marks upon 
it, very grotesque and wonderful ; it looks 
like a cat in a tree almost ; but never mind 
what it looks like. This old ring must have 
been a giant's ; therefore it will fit you, per- 
haps, you enormous John. It has been on 
the front of my old glass necklace (which 
my grandfather found them taking away, 
and very soon made them give back again) 
ever since I can remember, and long be- 
fore that, as some woman told me. Now 
you seem very greatly amazed ; pray what 
thinks my lord of it f" 

" That it is worth fifty of the pearl thing 
which I gave you, you darling ; and that I 
will not take it from you." 

"Then you will never take me, that is 
all. I will have nothing to do with a gen- 
tleman — ^" 

" No gentleman, dear — a yeoman." 

"Very well, a yeoman — nothing to do 
with a yeoman who will not accept my 
love-gage. So, if you please, give it back 
again, and take your lovely ring back." 

She looked at me in such a manner, half 
in earnest, half in jest, and three times three 
in love, that in spite of all good resolutions, 
and her own faint protest, I was forced to 
abandon all firm ideas, and kiss her till she 
was quite ashamed, and her head hung on 
my bosom, with the night of her hair shed 
over me. Then I placed the pearl .ring 
back on the soft elastic bend of the finger 
she held up to scold me; and on my own 
smallest finger drew the heavy^ hoop she 
had given me. I coi^sidered this with satis- 
faction, until my darling recovered herself; 
and then I began very gravely abont it, to 
keep her (if I could) fh>m chiding me : 

" Mistress Lorna, this Lb not the ring of 
any giant. It is nothing more nor less than 
a very ancient thumb-ring, such as once in 
my father's time was plowed up ou^ of the 
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ground in our farm, and sent to learned doc- 
tors, who told U8 all about it, but kept tbe 
ring for their trouble. I will accept it, my 
own one love; and it shall go to my grave 
with me" And so it shall, unless there be 
\ villains who would dare to rob the dead. 

Now I have spoken about this ring (though 
I scarcely meant to do so, aud would rather 
keep to myself things so very holy) because 
it holds an important part in the history 
of my Lorua. I asked her .where the glass 
necklace was from which the ring was fas- 
tened, aud which she had worn in her child- 
hood, and f(he auswered that she hardly 
knew, but remembered^±||at her grandfa- 
ther had begged her to give it up to him 
when she was ten years old or so, aud had 
promised to keep it for her until sbe could 
take care of it ; at the same time giving her 
back the ring, aud fastening it upon her 
pretty neck, and telling her to be proud of 
it. And so she always had been, and now 
from her sweet breast she took it, aud it be- 
came John Ridd's delight. 

All this, or at least great part of it, I told 
my mother truly, according to my promise ; 
and she was greatly pleased with Lorna for 
having been so good to me, and for speak- 
ing so very sensibly ; and then she looked a^ 
the great gold ring, but could by no means 
interpret it. Only sbe was quite certain, as 
indeed I myself was, that it must have be- 
longed to an ancient race of great consider- 
ation, and high rank, in their time. Upou 
which I was for taking it off, lest it should 
be degraded by a common farmer's finger. 
But mother said, "No,'' with tears in her 
eyes ; " if the common farmer had won the 
great lady of the ancient race, what were 
rings aud Old -World trinkets, when com- 
pared to the living jewel T" Being quite 
of her opinion in this, and loving the ring 
(which had no gem in it) as the token of 
my priceless gem, I resolved to wear it at 
any cost, except when I should be plowing, 
or doing things likely to break it ; although 
I must own that it felt very queer (for I 
never had throttled a finger before), and it 
looked very queer, for a length of time, upon 
my great hard-working hand. 

And before I got used to my ring, or peo- 
ple could think that it belonged to me (plain 
and ungamished though it was), and before 
I went to see Lorna again, having failed 
to find any necessity, and remembering my 
doty to mother, we all had something else 
to think of, not so pleasant, and more puz- 
zling. 



CHAPTER XXXVI. 

JOHN RETURNS TO BUSJENESS. 

Now November was upon us, and we had 
kept Allhallowmass, with roasting of skew- 
ered apples (like so many shuttlecock^)^ and 



after that the day of Fawkes, as became 
good Protestants, with merry bonfires and 
burned batatas, and plenty of good feeding 
in honor of our religion ; aud then, while we 
were at wheat-sowing, another visitor ar- 
rived. 

This was Master Jeremy Stickles, who had 
been a good friend to me Cas described be- 
fore) in London, and had earned my mother'a 
gratitude, so far as ever he chose to have it. 
And he seemed inclined to have it all ; for 
he made our farm-house his head-quarters, 
and kept us quite at his beck aud call, going 
ontj&t any time of the evening, and coming 
back at any tisie of the morning, and al> 
ways expecting us to be ready, whether 
with horse, or man, or maiden, or fire, or 
provisions. We knew that he was employ- 
ed somehow upon the service of the King, 
and had at different stations certain troop- 
ers and orderlies, quite at his disposal : also 
we knew that he never went out, nor even 
slept in his bedroom, without heavy fire- 
arms well loaded, and a sharp sword nigh at 
hand ; and that he held a great commissiou, 
under royal signet, requiring all good sub- 
jects, all officers of whatever degree, and 
especially justices of the peace, to aid him to 
the utmost, with person, beast, and chattel, 
or to answer it at their peril. 

Now Master Jeremy Stickles, of course, 
knowing well what women are, durst not 
open to any of them the nature of his in- 
structions. But after a while, perceiving 
that I could be relied upon, and that it was 
a great discomfort not to have me with him, 
he took me aside in a lonely place, and told 
me nearly every thing; having bound me 
first by oath not to impart to any one, with- 
out his own permission, until all was over. 

But at this present time of writing, all is 
over long ago ; ay, and forgotten too, I ween, 
except by those who suffered. Therefore 
may I tell the whole without any breach of 
confidence. Master Stickles was going forth 
upon his usual night journey, when he met 
me comiug home, and I said something half 
in jest, about hist zeal and secrecy; upon 
which he looked all round the yard, and led 
me to an open space in the clover-field ad- 
joining. 

" John," he said, *' you have some right to 
know the meaning of all this, being trusted 
as you were by the Lord Chief-justice. But 
he found you scarcely supple enough, neither 
gifted with due brains." 

" Thank God for that same," I answered, 
while he tapped his head, to signify his own 
much larger allowance. Then he made me 
bind myself, which in an evil hour I did, to 
retain his secret ; aud after that he went on 
solemnly, and with much importance, 

" There be some people fit to plot, and 
others to be plotted against, and others to 
unravel plots, which is the highest gift of 
all. This last hath fe.lL'eii \ft \k^ ^-asa^^jQ.^ 
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a very thankless gift it is, althongh a rare 
and choioe one. Muoli of peril, too, attends 
it. Daring courage and greskt coolness are 
as needful for the work as ready wit and 
spotless honor. Therefore His Mc^esty's ad- 
visers have chosen me for this high task, 
and they could not have chosen a better 
man. Although you have been in London, 
Jack, much longer than you wished it, you 
are wholly ignorant, of course, in matters of 
state and the public weaL" 

" Well," said I, " no doubt but I am ; and 
all the better for me. Although I heard a 
deal of them ; for every body was talking, 
and ready to come to blows, if only it could 
be done without danger. But one said this, 
and one said that ; and they talked so much 
about Birminghams, and Tantivies, and 
Whigs and Tories, and Protestant flails, and 
such like, that I was only too glad to have 
my glass, and cliuk my spoon for answer." 

** Right, John ; thou art right as usual. 
Let the King go his own gait. He hath too 
many mistresses, to be ever England's mas- 
ter. Nobody need fear him, for he is not 
like his father : he will have his own way, 
'tis true, but without stopping other folk 
of theirs: and well he knows what women 
are, for he never asks them questions. Now, 
heard you much in London town about the 
Duke of Monmouth ?" 

"Not so very much," I answered; "not 
half so much as in Devonshire : only that he 
was a hearty man, and a very haudsome one, 
and now was banished by the Tories ; and 
most people wished he was coming back, in- 
stead of the Duke of York, who was trying 
boots in Scotland." 

"Things are changed since you were in 
town. The Whigs are getting up again, 
through the folly of the Tories in killing 
poor Lord Russell; and now this Master 
Sidney (if my Lord condemns him) will 
make it worse again. There is much disaf- 
fection everywhere, and it must grow to an 
outbreak. The King hath many troops in 
London, and meaneth to bring more from 
Tangier; but he can not command these 
country places ; and the trained bands can 
not help him much, even if they would. 
Now, do you understand me, John f " 

" In truth, not I. I see not what Tangier 
hath to do with Exmoor, nor the Duke of 
Monmouth with Jeremy Stickles." 

"Thou great clod, put it the other way. 
Jeremy Stickles may have much to do about 
the Duke of Monmouth. The Whigs having 
failed of Exclusion, and having been punish- 
ed bitterly for the blood they shed, are ripe 
for any violence. And the turn of the bal- 
ance is now to them. Seesaw is the fash- 
ion of England always ; and the Whigs will 
soon be the top-sawyers." 

" But," said I, still more confused, " * The 
King is the top-sawyer,' according to our 
proverb. How, then, can the Whigs be T" 



" Thou art a hopeless ass, John ; better to 
sew with a chestnut than to teach thee the 
constitution. Let it be so; let it be. I 
have seen a boy of five years old more apt 
at politics than thou. Nay, look not offend- 
ed, lad. It is my fault for being over-deep 
to thee. I should have considered thy in- 
teUect." 

" Nay, Master Jeremy, make no apologies. 
It is I that should excuse myself; but God 
knows I have no politics." 

" Stick to that, my lad," he answered; "so 
shalt thou die easier. Now, in ten words 
(without parties, or trying thy poor brain 
too much), I am here to watch the gather- 
ing of a secret plot, not so much against the 
King as against the due succession." 

" Now I understand at last. But, Master 
Stickles, yon might have said all that an 
hour ago >almost." 

" It would have been better, if I had, to 
thee," he replied, with much compassion; 
"thy hat is nearly off thy head with the 
swelling of brain I have given thee. Blows, 
blows, are thy business. Jack. There thou 
art in thine element. And, haply, this busi- 
ness will bring thee plenty, even for thy 
great head to take. Now hearken to one 
who wishes thee well, and plainly sees the 
end of it: stick thou to the winning side, 
and have naught to do with the other one." 

" That,'' said I, in great haste and hurry, 
" is the very thing I want to do, if I only 
knew which was the winning side, for the 
sake of Loma — that is to say, for the sake 
of my dear mother and sisters, and the farm." 

" Ha !" cried Jeremy Stickles, laughing at 
the redness of my face — "Loma, saidst 
thou ; now, what Lorn a f Is it the name of 
a maiden, or a light-o'-love T" 

" Keep to your own business," I answered^ 
very proudly ; " spy as much as e'er tho 
wilt, and use our house for doing it, withou 
asking leave or telling; but if I ever ffn^ 
thee spying into my affairs, all the Kingi^^ 
life-guards in London, and the dragoo 
thou bringest hither, shall not save tl^ 
from my hand— or one finger is enough '£ 
thee." 

Being carried beyond myself by his i 
science about Loma, I looked at. 
Stickles so, and spake in such a voice, t 
all his daring courage and his spotless 1b. 
or quailed within him, and he shrank — a^ ^ 
I would strike so small a man ! 

Then I left him, and went to work at 
sacks upon the corn-floor, to take my 
spirit from me before I should see motb* 
For (to tell the truth) now my strength 
full, and troubles were gathering round 
and people took advantage so much of t^^^2 
easy temper sometimes, when I was ov- 
tried, a sudden heat ran over me, and 
glowing of all my muscles, and a tingli^^ff 
for a mighty throw, such as my utmost se 
command, and fear of hurting any one, cou 
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but ill refrain. Afterward I was always 
very sadly ashamed of myself, kDOwlng how 
poor a thing bodily strength is, as compared 
with power of mind, and that it is a coward's 
part to misuse it upon weaker folk. For 
the present, there was a little breach be- 
tween Master Stickles and me, for which I 
blamed myself very sorely. But though, in 
full memory of his kindness and faithfulness 
in London, I asked his pardon many times 
for my foolish anger with him, and offered 
to undergo any penalty he would lay upon 
me, he only said it was no matter, there was 
nothing to forgive. When people say that, 
the truth often is that they can forgive 
nothing. 

So, for the present, a breach was made be- 
tween Master Jeremy and myself, which to 
me seemed no great loss, inasmuch as it re- 
lieved me from any privity to his dealings, 
for which I had small liking. All I feared 
was lest I might in any way be ungrateful to 
him ; but when he would have no more of 
me, what could I do to help it T However, 
in a few days' time I was of good service to 
him, as you shall see in its proper place. 

But now my own affairs were thrown into 
such disorder that I could think of nothing 
else, and had the greatest difficulty in hid- 
ing my uneasiness. For suddenly, without 
any warning, or a word of message, all my 
Lorna's signals ceased, which I had been ac- 
customed to watch for daily, and, as it were, 
to feed upon them with a glowing heart. 
The first time I stood on the wooded crest, 
and found no change from yesterday, I could 
hardly believe my eyes, or thought at least 
that it must be some great mistake on the 
part of my love. However, even that op- 
pressed me with a heavy heart, which grew 
heavier, as I found from day to day no token. 
• Three times I went and waited long at 
the bottom of the valley, where now the 
stream was brown and angry with the rains 
of autumn, and the weeping trees hung leaf- 
less. But though I waited at every hour of 
day, and far into the night, no light footstep 
came to meet me, no sweet voice was in the 
air; all was lonely, drear, and drenched 
with sodden desolation. It seemed as if mv 
love was dead, and the winds were at her 
funeral. 

Once I sought far up the valley, where I 
had never been before, even beyond the copse 
where Lorna had found and lost her brave 
young cousin. Following up the river chan- 
nel, in shelter of the evening fog, I gained a 
corner within stone's^throw of the last out- 
lying cot. This was a gloomy, low, square 
house, without any light in the windows, 
roughly built of wood and stone, as I saw 
when I drew nearer. For knowing it to be 
Carver's dwelling (or at least suspecting so, 
from some words of Lorna's), I was led by 
curiosity, and perhaps by jealousy, to have a 
eloser look at it. Therefore, I crept up the 



stream, losing half my sense of fear by rea- 
son of anxiety. And in truth there was not 
much to fear, the sky being now too dark 
for even a shooter of wild fowl to make good 
aim. And nothing else but guns could hurt 
me, as in the pride of my strength I thought| 
and in my skill of single-stick. 

Nevertheless, I went warily, being now al- 
most among this nest of cockatrices. The 
back of Carver's house abutted on the wavea 
of the rushing stream ; and seeing a loop* 
hole, vacant for muskets, I looked in, but all 
was quiet. So far as I could judge by list- 
ening, there was no one now inside, and my 
heart for a moment leaped with joy, for I 
had feared to find Lorna there. Then I 
took a careful survey of the dwelling, and 
its windows, and its door, and aspect, as if 
I had been a robber meaniqg to make privy 
entrance. It was well for me that I did 
this, as you will find hereafter. 
• Having impressed upon my mind (a slow 
but, perhaps, retentive mind) all the bear- 
ings of the place, and all its opportunities, 
and even the curve of the stream along it, 
and the bushes neflr the door, I was much 
inclined to go farther up, and understand all 
the village. But a bar of red light across 
the river, some forty yards on above me, 
and crossing from the opposite side like a 
chain, prevented me. In that second house 
there was a gathering of loud and merry 
outlaws, making as much noise as if they 
had the law upon their side. Some, indeed, 
as I approached, were laying down both 
right and wrong as purely, and with as 
high a sense, as if they knew the difference. 
Cold and troubled as I was, I could hardly 
keep from laughing. 

Before I betook myself home that night, 
and eased dear mother's heart so much, and 
made her pale face spread with smiles, I had 
resolved to penetrate Glen Doone from the 
upper end, and learn all about my Lorna. 
Not but what I might have entered from 
my unsuspected channel, as so often I had 
done ; but that I saw fearful need for know- 
ing something more than that. Here was 
every sort of trouble gathering upon me; 
here was Jeremy Stickles stealing upon ev- 
ery one in the dark ; here was Uncle Reu- 
ben plotting Satan, only could tell what; 
here was a white night-capped man coming 
bodily from the grave ; here was my own sis- 
ter Annie committed to a highwayman, and 
mother in distraction ; most of all — here, 
there, and where — was my Lorna stolen, 
dungeoned, perhaps outraged. It was no 
time for shilly-shally, for the balance of 
this and that, or for a man with blood and 
muscle to pat his nose and ponder. If I left 
my Lorna so ; if I let those black-souled vil* 
lains work their pleasure on my love ; if the 
heart that clave to mine could find ne vigor 
in it, then let maidens cease from me<\xaA.d 
rest theic ia\t\v m \.«iX^s^-^"aX»^. 
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Bndely rolling these ideas in my heavy 
head and brain, I resolved to let the mor- 
row put them into form and order, bat not 
contradict them. And then, as my consti- 
tution willed (being like that of England), 
I slept, and there was no stopping me. 



CHAPTER XXXVn. 

A VERY DESPERATE VENTURE. 

That the enterprise now resolved upon 
was far more dangerous tliau any hitherto 
attempted by me, needs no further proof 
than this: I went and made my will at Por- 
lock, with a middling honest lawyer there; 
not that I had much to leave, but that none 
could say how far the farm, and all the farm- 
ing stock, might depend on my disposition. 
It makes me smile when I remember how 
particular I was, and how for the life of me 
I was puzzled to bequeath most part of my 
clothes, and hats, and things altogether my 
own, to Loma, without the shrewd old law- 
yer knowing who she was and where she 
lived. At last, indeed, I flattered myself 
that I had baffled old Tape's curiosity ; but 
his wrinkled smile, and his speech at part- 
ing, made me again uneasy. 

"A very excellent will, young sir. An 
admirably just and virtuous will ; all your 
effects to your nearest of kin ; filial and fra- 
ternal duty thoroughly exemplified; noth- 
ing diverted to alien channels, except a small 
token of esteem and reverence to an elderly 
lady, I presume ; and which may or may not 
be valid, or invalid, on the ground of uncer- 
tainty, or the absence of any legal status on 
the part of the legatee. Ha, ha I Tes, yes I 
Few young men are so free from exception- 
able entanglements. Two guineas is my 
charge, sir; and a rare good- will for the 
money. Very prudent of you, sir. Does 
you credit in every way. Well, well, we all 
must die; and often the young before the 
old." 

Not only did I think two guineas a great 
deal too much money for a quarter of 
au hour's employment, but also I disliked 
particularly the words with which he con- 
cluded; they sounded, from his grating 
voice, like the evil omen of a croaking ra- 
vet. Nevertheless, I still abode in my fixed 
resolve to go, and find out, if I died for it, 
what was become of Loma. And herein I 
lay no claim to courage : the matter being 
simply a choice between two evils, of which 
by far the greater one was, of course, to lose 
my darling. 

The journey was a great deal longer to 
fetch around the southern hills, and enter 
by the Doone-gate, than to cross the lower 
land and steal in by the water-slide. How- 
ever, I durst not take a horse (for fear of 
the Doonea, who might be abroad upon their 



usual business), but started betimes in the 
evening, so as not to hurry, or waste any 
strength upon the way. And thus I came 
to the robbers' highway, walking circum- 
spectly, scanning the sky-line of every hill, 
and searching the folds of every valley, for 
any moving figure. 

Although it was now well on toward dark, 
and the sun was down an hour or so, I could 
see the robbers' road before me, in a trough 
of the winding hills, where the brook plough- 
ed down from the higher barrows, and the 
cqving banks were roofed with furze. At 
present there was no one passing, neither 
post nor sentinel, so far as I could descry ; 
but I thought it safer to wait a little, as 
twilight melted into night; and then I 
crept down a seam of the highland, and 
stood upon the Doone-track. 

As the road approached the entrance, it be- 
came more straight and strong, like a chan- 
nel cut from rock, with the water brawling 
darkly along the naked side of it. Not a 
tree or bush was left, to shelter a man from 
bullets : all was stem, and stiff*, and rugged, 
as I could not help perceiving, even through 
the darkness ; and a smell as of church -yard 
mould, a sense of being boxed in and coox>- 
ed, made me long to be out again. 

And here I was, or seemed to be, particu- 
larly unlucky ; for as I drew near the very 
entrance, lightly of foot, and warily, the 
moon (which had often been my friend) like 
an enemy broke upon me, topping the east- 
ward ridge of rock, and filling all the open 
spaces with the play of wavering light. I 
shrank back into the shadowy quarter on 
the right side of the road, and gloomily em- 
ployed myself to watch the triple entrance; 
on which the moonlight fell askew. 

All across and before the three rude and 
beetling archways hung a felled oak over- • 
head, black, and thick, and threatening. 
This, as I heard before, could be let fall in 
a moment, so as to crush a score of men, and 
bar the approach of horses. Behind this 
tree, the rocky mouth was spanned, as by a 
gallery, with brush-wood and piled timber, 
all upon a ledge of stone, where thirty men 
might lurk unseen, and fire at any invader. 
From that rampart it would be impossible 
to dislodge them, because the rock fell sheer 
below them twenty feet, or it may be more ; 
while overhead it towered three hundred, 
and so jutted over that nothing could be 
cast upon them, even if a man could climb 
the height. And the access to this portcul- 
lis place — if I may so call it, being no port- 
cullis there — was through certain rocky 
chambers known to the tenants only. 

But the cleverest of their devices, and the 
most puzzling to an enemy, was that, instead 
of one mouth only, there were three to choose 
from, with nothing to betoken which was the 
proper access ; all being pretty much alike, 
and all unfenced and yawnitig. And th« 
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common rumor was tbat in times of any 
danger, when any force was known to be on 
master in their neighborhood, they changed 
their entrance every day, and diverted the 
other two, by means of sliding-doors, to the 
chasms and dark abysses. 

Now I could see those three rough arches, 
jagged, black, and terrible, and I knew that 
only one of them could lead me to the val- 
ley ; neither gave the river now any farther 
gaidance, but dived under-ground with a 
sullen roar, where it met the cross-bar of 
the mountain. Having no means at all of 
judging which was the right way of the 
three, and knowing that the other two 
would lead to almost certain death, in the 
ruggedness and darkness — ^for how could a 
man, among precipices and bottomless depths 
of water, without a ray of light, have any 
chance to save his lifef — I do declare that 
I was half inclined to go away, and have 
done with it. 

However, I knew one thing for certain, to 
wit, that the longer I staid debating, the 
more would the enterprise pall upon me, and 
the less my relish be. And it struck ma 
that, in times of peace, the middle way was 
the likeliest ; and the others diverging right 
and left in their farther parts might be made 
to slide into it (not far from the entrance) 
at the pleasure of the warders. Also I took 
It for good omen that I remembered (as rare- 
ly happened) a very fin^ line in the Latin 
grammar, whose emphasis and meaning is, 
" middle road is safest." 

Therefore, without more hesitation, I 
plunged into the middle way, holding a 
loDg ash staff before me, shodden at the end 
with iron. Presently I was in black dark- 
ness, groping along the wall, and feeling a 
deal more fear than I wished to feel ; espe- 
. cially when, upon looking back, I could no 
longer see the light, which I had forsaken. 
Then I stnmbled over something hard, and 
sharp, and very cold ; moreover, so grievous 
to my legs that it needed my very best doc- 
trine and humor to forbear from swearing 
in the manner they use in London. But 
^hen I arose, and felt it, and knew it to be 
ft cnlverin, I was somewhat re-assured th^^- 
H inasmuch as it was not likely that they 
wonld plant this engine except in the real 
and true entrance. 

Therefore I went on again, more painful- 
ly and wearily, and presently found it to be 
good that I had received that knock, and 
^ome it with such patience ; for otherwise 
I might have blundered full upon the sen- 
iles, and been shot without more ado. As 
>t Was, I had barely time to draw back, as I 
tamed a comer upon them ; and if their lan- 
tern had been in its place, they could scarce 
have failed to descry me, unless indeed I had 
seen the gleam before I turned the comer. 

There seemed to be only two of them, of 
size indeed and stature as all the Dooues 



must be ; but I need not have feared to en* 
counter them both, had they been unarmed, 
as I was. It was plain, however, that each 
had a long and heavy carbine, not in his 
hands (as it should have been), but stand- 
ing close beside him. Therefore it behooved 
me now to be exceeding careful ; and even 
that might scarce avail, without luck in pro- 
portion. So I kept well back at the cor- 
ner, and laid one cheek to the rock face, and 
kept my outer eye round the jut in the wa- 
riest mode I could compass, watching my 
opportunity : luid this is what I saw. 

The two villains looked very happy — 
w^ch villains have no right to be, but oft- 
en lire, meseemeth — ^they wei'e sitting in a 
niche of rock, with the lantern in the cor- 
ner, quaf&ng sometliing from glass measures, 
and playing at push-pin, or shepherd's chess, 
or basset, or some trivial game of that sort. 
Each was smoking a long clay pipe, quite 
of new London shape, I could see, for the 
shadow was thrown out clearly ; and each 
would laugh from time to time, as he fan- 
cied he got the better of it. One was sit- 
ting with his knees up, and left hand on his 
thigh ; and this one had his back to me, and 
seemed to be the stouter. The other lean- 
ed more against the rock, half sitting and 
half astraddle, and wearing leathern over- 
alls, as if newly come from riding. I could 
see his face quite clearly by the light of the 
open lantern, and a handsomer or a bolder 
face I had seldom, if ever, set eyes upon ; in- 
somuch that it made me very unhappy to 
think of his being so near my Lorna. 

" How long am I to rtay crouching here f " 
I asked of myself at last, being tired of 
bearing them cry, " score one," " score two," 

" No, by , Charlie ;" " By , I say it 

is, Phelps." And yet my only chance of 
slipping by them unperceived was to wait 
till they quarreled more, and came to blows 
about it. Presently, as I made up my mind 
to steal along toward them (for the cavern 
was pretty wide just there), Charlie, or 
Charleworth Doone, the younger and taller 
man, reached forth his hand to seize the 
money, which he swore he had won that 
time. Upon this, the other jerked his arm, 
vowing that he had no right to it ; where* 
upon Charlie flung at his face the contents 
of the glass he was sipping, but missed him 
and hit the candle, which sputtered with a 
flare of blue flame (from the strength, per- 
haps, of the spirit), and then went out com- 
pletely. At this, one swore and the other 
laughed ; and before they had settled what 
to do, I was past them and round the comer. 

And then, like a giddy fool as I was, I 
needs must give them a startler — the whoop 
of an owl, done so exactly, as John Fry had 
taught me, and echoed by the roof so fear- 
fully, that one of them dropped the tinder- 
box, and the other caught up his gun and 
cocked it — ^at least as I judged by th^ «Qi3jixd& 



126 



LOBNA DOONE. 



they made. And then, too late, I knew my 
madness ; for if either of them had fired, no 
douht bnt what all the village would have 
risen and rushed upon me. However, as the 
luck of the matter went, it proved for my 
advantage ; for I heard one say to the other, 

''Curse it, Charlie, what was that? It 
scared me so, I have dropped my box ; my 
flint is gone, and every thing. Will the 
brimstone catch &om your pipe, my lad T" 

" My pipe is out, Phelps, ever so long. 
D — n it, I am not afraid of an owl, man. 
Give me the lantern, and stay here. I'm not 
half done with you yet, my friend." 

" Well said, my boy, well said ! Go straight 
to Carver's, mind you. The other sleepy- 
heads be snoring, as there is nothing up to- 
night. No daUying now under Captain's 
window. Queen will have naught to say 
to you, and Carver will punch your head 
into a new wick for your lantern." 

"Will he, though? Two can play at 
that." And so, after some rude jests and 
laughter, and a few more oaths, I heard 
Charlie (or at any rate somebody) coming 
toward me, with a loose and not too sober 
footfall. As he reeled a little in his gait, 
and I would not move from his way one 
inch, after his talk of Lorna, but only long- 
ed to grasp him (if common sense permitted 
it), his braided coat came against my thumb, 
and his leathern gaiters brushed my knee. 
If he had turned or noticed it, he would 
have been a dead man in a moment ; but his 
drunkenness saved him. 

So I let him reel on unharmed ; and there- 
upon it occurred to me that I could have no 
better guide, passtng as he would exactly 
where I wished to be — that is to say, under 
Loma's window. Therefore I followed him, 
without any especial caution; and soon I 
had the pleasure of seeing his form against 
the moonlit sky. Down a steep and wind- 
ing path, with a hand-rail at the comers 
(such as they have at Ilfracombe), Master 
Charlie tripped along — and indeed there 
was much tripping, and he must have been 
an active fellow to recover as he did — and 
after him walked I, much hoping (for his 
own poor sake) that he might not turn and 
espy me. 

But Bacchus (of whom I read at school, 
with great wonder about his meaning — and 
the same I may say of Venus) that great 
deity preserved Charlie, his pious worshiper, 
from regarding consequences. So he led me 
very kindly to the top of the meadow-land, 
where the stream from underground broke 
forth, seething quietly with a little hiss of 
bubbles. Hence I had fair view and outline 
of the robbers' township, spread with bushes 
here and there, but not heavily overshadow- 
ed. The moon, approaching now the full, 
brought the forms in manner forth, clothing 
each with character, as the moon (more than 
the snn) does to an eye aocnstomed. 



I knew that the Captain^s house was first, 
both firom what Lorna had said of it, and 
from my mother's description, and now again 
from seeing Charlie halt there for a certain 
time, and whistle on his fingers, and hurry 
on, fearing consequence. The tune that he 
whistled was strange to me, and lingered in 
my ears, as having something very new and 
striking, and fantastic in it. And I repeat- 
ed it softly to myself, while I marked the 
position of the houses and the beauty of 
the village. For the stream, in lieu of any 
street, passing between the houses, and af- 
fording perpetual change, and twinkling, 
and reflections — moreover, by its sleepy 
murmur, soothing all the dwellers there— 
this, and the snugness of the position, wall- 
ed with rock and spread with herbage, made 
it look, in the quiet moonlight, like a little 
paradise. And to think of all the inmates 
there sleeping with good consciences, having 
plied their useful trade of making other's 
work for them, enjoying life without much 
labor, yet with great renown ! 

Master Charlie went down the village, 
and I followed him carefully, keeping as 
much as possible in the shadowy places, and 
watching the windows of every house, lest 
any light should be burning. As I passed 
Sir Ensor's house, my heart leaped up, for I 
spied a window, higher than the rest above 
the ground, and with a faint light moving. 
This could hardly fail to be the room where- 
in my darling lay ; for here that impudent 
young fellow had gazed while he was whis- 
tling. And here my courage grew tenfold, 
and my spirit feared no evil ; for lo, if Loiv 
na had been sprrendered to that scoundrel 
Carver, she would not have been at her 
grandfather's house, but in Carver's accursed 
dwelling. 

Warm with this idea, I hurried after 
Charle worth Doone, being resolved not to 
harm him now, unless my own life required 
it. And while I watched from behind a 
tree, the door of the farthest house was open- 
ed ; and, sure enough, it was Carver's self, 
who stood bareheaded, and half undressed, 
in the door-way. I could see his great black 
chest and arms, by the light of the lamp he 
bore. 

" Who wants me this time of night f" he 
grumbled, in a deep gruff voice ; " any young 
scamp prowling after the maids shall have 
sore bones for his trouble." 

"All the fair maids are for thee, are they. 
Master Carver ?" Charlie answered, laugh- 
ing ; " we young scamps must be well con- 
tent with coarser stuff than thou wouldst 
have." 

" Would have ? Ay, and will have," the 
great beast mnttered, angrily. " I bide my 
time; but not very long. Only one word 
for thy good, Charlie. I will fling thee sense- 
less into the river, if ever I catch thy girl- 
face there again." 
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'* Mayhap, Master Carver, it is more than 
thoa coaldst do. Bat I will not keep thee ; 
thou art not pleasant company to-night. 
All I want is a light for my lantern, and a 
glass of schnapps, if thou hast it." 

"What is become of thy light, then? 
Good for thee I am not on duty." 

" A great owl flew between me and Phelps 
as we watched beside the cnlyerin, and so 
scared was he at our fierce bright eyes that 
he fell and knocked the light out." 

" Likely tale, or likely lie, Charles ! We 
will have the truth to-morrow. Here, take 
thy light, and be gone with thee. All virtu- 
ons men are in bed now." 

"Then so will I be; and why art thou 
not? Ha! have I earned my schnapps 
now T" 

" If thon hast, then hast paid a bad debt : 
there is too much in thee already. Be off I 
my patience is done with." 

Then he slammed the door in the young 
man's face, having kindled his lantern by this 
time; and Charlie went up to the watch- 
place again, muttering, as he passed me, 
^'Bad lookout for all of us when that sur- 
ly old beast is Captain. No gentle blood in 
him, no hospitality, not even pleasant lan- 
guage, nor a good new oath in his frowzy 
pate ! I've a mind to cut the whole of it ; 
and but for the girls I would so." 

My heart was in my mouth, as they say, 
when I stood in the shade by Loma's win- 
dow, and whispered her name gently. The 
house was of one story only, as the others 
were, with pine -ends standing forth the 
stone, and only two rough windows upon 
that western side of it, and perhaps both of 
them were Lorna's. The Doones had been 
their own builders, for no one should know 
their ins and outs ; and of course their work 
was clumsy. As for their windows, they 
stole them mostly from the houses round 
about. But though the window was not 
very close, I might have whisi>ered long 
enongh before she would have answered 
me, frightened as she was, no doubt, by 
Diany a rude overture. And I durst not 
speak aloud, because I saw another watch- 
• man posted on the western cliff, and com- 
manding all the valley. And now this man 
(having no companion for drinking or for 
gambling) espied me against the wall of the 
^ouse, and advanced to the brink, and chal- 
lenged me. 

"Who are you there? Answer! One, 
two, three ; and I fire at thee." 

The nozzle of his gun was pointed full 
^pon me, as I could see, with the moonlight 
striking on the barrel; he was not more 
than fifty yards off, and now he began to 
i^kon. Being almost desperate about it, 
I began to whistle, wondering how far I 
shonld get before I lost my windpipe ; and 
as Inck would have it, my lips fell into that 
strange tune I had practiced last ; the one 



I had heard from Charlie. My month would 
scarcely &ame the notes, being parched with 
terror ; but to my surprise, the man fell back, 
dropped his gun, and saluted. Oh, sweetest 
of all sweet melodies ! 

That tune was Carver Doone's passport 
(as I heard long afterward), which Charle- 
worth Doonehad imitated, for decoy of Lor- 
na. The sentinel took me for that vUe Car- 
ver, who was like enough to be prowling 
there, for private talk with Lorna, but not 
very likely to shout foi-th his name, if it 
might be avoided. The watchman, perceiv- 
ing the danger, perhaps, of intruding on 
Carver's privacy, not only retired along the 
cliff, but withdrew himself to good distance. 

Meanwhile he had done me the kindest 
service ; for Lorna came to the window at 
once to see what the cause of the shout was, 
and drew back the curtain timidly. Then 
she opened the rongh lattice ; and then she 
watched the cliff and trees; and then she 
sighed very sadly. 

" Oh, Lorna, don't you know me ?" I whis- 
pered from the side, being afraid of startling 
her by appearing over-suddenly. 

Quick though she always was of thought, 
she knew me not from my whisper, and was 
shutting the window hastily, when I caught 
it back, and showed myself. 

" John !" she cried, yet with sense enough 
not to speak alond; " oh, you must be mad^ 
John!" 

"As mad as a March hare," said I, " with- 
out any news of my darling. You knew I 
would come — of course you did." 

"Well, I thought, perhaps — yon know: 
now, John, yon need not eat my hand. Do 
you see they have put iron bars across ?" 

" To be sure. Do you think I should be 
contented, even with this lovely hand, but 
for these vile iron bars. I will have them 
ont before I go. Now, darling, for one mo- 
ment — just the other hand, for a change, 
you know." 

So I got the other, but was not honest; 
for I kept them both, and felt their delicate 
beauty trembling, as I laid them to my heart. 

" Oh, John, you will make me cry direct- 
ly " — she had been crying long ago — " if you 
go on in that way. You know we can never 
have one another; every one is against it. 
Why should I make you miserable? Try 
not to think of me any more." 

"And will you try the same of me, Lor- 
na?" 

" Oh yes, John ; if you agree to it. At 
least I will try to try it." 

"Then you won't try any thing of th« 
sort," I cried, with great enthusiasm, for her 
tone was so nice and melancholy : " the only 
thing we will try to try, is to belong to one 
another. And if we do our best, Lorna, God 
alone can prevent us." 

She crossed herself, with one hand drawn 
fi'ee, as I spoke so boldly ; and something 
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swelled in her little throat, and prevented 
her from answering. 

" Now tell me," I said ; " what means all 
this T Why are you so pent np here T Why 
have you given me no token? Has your 
grandfather turned against you ? Are you 
in any danger f ' 

" My poor grandfather is very ill : I fear 
that he will not live long. The Counselor 
and his son are now the masters of the valley ; 
and I dare not venture forth, for fear of any 
thing they might do to me. When I went 
forth to signal for you, Carver tried to seize 
me ; but I was too quick for him. Little 
Gwenny is not allowed to leave the valley 
now; so that I could send no message. I 
have been so wretched, dear, lest yon should 
think me false to you. The tyrants now 
make sure of me. You must watch this 
house both night and day, if you wish to 
save me. There is nothing they woald 
shrink from, if my poor grandfather — oh, I 
can not bear to think of myself, when I 
ought to think of him only ; dying without 
a son to tend him, or a daughter to shed a 
tear." 

''But surely he has sons enongh; and a 
deal too many," I was going to say, bat 
stopped myself in time : " why do none of 
them come to him ?" 

''I know not. I can not tell. He is a 
very strange old man ; and few have ever 
loved him. He was black with wrath at 
the Counselor this very afberuoon — but I 
must not keep you here — ^you are much too 
brave, John ; and I am much too selfish : 
there, what was that shadow ?" 

''Nothing more than a bat, darling, come 
to look for his sweetheart. I will not stay 
long ; you tremble so : and yet for that very 
reason, how can I leave you, LomaT" 

"You must — yon must," she answered; 
*' I shall die if they hurt you. I hear the 
old nurse moving. Grandfather is sure to 
send for me. Keep back from the window." 

However, it was only Gwenny Carfax, 
Loma's little handmaid : my darling brought 
her to the window and presented her to me, 
almost laughing through her grief. 

"Oh, I am so glad, John; Gwenny, I am 
so glad you came. I have wanted long to 
introduce you to my 'young man,' as you 
call him. It is rather dark, but you can see 
him. I wish you to know him again, Gweu- 
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'* Whoy!" cried Gwenny, with great amaze- 
ment, standing on tiptoe to look out, and 
staring as if she were weighing me ; " her 
be bigger nor any Doone ! Heared as her 
have bate our Garnish champion a-wrastling. 
Twadn't fair play nohow : no, no ; don't tell 
me, 'twadn't fair play nohow." 

" True enough, Gwenny," I answered her ; 
toT the play had been very unfair indeed on 
the side of the Bodmin champion ; " it was 
not a fair bout, little maid ; I am free to ac- 



knowledge that." By that answer, or ratb^ 
er by the construction she put upon it, the 
heart of the Cornish girl was won more than 
by gold and silver. 

" I shall knoo thee again, young man ; no 
fear of that," she answered, nodding with 
an air of patronage. '* Now, missis, gae on 
coortin', and I will gae outside and watch 
for 'ee." Though expressed not over-deli- 
cately, this proposal arose, no doubt, from 
Gwenny's sense of delicacy ; and I was very 
thankful to her for taking her departure. 

" She is the best little thing in the world,** 
said Loma, softly laughing, " and the queer- 
est, and the truest. Nothing will bribe her 
against me. If she seems to be on the other 
side, never, never doubt her. Now no more 
of your ' coortinV John ! I love you far too 
well for that. Yes, yes, ever so much ! If 
you will take a mean advantage of me — as 
much as ever you like to imagine ; and then 
you may double it, after that. Only go, do 
go, good John ; kind, dear, darling John ; if 
you love me, go." 

"How can I go without settling any 
thing ?" I asked, very sensibly. " How shall 
I know of your danger nowT Hit upon 
something; you are so quick. Any thing 
yon can think of; and then I will go, and 
not frighten yon." 

" I havebeen thinking long of something," 
Loma answered rapidly, with that peculiar 
clearness of voice, which made every sylla- 
ble ring like music of a several note. " You 
see that tree with the seven rooks' nests, 
bright against the cliffs there? Can yon 
count them from above, do you think? 
From a place where you would . be safe, 
dear — ^" 

" No doubt I can ; or, if I can not, it will 
not take me long to find a spot whence I 
can do it." 

"Gwenny can climb like any cat. She 
has been up there in the summer, watching 
the young birds, day by day, and daring the 
boys to touch them. There are neither birds 
nor eggs there now, of course, and nothing 
doing. If you see but six rooks' nests, I am 
in peril, and want you. If you see but five, 
I am carried off by Carver." 

" Good God !" said I, at the mere idea, in a 
tone which frightened Loma. 

"Fear not, John," she whispered sadly, 
and my blood grew cold at it ; " I have means 
to stop him, or at least to save myself. If 
you can come within one day of that man's 
getting hold of me, you will find me quite 
unharmed. After that you will find me 
dead, or alive, according to circumstances, 
but in no case such that you need blush to 
look at me." 

Her dear sweet face was full of pride, as 
even in the gloom I saw ; and I would not 
trespass on her feelings by such a thing, at 
such a moment, as an attempt at any caiBss. 
I only said, " God bless you, darling I" and 
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she said the same to me, in a yery low, sad 
voice. And then I stole below Carver's 
house in the shadow from the eastern cliff; 
and knowing enough of the village now to 
satisfy all necessity, betook myself to my 
well-known track in returning from the val- 
ley, which was neither down the water-slide 
(a course I feared in the darkness), nor up 
the cliffs at Loma*s bower, but a way of my 
own inventing, which there is no need to 
dwell upon. 

A weight of care was off my mind, though 
much of trouble hung there still. One thing 
was quite certain — if Loma could not have 
John Ridd, no one else should have her. 
And my mother, who sat up for me, and 
with me long time afterward, agreed that 
this was comfort* 



CHAPTER XXX Vm. 

A GOOD TURN FOR JEREMY. 

John Fry had now six shillings a week, 
of regular and permanent wage, besides all 
harvest and shearing money, as well as a 
cottage rent free, and enough of garden- 
gronnd to rear pot-herbs for his wife and 
all his family. Now the wages appointed 
by onr justices, at the time of sessions, were 
foiir-and-sixpence a week for summer, and a 
shilling less for the winter- time; and we 
could be tiued, and perhaps imprisoned, for 
giving more than the sums so tixed. There- 
fore John Fry was looked upon as the rich- 
est man upon Exmoor — I mean, of conrse, 
among laborers — and there were many jokes 
about robbing him, as if he were the Mint 
of the King ; and Tom Faggus promised to 
try his hand, if he came across John on the 
highway, although he had ceased from busi- 
ness, and was seeking a Royal pardon. 

Now is it according to human nature, or 
is it a thing contradictory (as I would fain 
believe) ? But anyhow there was, upon Ex- 
moor, no more discontented man, no man 
more sure that he had not his worth, neither 
half 80 sore about it, than, or as, John Fry 
was. And one thing- he did which I could 
not wholly (or indeed I may say, in any 
measure) reconcile with my sense of right, 
much as I labored to do John justice, es- 
P^ially because of his roguery; and this 
was, that if we said too much, or accused 
bim at all of laziness (which he must have 
known to be in him), he regularly turned 
lOQud upon us, and quite compelled us to 
bold our tongues, by threatening to lay in- 
^''^nnation against us for paying him too 
much wages I 

^ow I have not mentioned all this of John 
% from any disrespect for his memory 
^which is green and honest among us), far 
less from any desire to hurt the feeling of 
bis grandchildren ; niid I will do them the 



justice, once for all, to avow, thus public- 
ly, that I have known a great many bigger 
rogues, and most of themselves in the num- 
ber. But I have refeiTed with moderation 
to this little flaw in a worthy character (of 
foible, as we call it, when a man is dead) for 
this reason only — that without it there was 
no explaining John's dealings with Jerem> 
Stickles. 

A^aster Jeremy, being fall of Loudon and 
Norwich experience, fell into the error of 
supposing that we clods and yokels were 
the simplest of the simple, and could be 
cheated at his good pleasure. Now this is 
uot so; when once we suspect that people 
have that idea of us, we indulge them in it 
to the top of their bent, and grieve that they 
should come out of it, as they do at last iiv 
amazement, with less money than before, 
and the laugh now set against them. 

Ever since I had oflended Jeremy by 
threatening him (as before related) in case 
of his meddling with my affairs, he had more 
and more allied himself with simple-minded 
John, as he was pleased to call him. John 
Fry was every thing : it was " run and fetch 
my horse, John " — " John, are my pistols 
primed well ?" — " I want you in the stable, 
John, about something very particular;" 
until, except for the rudeness of it, I was 
longing to tell Master Stickles that he ought 
to pay John's wages. John, for his part, 
was uot backward, but gave himself the 
most wonderful airs of secrecy and impor- 
tance, till half the parish began to think that 
the affairs of the nation were in his hand, 
and he scorned the sight of a dung-fork. 

It was uot likely that this should last; 
and being the only man in the parish with 
any knowledge of politics, I gave John Fry 
to understand that he must not presume to 
talk so freely, as if he were at least a con- 
stable, about the constitution, which could 
be no affair of his, and might bring us all into 
trouble. At this he only tossed his nose, as 
if he had been in London at least three times 
for my one; which vexed me so that I prom- 
ised him the thick end of the plow-whip, 
if even the name of a knight of the shire 
should pass his lips for a fortnight. 

Now I did not suspect in my stupid nod- 
dle that John Fry would ever tell Jeremy 
Stickles about the sight at the Wizard's 
Slough and the man in the white night-cap, 
because John had sworn on the blade of his 
knife not to breathe a word to any soul 
without my full permission. However, it 
appears that John related, for a certain con- 
sideration, all that he had seen, and doubt- 
less more which had accrued to it. Upon 
this Master StickTes was much astonished at 
Uncle Reuben's proceedings, having always 
accounted him a most loyal, keen, and wary 
subject. 

All this I learned upon recovering Jere- 
my's good graces, which came to pasa in \sa 
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other way than by the saving of hi» life. 
Being bonnd to keep the strictest watch 
upon the seven rooks' nests, and yet not 
bearing to be idle and to waste my mother's 
stores, I contrived to keep my work entire- 
ly at the western corner of our farm, which 
was nearest to Glen Doone, and whence I 
conld easily run to a height commanding 
the view I coveted. 

One day Squire Faggns had dropped in 
npon us, just in time for dinner ; and very 
soon he and Kiug's messenger were as thick 
as need be. Tom had brought his beloved 
mare to show her off < to Annie, and he 
mounted his pretty sweetheart upon her, 
after giving Winnie notice to be on her very 
best behavior. The squire was in great spir- 
its, having just accomplished a purchase of 
land which was worth ten times what he 
gave for it ; and this he did by a merry trick 
upon old Sir Roger Bassett, who never sup- 
posed him to be in earnest, as not possess- 
ing the money. The whole thing was done 
on a bumper of clai-et in a tavern where 
they met ; and the old knight having once 
pledged his word, no lawyers could hold him 
back from it. They could only say that 
Master Faggus, being attainted of felony, 
was not a capable grantee. "I will soon 
cure that," quoth Tom; "my pardon has 
been ready for months and months, so soon 
as I care to sue it." 

And now he was telling our Annie, who 
listened very rosily, and believed every word 
he said, that, having been ruined in early 
innocence by the means of lawyers, it was 
only just, and fair turn for turn, that, having 
become a match for them by long practice 
upon the highway, he should reinstate him- 
self, at their expense, in society. And now 
he would go to London at once, and sue out 
his pardon ; and then would his lovely dar- 
ling Annie, etc., etc. — things which I had 
no right to hear, and in which I was not 
wanted. 

Therefore I strode away up the lane to 
my afternoon's employment, sadly compar- 
ing my love with theirs (which now appear- 
ed so prosperous), yet heartily glad for 
Annie's sake; only remembering now and 
then the old proverb, " Wrong never comes 
right." 

I worked very hard in the copse of young 
ash, with my bill- hook and a shearing-knife; 
cutting out the saplings where they stooled 
too close together, making spars to keep for 
thatching, wall-crooks to drive into the cob, 
stiles for close sheep -hurdles, and handles 
for rakes, and hoes, and two -bills, of the 
larger and straighter stuff. And all the 
lesser I bound in fagots, to come home on 
the sliedge to the wood-rick. It is not to be 
supposed that I did all this work without 
many peeps at the seven rooks' nests, which 
proved my Loma's safety. Indeed, when- 
ever I wanted a change, either from cleav- 



ing, or hewing too hard, or stooping i;o<: 
much at binding, I was up and away to the 
ridge of the hill, instead of standing and do- 
ing nothing. 

Soon I forgot about Tom and Annie, and 
fell to thinking of Loma only, and how 
much I would make of her, and what ' 
should call our children, and how I would 
educate them, to do honor to her rank ; yet 
all the time I worked none the worse bj 
reason of meditation. Fresh-cut spars are 
not so good as those of a little seasoning, 
especially if the sap was not gone do^vn at 
the time of cutting. Therefore we always 
find it needful to have plenty still in.stock. 

It was very pleasant there in the copse, 
sloping to the west, as it was, and the sun 
descending brightly, with rocks and bankc 
to dwell upon. The stems of mottled and 
dimpled wood, with twigs coming out like 
elbows, hung and clung together closely, 
with a mode of bending in, as children dc 
\ at some danger ; overhead the shrunken 
' leaves quivered and rustled ripely, having 
I many points like stars, and rising and fall- 
ing delicately, as fingers play sad music 
Along the bed of the slanting ground, al] 
between the stools of wood, there were heapf 
of dead brown leaves, and sheltered mats ol 
lichen, and drifts of spotted stick gone rot- 
ten, and tnfts of rushes here and there, ful 
of fray and feathering. 

All by the hedge ran a little stream, i 
thing that could barely name itself, flowing 
scarce more than a pint in a minute, be 
cause of the sunny weather. Yet had thii 
rill little crooks and crannies dark anc 
bravely bearded, and a gallant rush througl 
a reeden pipe — the stem of a flag that wai 
grounded; and here and there dividec 
threads, from the points of a branchin| 
stick, into mighty pools of rock (as large s^ 
a grown man's hat almost) napped witi 
moss all around the sides and hung witJ 
corded grasses. Along and down the tin; 
banks, and nodding into one another, evei 
across main channel, hung the brown aa 
cade of ferns ; some with gold tongues lat: 
guishing; some with countless ear-droj^ 
jerking; some with great quilled ribs u^ 
rising and long saws a-flapping ; others cu:^ 
ped, and fanning over with the grace cz 
yielding, even as a hollow fountain spre^ 
by winds that have lost their way. 

Deeply each beyond other, pluming, stoc^^- 
ing, glancing, glistening, weaving soft^ 
pillow-lace, coying to the wind and wat^ 
where their fleeting image danced, or 
which their beauty moved — God has iiin^ 
no lovelier thing, and only he takes heed 
them. 

It was time to go home to supper ncj 
and I felt very friendly toward it, havi«- 
been hard at work for some hours, with o"^ 
the voice of the little rill, and some ha^:i 
and a pheasant for company. The sun 
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gone down behind the black wood on the 
farther cliflfe of Bagworthy, and the russet 
of the tnfbs and spear- beds was becoming 
gray, while the grayness of the sapling ash 
grew brown against the sky; the hollow 
carves of the little stream became black 
' beneath the grasses and the fairy fans innu- 
merable ; while outside the hedge our clover 
was crimping its leaves in the dew-fall, like 
the cocked hats of wood-sonfel, when, thank- 
ing God for all this scene, because my love 
had. gifted me with the key to all things 
lovely, I prepared to follow their example, 
and to rest from labor. 

Therefore I wiped my bill-hook and shear- 
ing-knife very carefully, for I hate to leave 
tools dirty, and was doubting whether I 
should try for another glance at the seven 
roolw* nests, or whether it would be too 
dark for it. It was now a quarter of an 
hour mayhap since I had made any chop- 
ping noise, because I had been assorting my 
spars, and tying them in bundles, instead of 
plying the bill-hook ; and the gentle tinkle 
of the stream was louder than my doings. 
To this, no doubt, I owe my life, which then 
(without my dreaming it) was in no little 
jeopardy. 

For, just as I was twisting the bine of 
nay very last fagot, before tucking the cleft 
tongue under, there came three men outside 
the hedge, where the western light was yel- 
low J and by it I could see that all three of 
them carried fire-arms. These men were 
not walking carelessly, but following down 
the hedge-trough, as if to stalk some enemy ; 
And for a moment it struck me cold to think 
It Was I they were looking for. With the 
fwiftness of terror I concluded that my vis- 
^J^ to Glen Doone were known, and now my 
**^e was the forfeit. 

It was a most lucky thing for me that I 

^^ard their clothes catch in the brambles, 

^^d saw their hats under the rampart of 

?sh, which is made by what we call '* splash- 

^'^g," and lucky for me that I stood in a goyal, 

^^d had the dark coppice behind me. To 

^^18 I had no time to fly, but with a sort 

*^^ instinct threw myself flat in among the 

**^ick fern and held my breath, and lay still 

^^ a log. For I had seen the light gleam 

^^^ their gun-barrels, and knowing the faults 

T^^ the neighborhood, would fain avoid swell- 

i^^g their number. Then the three men came 

^ the gap in the hedge where I had been in 

^^^ out so often, and stood up and looked in 

^ Xt is all very well for a man to boast that, 

^^ all bis life, he has never been frighten- 

^^> and believes that he never could be so. 

^^^re may be men of that nature — I will 

^^ dare to deny it; only I have never 

?^own them. The fright I was now in was 

?*^^l^ble, and all my bones seemed to creep 

^side me ; when lying there helpless, with 

^^y a billet and the comb of fern to hide 



me, in the dusk of early evening, I saw three 
faces in the gap ; and, what was worse, three 
gun-muzzles. 

" Somebody been at work here — ^^ it was 
the deep voice of Carver Doone ; "jump up, 
Charley, and look about ; we must have no 
witnesses." 

"Give me a hand behind," said Charley, 
the same handsome young Doone I had seen 
that night ; " this bank is too devilish steep 
for me." 

"Nonsense, man!" cried Marwood d^ 
Whichehalse, who, to my amazeihent, was 
the third. of the number; "only a hind 
cutting fagots ; and of course he hath gone 
home long ago. Blind man's holiday, as we 
call it. I can see all over the place f and 
there is not even a rabbit there," 

At that I drew my breath again, and 
thanked God I had gotten my coat on. 

" Squire ia right," said Charlie, who was 
standing up high (on a root, perhaps), " there 
is nobody there now, captain ; and lucky for 
the poor devil that he keepeth workman's 
hours. Even his chppper is gone, I see." 

" No dog, no man, is the rule about here, 
when it comes to coppice- work," continued 
young De Whichehalse ; " there is not a man 
would dare work there, without a dog to 
scare the pixies." 

"There is a big young fellow upon this 
farm," Carver Doone muttered sulkily, " with 
whom I l)^ve an account to settle, if ever 
I come across him. He hath a cursed spite 
to us, because we shot his father. He was 
going to bring the lumpers upon us, only he 
was afeared, last winter^ And he hath been 
in London lately, for some traitorous job, 1 
doubt." 

" Oh, you mean that fool, John Kidd," an- 
swered the young squire; "a very simple 
clod-hopper. No treachery in him, I war- 
rant ; he hath not the head for it. All he 
cares about is wrestling. As strong as a 
bull, and with no more brains." 

" A bullet for that bull," said Carver ; 
and I could see the grin on his scornful 
face ; " a bullet for ballast to his brain, the 
first time I come across him." 

"Nonsense, captain! I won't have him 
shot, for he is my old school -fellow, and 
hath a very pretty sister. But his cousin 
is of a different mould, and ten times as 
dangerous." 

"We shall see, lads, we shall see," grum- 
bled the great black -bearded man. "Ill 
bodes for the fool that would hinder me. 
But come, let us onward. No lingering, or 
the viper will be in the bush from us. Body 
and soul, if he gives us the slip, both of you 
shall answer it." 

" No fear, captain, and no hurry," Charlie 
answered, gallantly ; " would I were as sure 
of living a twelvemonth as he is of dving 
within the hour! Extreme uncti '•« 

in my bullet-patch. B»m«aL\i« 
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be his confessor, because ho hath insulted 
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me. 

" Thou art welcome to the job for me," 
said Marwood, as they turned away and 
kept along the hedge-row ; " I loye to meet 
a man sword to sword, not to pop at him 
from a fox-hole." 

What answer was made I could not hear, 
for by this time the stout ashen hedge was 
between us, and no other gap to be found in 
it, until at the very bottom, where the cor- 
ner of the copse was. Yet I was not quit of 
danger dow ; for they might come through 
that second gap, and then would be sure to 
see me, unless I crept into the uncut thicket 
before they could enter the clearing. But 
in spite of all my fear, I was not wise enough 
to do that. And in truth the words of Car- 
ver Doone had filled me with such anger, 
knowing what I did about him and his pre- 
tense to Loma; and the sight of Squire 
Marwood in such outrageous company had 
so moved my curiosity, and their threats 
against some unknown person so aroused 
my pity, that much of my prudence was for- 
gotten, or at least the better part of cour- 
age, which loves danger at long distance. 

Therefore, holding fast my bill -hook, I 
dropped myself very quietly into the bed of 
the runnel, being resolved to take my chance 
of their entrance at the corner where the 
water dived through the hedge-row. And 
so I followed them down the fen^ as gently 
as a rabbit goes, only I was inside it, and 
they on the outside ; but yet so near that I 
heard the branches rustle as they pushed 
them. 

Perhaps I had never loved ferns so much 
as when I came to the end of that little gully, 
and stooped betwixt two patches of them, 
now my chiefest shelter ; for cattle had been 
through the gap just there, in quest of fod- 
der and coolness, and had left but a mound 
of trodden earth between me and the out- 
laws. I mean at least on my left hand (upon 
which, side they were), for in front, where 
the brook ran out of the copse, was a good 
stiff hedge of holly. And now I prayed 
Heaven to lead them straight on ; for if they 
once turned to their right through the gap, 
the muzzles of their guns would come al- 
most against my forehead. 

I heard them — for I durst not look, and 
could scarce keep still, for trembling — I 
heard them trampling outside the gap, un- 
certain which track they should follow. 
And in that fearful moment, with my soul 
almost looking out of my body, expecting 
notice to quit it, what do' you think I did ? 
I counted the threads in a spider's web, and 
the flies he had lately eaten, as their skele- 
tons shook in the twilight. 

" We shall see him better in there," said 
Carver, in his horrible gruff voice, like the 
creaking of the gallows chain; ^^sit there 
behind holly hedge, lads, while he cometh 



down yonder hill ; and then our good-even* 
ing to him ; one at his body, and two at his 
head ; and good aim, lest we balk the devlL" 

" I tell you, captain, that will not do," 
said Charlie, almost whisx>ering : " you ari5 
very proud of your skill, we know, and can 
hit a lark if you see it: but he may not 
come until after dark, and we can not be 
too nigh to him. This holly hedge is too 
far away. He crosses down here from Slo- 
combslade, not from Tibbacot, I tell you; 
but along that track to the left there, and 
so by the foreland to Glenthorne, where his 
boat is in the cove. Do you thijik I have 
tracked him so many evenings, without 
knowing his line to a hair f Will yon fool 
away all my trouble ?" 

"Come, then, lad; we will follow thy 
lead. Thy life for his, if we fail of it.", 

"After me, then, right into the hollow; 
thy legs are growing stiff, captain." 

" So shall thy body be, young man, if thou 
leadest me astray in this." 

I heard them stumbling down the hill, 
which was steep and rocky in that part; 
and peering through the hedge, I saw them 
enter a covert by the side of the track which 
Master Stickles followed almost every even- 
ing, when he left our house upon business. 
And then I knew who it was they were 
come on purpose to murder — a thing which 
I might have guessed long before, but for 
terror and cold stupidity. 

" Oh that God," I thought for a moment, 
waiting for my blood to flow — " oh that God 
had given me brains to meet such cruel das- 
tards according to their villainy. The pow- 
er to lie and the love of it ; the stealth to 
spy, and the glory in it ; above all, the quiet 
relish for blood, and joy in the death of an 
enemy — these are what any man must have 
to contend with the Doones upon even 
terms. And yet I thank God that I have 
not any of these." 

It was no time to dwell upon that, only 
to try, if might be, to prevent the crime they 
were bound upon. To follow the armed 
men down the hill would have been certain 
death to me, because there was no covert 
there, and the last light hung upon it. It 
seemed to me that my only chance to stop 
the mischief pending was to compass the 
round of the hill as fast as feet could be laid 
to ground, only keeping out of sight from 
the valley, and then down the rocks and 
across the brook to the track from Slocomb- 
slade, so as to stop the King's messenger 
from traveling any farther, if only I could 
catch him there. 

And this was exactly what I did ; and ft 
terrible run I had for it, fearing at every 
step to hear the echo of shots in the valley, 
and dropping down the scrubby rocks with, 
tearing and violent scratching. Then I 
crossed Bagworthy stream not far below 
Doone-valley, and breasted the hill toward 
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Slocombslade, with my heart very heavily 
panting. Why Jeremy chose to ride this 
way, instead of the more direct one (which 
would have been over Oare-hill), was more 
than I could account for : hut I had nothing 
to do with that ; all I wanted was to save 
his life. 

And this I did by about a minute, and 
(Tvliich was the hardest thing of all) with 
a great horse-pistol at my head, as I seized 
upon his bridle. 

" Jeremy, Jerry," was all I could say, being 
80 fearfully short of breath ; for I had crossed 
the ground quicker than any horse could. 

"Spoken just in time, John Ridd!" cried 
Master Stickles, still, however, pointing the 
pistol at me ; "1 might have known thee by 
thy size, John. What art doing here ?" 

" Come to save your life. For God's sake, 
go no farther. Three men in the covert 
there, with long guns, waiting for thee." 

"Ha! I have been watched of late. That 
is why I pointed at thee, John. Back round 
this corner and get thy breath, and tell me 
all ahout it. I never saw a man so hurried. 
I could beat thee now, John." 

Jeremy Stickles was a man of courage, 
and presence of mind, and much resource : 
otherwise he would not have been appointed 
for this business ; nevertheless, he trembled 
greatly when he heard what I had to tell 
him. But I took good care to ^eep back the 
name of young Marwood de Whichehalse ; 
neither did I show my knowledge of the 
other men, for reasons of my own not very 
hard to conjecture. 

"We will let them cool their heels, John 
Kidd," said Jeremy, after thinking a little. 
"I can not fetch my musketeers either from 
Glenthome or Lynmouth in time to seize 
the fellows. And three desperate Doones, 
"W'eU armed, are too many for you and me. 
One result this attempt will have ; it will 
jnake ns attack them sooner than we had 
intended. And one more it will have, good 
John: it will make me thy friend forever. 
Shake hands, my lad, and forgive me freely 
for having been so cold to thee. Mayhap, in 
the troubles coming, it will help thee not a 
little to have done me this good turn." 

Upon that he shook me by the hand, with 
* pressure such as we feel not often; and 
having learned from me how to pass quite 
%ond view of his Enemies, he rode on to 
^ duty, whatever it might be. For my 
Wi I was inclined to stay, and watch how 
^ng the three fusileers would have the pa- 
tience to lie in wait; but seeing less and 
less use in that, as I grew more and more 
hnngry, I swung my coat about me, and 
Went home to Plovei^s Barrows. 



CHAPTER XXXIX. 

A TROUBLED STATE, AND A FOOLISH JOKE. 

Stickles took me aside the next day, and 
opened all his business to me, whether 1 
would or not. But 1 gave him clearly to 
understand that he was not to be vexed with 
me, neither to regard me as in any way dis- 
honest, if I should use for my own purpose, 
or for the benefit of my friends, any part of 
the knowledge and privity thus enforced 
upon me. To this he agreed quite readily ; 
but upon the express provision that I should 
do nothing to thwart his schemes, neither 
unfold them to any one ; but otherwise j)e 
allowed to act according to my own con- 
science, and as consisted with the honor of 
a loyal gentleman — for so he was pleased to 
term me. Now what he said lay in no great 
compass, and may be summed in smaller 
still, especially as people know the chief 
part of it already. Disaffection to the King, 
or, rather, dislike to his brother James, and 
fear of Roman ascendency, had existed now 
for several years, and of late were spreading 
rapidly; partly through the downright ar- 
rogance of the Tory faction, the cruelty and 
austerity of the Duke of York, the corruption 
of justice, and confiscation of ancient rightfi 
and charters ; partly through jealousy of the 
French king, and his potent voice in our af- 
fairs; and partly (or perhaps one might even 
say, mainly) through that natural tide in all 
political channels which verily moves as if 
it had the moon itself for its mistress. No 
sooner is a thing done and fixed, being set 
far in advance perhaps of all that was done 
before (like a new mole in the sea), but im- 
mediately the waters retire, lest they should 
undo it ; and every one says how fine it is, 
but leaves other people to walk on it. Then 
after a while, the vague, endless ocean, hav- 
ing retired and lain still without a breeze 
or murmur, frets and heaves again with im- 
pulse, or with lashes laid on it, and in one 
great surge advances over every rampart. 

And so there was, at the time I speak of, a 
great surge in England, not rolling yet, but 
seething : and one which a thousand chief- 
justices, and a million Jeremy Stickles, 
should never be able to stop or turn, by 
stringing up men in front of it, any more^ 
than a rope of onions can repulse a volcano. 
But the worst of it was that this great move- 
ment took a wrong channel at first ; not onl^ 
missing legitimate line, but roaring out that 
the back ditchway was the true and estab- 
lished course of it. 

Against this rash and random current 
nearly all the ancient mariners of the State 
were set ; not to allow the brave ship to drift 
there, though some little boats might try it. 
For the present there seemed to be a pause, 
with no open onset, but people on the shore 
expecting, each according to his wishea^§ 
the feel of hia owu ^w^<et,^f?\i^\sR.^ SJaa' 
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of wind shonld come which might direct the 
water. 

Now — to reduce high figures of speech 
into our own little numerals — all the towns 
of Somersetshire aud half the towns of Dev- 
onshire were full of pushing, eager people, 
ready to swallow any thing, or to make oth- 
ers swallow it. Whether they helieved the 
folly about the black box, and all that stuff, 
is not for me to say ; only one thing I know, 
they pretended to do so, and persuaded the 
ignorant rustics. Taunton, Bridgewater, 
Minehead, and Dulverton took the lead of 
the other towns in utt-erance of their discon- 
tent, and threats of what they meant to do 
if ever a Papist dared to climb the Protest- 
ant throne of England. On the other hand, 
the Tory leaders wei*e not as yet under ap- 
prehension of an immediate outbreak, and 
feared to damage their own cause by pre- 
mature coercion ; for the struggle was not 
very likely to begin in earnest during the 
life Of the present King, unless he shonld 
(as some people hoped) be so far embolden- 
ed as to make public confession of the faith 
which he held (if any). So the Tory policy 
was to watch, not indeed permitting their 
opponents to gather strength, and muster in 
armed force or with order, but being well 
apprised of all their schemes and intended 
movements, to wait for some bold overt act, 
aud then to strike severely. Aud as a Tory 
watchman — or spy, as the Whigs would call 
him — Jeremy Stickles was now among us; 
and his duty was threefold. 

First, and most ostensibly, to see to the 
levying of poundage in the little haven of 
JLynmottth, and farther up the coast, which 
was now becoming a place of resort for 
the folk whom we call smugglers, that is to 
say, who land their goods without regard 
to King's revenue as by law established. 
And indeed there had been no officer ap- 
pointed to take toll, until one had been sent 
to Minehead, not so very long before. The 
excise as well (which had been ordered in 
the time of the Long Parliament) had been 
little heeded by the people hereabouts. 

Second, his duty was (though only the 
Doones had discovered it) to watch those 
outlaws narrowly, and rei>ort of their man- 
ners (which were scanty), doings (which 
were too manifold), reputation (which was 
execrable), and politics, whether true to the 
King and the Pope, or otherwise. 

Jeremy Stickles's third business was en- 
tirely political — ^to learn the temper of our 
people and the gentle families ; to watch the 
movements of the trained bands (which could 
not always be trusted); to discover any col- 
lecting of arms and drilling of men among 
us ; to prevent (if need were, by open force) 
any importation of gunpowder, of which 
there had been some rumor ; in a word, to 
observe and forestall the enemy. 

Jiow^ ID providing for this last-mentioned 



service, the Government had made a gr 
mistake, doubtless through their anxiety 
escape any public attention. For all 
disposable force at their emissary's c( 
maud amounted to no more than a score 
musketeers, and these so divided along 
coast as scarcely to suffice for the duty 
sentinels. He held a commission, it is ti 
for the employment of the train-bands, 1 
upon the understanding that he was not 
call upon them (except as a last resonr 
for any political object ; although he mi] 
use them against the Doones as private cr 
inals, if found needful, and supposing t 
he could get them. 

" So you see, John,'' he said, in conclasi 
*^ I have more work than tools to do it wi 
I am heartily sorry I ever accepted sue 
mixed and meagre commission. At the I 
tom of it lies (I am well convinced) not o 
the desire to keep things quiet, but the ] 
try jealousy of the military people. Beca 
I am not a colonel, forsooth, or a captaii 
His Majesty's service, it would never dc 
trust me with a company of soldiers ! I 
yet they would not send either colonel 
captain, for fear of a stir in the rustic mi 
The only thing that I can do with any cha 
of success is to rout out these vile Doone 
lows, and bum their houses over their hei 
Now what think yon of that, John Bidd 

"Destroy the town of the Doones,"! s 
" and all the Doones inside it ! Surely, , 
emy, you would never think of such a ci 
act as that !" 

"A cruel act, John f It would be a mc 
for at least three counties. No doubt 
folk, who live so near, are well accnstoi 
to them, and would miss your Hvelinesi 
coming home after night-fall, and the jo ^ 
finding your sheep and cattle right when 
not expected it. But after a while you mi 
get nsed to the dullness of being safe in y 
beds, and not losing your sisters and SW' 
hearts. Surely, on the whole, it is as pL 
ant not to be robbed as to be robbed ?" 

" I tl^ink we should miss them very mu< 
I answered, after consideration ; for the ] 
sibility of having no Doones had never 
occurred to me, and we all were so tl 
oughly used to them, and allowed for i 
our year's reckoning ; " I am sure we she 
miss them very sadly ; and something w< 
would come of it." 

" Thou art the staunchest of all stan 
Tories," cried Stickles, laughing as he sfa 
my hand; "thou believest in the di'" 
right of robbers, who are good enougt 
steal thy own fat sheep. I am a jolly T 
John ; but thou art ten times jollier : 
the grief in thy face at the thought of b< 
robbed no longer !" 

He laughed in a very nnseemly mam 
while I descried nothing to laugh ab( 
For we always like to see our way; an' 
sudden change upsets ns. And unless 
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ifere in the loss of the farm, or the death of 
the King, or of Betty Muxworthy, there was 
DothiDg that could so unsettle our minds as 
the loss of the Doones of Bagworthy. 

And besides all this, I was thinking, of 
eoorse, and thinking more than all the rest, 
about the troubles that might ensue to my 
own beloved Lorna. If an attack of Glen 
Doone were made by savage soldiers and 
rode train -hands, what might happen, or 
what might not, to my delicate, innocent 
darling f Therefore, when Jeremy Stickles 
again placed the matter before me, commend- 
ing my strength and courage, and skill (to 
flatter me of the highest), and finished by 
saying that I would be worth at least four 
common men to him, I cut him short as fol- 
lows : 

''Master Stickles, once for all, I will have 
nanght to do with it. The reason why is 
no odds of thine, nor in any way disloyal. 
Only in thy plans remember that I will not 
strike a blow, neither give any counsel, nei- 
ther guard any prisoners." 

"Kot strike a blow," cried Jeremy, 
"against thy father's murderers, John !" 

"Kot a single blow, Jeremy; unless I 
knew the man who did it, and he gloried in 
his sin. It was a foul and dastard deed, 
yet not done in cold blood ; neither in cold 
blood will I take God's task of avenging it." 

"Very well, John," answered Master 
Stickles, " I know thine obstinacy. When 
thy mind is made up, to argue with thee is 
pelting a rock with peppercorns. But thou 
bast some other reason, lad, unless I am much 
Qiistaken, over and above thy merciful na- 
t^tte and Christian forgiveness. Anyhow, 
®ome and see it, John. There will be good 
®port, I reckon ; especially when we thrust 
^w claws into the nest of the ravens. Many 

* yeoman will find his daughter, and some 
^the Porlock lads their sweethearts. A 
pice young maiden, now, for thee, John ; if, 
^deed, any — " 

"No more of this !" I answered, very stern- 
ly: "it is no business of thine, Jeremy ; and 

* ^iU have no joking upon this matter." 

" Good, my lord : so be it. But one thing 

* tell thee in earnest : we will have thy old 
double-dealing uncle. Huckaback of Dulver- 
*^n, and march him first to assault Doone 
^^tle, sure as my name is Stickles. I hear 
J'iat he hath often vowed to storm the val- 
*®y himself, if only he could find a dozen 
^osketeers to back him. Now we will give 
^m chance to do it, and prove his loyalty 
^ the King, which lies under some suspicion 
<>fUte." 

With regard to this I had nothing to say ; 
**^f it seemed to me very reasonable that 
'^Dcle Reuben should have first chance of 
^J^vering his stolen goods, about which he 
^1^ made such a sad todo, and promised 
*^Di8elf such vengeance. I made bold, how- 
^ver, to ask Master Stickles at what time he 



intended to carry oiit this great and haz« 
ardons attempt. He answered that he had 
several things requiring first to be set in or^ 
der, and that he must make an inland jour- 
ney, even as far as Tiverton, and perhaps 
Crediton and Exeter, to collect his forces 
and ammunition for them. For he meant 
to have some of the yeomanry as well as of 
the train-bands, so that if the Doones should 
sally forth, as perhaps they would, on horse- 
back, cavalry might be there to meet them, 
and cut i hem off from returning. 

All thi ) made me very uncomfortable, for 
many anf many reasons, the chief and fore- 
most being of course my anxiety about Lor- 
na. If the attack succeeded, what was to 
become of her? Who would rescue her 
firom the brutal soldiers, even supposing that 
she escaped from the hands of her own peo- 
ple, during the danger and ferocity f And 
in smaller ways I was much put out; for 
instance, who would insure our corn-ricks, 
sheep, and cattle, ay, and even our fat pigs, 
. now coming on for bacon, against the spread- 
ing all over the country of unlicensed ma- 
rauders f The Doones had their rights, and 
understood them, and took them according 
to prescription, even as the parsons had, and 
the lords of manors, and the King himself, 
God save himt But how were these low 
soldiering fellows (half starved at home, 
very likely, and only too glad of the fat of 
the land, and ready, according to our prov- 
erb, to burn the paper they fried in), who 
were they, to come hectoring and heroing 
over us, and Heliogabalizing, with our pret- 
ty sisters to cook for them, and be chucked 
under chin perhaps afterward? There is 
nothing England hates so much, according 
to my sense of it, as that fellows taken from 
plow-tail, cart-tail, pot-houses, and parish- 
stocks, should be hoisted and foisted upon 
us (after a few months' drilling, and their 
lying shaped into truckling) as defenders 
of the public weal, and heroes of the uni- 
verse. 

In another way I was vexed, moreover — 
for after all we must consider the opinions 
of our neighbors — namely, that I knew quite 
well how every body for ten miles round 
(for my fame must have been at least that 
wide, after all my wrestling) would lift up 
hands and cry out thus : ^^ Black shame on 
John Ridd, if he lets them go without him." 

Putting all these things together, as well 
as many others, which your own wits will 
suggest to you, it is impossible but what you 
will freely acknowledge that this unfortu- 
nate John Ridd was now in a cloven stick. 
There was Lorna, my love and life, bound 
by her duty to that old vil — nay, I mean to 
her good grandfather, who could now do 
little mischief, and therefore deserved all 
praise — Lorna bound, at any rate, by her 
womanly feelings, if not by sense of duty, to 
remain in the thick oi ^"axv^«t,V\\Ja. \v^^^ 
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to protect her, but every body to covet her, 
for beauty and position. Here was all the 
country roused with violent excitement, at 
the chance of snapping at the Doones ; and 
not only getting tit for tat, but every young 
man promising his sweetheart a gold chain, 
and his mother at least a shilling. And here 
was our own mow-yard, better filled than 
we could remember, and perhaps every sheaf 
in it destined to be burned or stolen, before 
we had finished the bread we had baked. 

Among all these troubles, there was how- 
ever, or seemed to be, one comfort. Tom 
Faggus returned from London very proudly 
and very happily, with a royal pardon in 
black and white, which every body admired 
the more, because no one could read a word 
of it. The Squire himself acknowledged 
cheerfully that he could sooner take fifty 
purses than read a single line of it. Some 
people indeed went so far as to ^ay that the 
parchment was made from a sheep Tom had 
stolen, and that was why it prevaricated so 
in giving him a character. But I, knowing 
something, by this time, of lawyers, was able 
to contradict them ; affirming that the wolf 
had more than the sheep tp do with this 
matter. 

For, according to our old saying, the three 
learned professions live by roguery on the 
three parts of a man. Tlie doctor mauls our 
bodies; the parson starves our souls; but 
the lawyer must be the adroitest knave, for 
he has to ensnare our minds. Therefore he 
takes a careful delight in covering his traps 
and engines with a spread of dead-leaf words, 
whereof himself knows little more than half 
the way to spell them. 

But now Tom Faggus, although having 
wit to gallop away on his strawberry mare, 
with the speed of terror, from lawyers (hav- 
ing paid them with money too honest to 
stop), yet fell into a reckless adventure ere 
ever he came home, from which any lawyer 
would have saved him, although he ought to 
have needed none beyond common thought 
for dear Annie. Now I am, and ever have 
been, so vexed about this story that I can 
not tell it pleasantly (as I try to write in 
general) in my own words and 'manner. 
Therefore I will let John Fry (whom I have 
robbed of another story, to which he was 
more entitled, and whom I have robbed of 
many speeches — which he thought very ex- 
cellent — lestT should grieve any one with his 
lack of education — the last lack he ever felt, 
by-the-bye), now, with your good leave, I 
will allow poor John to tell this tale in his 
own words and style ; which he has a per- 
fect right to do, having been the first to tell 
ns. For Squire Faggus kept it close; not 
trusting even Annie with it (or at least she 
said so) ; because no man knows much of 
his sweetheart's tongue until she has borne 
him a child or two. 

Only before John begins his story, this I 



would say, in duty ty him, and in common 
honesty^ that I dare not write down somo 
few of his words, because they are not con- 
venient, for dialect or other causes ; and that 
I can not find any way of spelling many of 
the words which I do repeat, so that people 
not bom on Exmoor may know how he pro- 
nounced them; even if they could bring 
their lips and tbeir legs to the proper atti- 
tude. And in this I speak advisedly; hav- 
ing observed some thousand times that the 
manner a man has of spreading his legs, and 
bending his knees, or stiffening, and even the 
way he will set his heel, make all the dif- 
ference in his tone, and time of casting his 
voice aright, and power of coming home to 
you. 

We always liked John's stories, not for 
any wit in them, but because we laughed at 
the man rather than the matter. The way 
he held his head was enough, with his chin 
fixed hard like a certainty (especially during 
his biggest lie), not a sign of a smUe in his 
lips or nose, but a power of not laughing ; 
and his eyes not turning to any body, unless 
somebody had too much of it (as. young girls 
always will), and went over the brink of 
laughter. Thereupon it was good to see 
John Fry; how he looked gravely first at 
the laugher, as much as to ask, '^ What is it 
now?'' then, if the fool went laughing more, 
as he or she was sure to do upon that dry 
inquiry, John would look again, to be sure 
of it, and then at somebody else to learn 
whether the laugh had company ; then, if he 
got another grin, all his mirth came out in 
glory with a sudden break, and he wiped his 
lips, and was grave again. 

Now John, being too much encouraged by 
the girls (of which I could nevor break 
them), came into the honse that December 
evening, with every inch of him full of a 
tale. Aiinie saw it, and Lizzie of course; 
and even I, in the gloom of great evils, per- ^ 
ceived that John was a loaded gun ; but M 
did not care to explode him. Now nothin 
primed him so hotly as this ; if you wante' 
to hear all John Fry had heard, the sur©^ 
of all sure ways to it was to pretend not "H 
care for a word of it. 

" I wor over to Exeford in the mamin 
John began from the chimney comer, lo 
ing straight at Annie, "for to zee a lit> 
calve, Jan, as us cuddn't get thee to 1*3^ 
houze about. Meesus have got a quare v^^ 
cy vor un, from wutt her have heer'd of '^ 
brade. Now zit quite, wull e,' Miss Lu^^^ 
or a 'wunt goo on no vurder. Vain© li.'fc^ 
tayl I'll tull 'ee, if so be thee zits qi"« 
Wull, as I coom down the hill, I ze© 
saight of volks a-stapping of the ro-ud 
Arl on 'em wi' girt goons, or two men out? 
dree wi' em. Rackon there wor dree-scc-* 
on 'em, tak smarl and beg togather laifc^""* 
latt aloun the women and chillers ; zum -^^ 
'em wi' matches blowing, tothers wi' flin*-^ 
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lacJWi* 'Wutt be up now?' I says to Bill 
Blacksmith, as had knowledge of me; 'be 
ihe King a-coomiu? If her be, do 'ee want 
to shutt 'un f ' 

"'Thee not knawT says Bill Blacksmith, 
jnst the zame as I be a-tulli^ of it : ' whai, 
man, us expex Tam Faggus, and zum on us 
manes to shutt 'an.' 

" * Shutt 'un wi'out a warrant I' says I : 
'snre 'de knaws better nor thic, Bill! A 
man mayn't shutt to another man, wi'out 
have a warrant. Bill. Warship zed so, last 
taime I zeed un, and nothing to the con- 
trairy.' 

"'Haw, haw! Never front abont that,' 
with Bill, zame fis I be tullin you : ' ns has 
warrants and warships enow, dree or vour 
on 'em. And more nor a dizzen warranties, 
fro'ut I know to contrairy. Shutt 'un, us 
manes; and shntt 'un, us will — * Whai, 
Miss Annie, good Lord, whuttiver makes 'ee 
Btearsof 

"Nothing at all, John," our Annie an- 
swered; " only the horrible ferocity of that 
miserahle blacksmith." 

"That be nayther here nor there," John 
continued, with some wrath at his own in- 
terrnption : " Blacksmith knawed whutt the 
Squire had been ; and veared to lose his 
own custom, if Squire tuk to shooin' again. 
Shutt any man I would myzell as intervared 
wi' my trade lalke. ' Lucky for thee,' said 
Bill Blacksmith, ' as thee bee'st so shart and 
fet, Jan. Dree on us wor agooin' to shutt 
'ee, till us zeed how fat thee waz, Jan,' 

"'Lor now, Bill!' I answered 'un, wi' a 
girt cold swat upon me : ' shutt me, Bill ; 
and my own waife niver drame of it !' " 

Here John Fry looked round the kitch- 
en; for he had never said any thing of the 
^ind, I doubt; but now made it part of 
'^ discourse, from thinking that Mistress 
*^ was come, as she generally did, to fetch 

"Wnll done then, Jan Vry," said the 
'^^oman, who had entered quietly, but was 
^^ly our old Molly. " Wutt handsome man- 

rs thee hast gat, Jan, to spake so well of 

y waife laike ; after arl the laife she lades 

ee!" 

"Pntt thee pot on the fire, old 'ooman, 

^d hile thee own bakkon," John answered 

^r, very sharply ; " nobody no raight to 

eddle wi' a man's bad 'ooman but himzell. 

qU, here was all these here men a-waitin', 

'^im wi' harses, zum wi'out ; the common 

^Ik wi' long girt guns, and the quarlity wi' 

"irt broadswords. Who wor there T Whay, 

•tt me zee. There wor Sqnaire Maunder," 

^re John assumed his full historical key, 

him wi' the pot to his vittle-place ; and 

^^Eichard Blewitt shaking over the zaddle, 

^^d Squaire Sandford of Lee, him wi' the 

*ong nose and one eye, and Sir Gronns Bat- 

^liildor over to Ninehead Court, and ever so 

^^^y more on 'em, tulling us how they was 



arl gooin' to be promoted for kitching of 
Tom l^aggus. 

" ' Hope to God,' says I to myzell, * pooi 
Tom wun't coom here to-day: arl up with 
her, if 'a doeth : and who be there to suck- 
zade 'un f ' Mark me ndw, all these charps 
was good to shutt 'un, as her coom crass the 
watter; the watter be waide enow there 
and stony, but no deeper than my knee- 
place. 

" 'Thee cas'n goo no vurder,' Bill Black- 
smith saith to me : ' nawbody 'lowed to crass 
the vord until such time as Faggus coom ; 
plaise God, us may mak sure of 'un.' 

" * Amen, zo be it,' says I ; ' God knowth I 
be never in any hurry, and would zooner 
stop nor goo on, most taimes.' 

" Wi' that I pulled my vittles out, and zat 
a horse -barck, atin' of 'em, and oncommon 
good they was. 'Won't us have 'un this 
taime just,' saith Tim Potter, as keepeth the 
bull there; *and yet I be zorry for 'un. 
But a man must kape the law, her must; 
zo be her can only larn it. And now poor 
Tom will swing as high as the tops of they 
girt hashes there.' 

" ' Just thee kitch 'un virst,' says I ; 'mais- 
ure rope, wi' the body to maisure by.' 

" ' Hurra ! here be another now,' saith Bill 
Blacksmith, grinning; 'another coom to 
help us. What a grave gentleman! A 
warship of the pace, at laste !' 

''For a gentleman, on a cue -ball horse, 
was coming slowly down the hill on tother 
zide of watter, looking at us in a friendly 
way, and with a long papper standing forth 
the lining of his coat laike. Horse stapped 
to drink in the watter, and gentleman spak 
to 'un kindly, and then they coom raight on 
to ussen, and the gentleman's face wor so 
long and so grave, us veared 'a wor gooin* 
to prache to us. 

" ' Coort o' King's Bench,' saith one man ; 
' Checker and Plays,' saith another ; ' Spishal 
Commission, I doubt,' saith Bill Blacksmith ; 
'backed by the Mayor of Taunton.' 

"'Any Justice of the King's Peace, good 
people, to be found near here?' said the 
gentleman, lifting his hat to us, and v.ery 
gracious in his manner. 

" ' Your honor,' saith Bill, with his hat off 
his head, ' there be sax or zeven warships 
here, arl on 'em very wise 'uus. Squaire 
Maunder there be the zinnyer.' 

"So the gentleman rode up to Squire 
Maunder, and raised his cocked hat in a 
manner that took the Squire out of coun- 
tenance, for he could not do the like of it. 

" ' Sir,' said he, ' good and worshipful sir, 
I am here to claim your good advice and 
valor, for purposes of justice. I hold His 
Majesty's commission to make to cease a no- 
torious rogue whose name is Thomas Fag- 
gus.' WiSi that he offered his commission ; 
but Squire Maunder told the truth, that he 
could not xad.© eveu -wot^. \tv ^yvsJ^^tsss^rJ^v 
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less written kaxakters.* Then the other 
magistrates rode up, and put their heads to> 
gether, how to meet the Loudon geutlemau 
without loss of importauce. There wor one 
of 'em as could rade purty vair, and her 
made out King's mark upon it : and he bow- 
ed upon his horse to the gentleman, and he 
laid his hand on his heart and said, ' Worship- 
ful sir, we, as has the honor of His Gracious 
Majesty's commissiou, are entirely at your 
service, and crave instructions from you.' 

'^Then a waving of hats began, and a 
bowing, and making of legs to wan anather, 
sich as nay ver wor zeed afore ; but none of 
'em arl, for air and brading, cud coom anaigh 
the gentleman with the long grave face. 

"'Your warships have posted the men 
right well,' saith he, with anather bow all 
round ; * surely that big rogue will have no 
chance left among so many valiant mus- 
keteers. Ha ! what see I there, my friend ? 
Bust in the pan of your gun! That gun 
would never go off, sure as I am the King's 
Commissioner. And I see another just as 
bad; and lo, there's the third! Pardon me, 
gentlemen, I have beeu so used to his Majes- 
ty's Ordnance-yards. But I fear that bold 
rogue would ride through all of you, and 
laugh at your worships' beards, by George.' 

" ' But what shall us do V Squire Maunder 
ttxed ; * I vear there be no oil here.' 

"'Discharge your pieces, gentlemen, and 
let the men do the same ; or at least let us 
try to discharge them, and load again with 
fresh powder. It is the fog of the morning 
hath spoiled the priming. That rogue is 
not in sight yet : but God knows we must 
not be asleep with him, or what will His 
Majesty say to me, if we let him slip once 
moret' 

" 'Excellent, wondrous well said, good sir,' 
Squire Maunder answered him; *I never 
should have thought of that now. Bill 
Blacksmith, tell all the men to be ready to 
shoot up into the air, directly I give the 
word. Now, are you ready there. Bill V 

" ' All ready, you worship,' saith Bill, sa- 
luting like a soldier. 

" ' Then, one, two, dree, and shutt !' cries 
Squire Maunder, standing up in the irons 
of his stirrups. 

" Thereupon they all blazed out, and the 
noise of it went all round the hills, with a 
girt thick cloud arising, and all the air smell- 
ing of powder. Before the cloud was gone 
so much as ten yards on the wind, the gen- 
tleman on the cue-bald horse shuts up his 
face like a pair of nut -cracks, as wide as 

* Leet I seem to underrate the erudition of Devon- 
shire magistrates, I venture to offer copy of a letter 
from a Justice of the Peace to his bookseller, circa 
1810 A.D., now in my possession : 

"Sar, 

plez to zen me the aks relatting to A-gustus- 
pa*«.*t Ed. ofL. D. 

ffEmpJuulMed tboM In or^oal,] 



it was long bofore, and out he pulls twp girt' 
pistols longside of zaddle, and clap'th one 
to Squire Maunder's head, and tother to Sir 
Richard Blewitt's. 

" ' Hand forth your money and all yoni 
warrants,' he saith, like a clap of thunder ; 
' gentlemen, have you now the wit to appre- 
hend Tom Faggus f ' 

" Squire Maunder swore so that he ought 
to be fined ; but he pulled out his purse none 
the slower for that, and so did Sir Bichard 
Blewitt. 

" ' First man I see go to load a gun, I'll 
gi'e 'un the bullet to do it with,' said Tom ; 
for you see it was him and no other, looking 
quietly round upon all of them. Then he 
robbed all the rest of their warships, as pleas- 
ant as might be ; and he saith, ' Now, gen- 
tlemen, do your duty ; serve your warrants 
afore you imprison me :' with that he made 
them give up all the warrants, and he stuck 
them in the band of his hat, and then he 
made a bow with it. 

"'Good -morning to your warships now, 
and a merry Christmas all of you ! And the 
merrier both for rich and poor, when gentle- 
men see their almsgiving. Lest you deny 
yourselves the pleasure, I will aid your war- 
ships. And to save you the trouble of fol- 
lowing me, when your guns be loaded — this 
is my strawberry mare, gentlemen, only with 
a little cream on her. Gentlemen all, in the 
name of the King, I thank you.' 

"All this while he was casting their mon- 
ey among the poor folk by the handful ; and 
then he spak kaindly to the red mare, and 
wor over the back of the hill in two zec- 
onds, and best part of two maile away, I 
reckon, afore ever a gun wor loaded."* 



CHAPTER XL. 

TWO FOOLS TOGETHER. 

That story of John Fry's, instead of cans^ 
iug any amusement, gave us great disquie- 
tude ; not only because it showed that Tom 
Faggus could not resist sudden temptation 
and the delight of wildness, but also that 
we greatly feared lest the King's pardon 
might be annulled, and all his kindness can- 
celed, by a reckless deed of that sort. It 
was true (as Annie insisted continually, even 
with tears, to wear in her arguments) that 
Tom had not brought away any thing ex- 
cept the warrants, which were of no use at 
all, after receipt of the pardon ; neither had 
he used any violence except just to frighten 
people ; but could it be established, even to^ 
ward Christmas-time, that Tom had a right 
to give alms, right and left, out of other 
people's money f 



* The tmth of this story is well established by flr8t> 
rate tradition. 
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Dear Annie appeared to believe that it 
conld; saying that if the rich continually 
chose to forget the poor, a man who forced 
them to remember, and so to do good to 
themselves and to others, was a public ben- 
efactor, and entitled to every blessing. But 
I knew, and so Lizzie knew — John Fry be- 
ing now out of hearing — that this was not 
sound argument. For if it came to that, 
any man might take the King by the throat, 
and make him cast away among the poor 
the money which he wanted sadly for Her 
Grace the Duchess, and the beautiful Count- 
ess of this and of that. Lizzie, of course, 
knew nothing about His Ms^esty's diver- 
sions, which were not fit for a young maid's 
thoughts; but I now put the form of the 
argument as it occurred to me. 

Therefore I said, once for all (and both 
my sisters always listened when I used the 
deep voice from my chest), 

"Tom Faggus hath done wrong herein; 
wrong to himself and to our Annie. All he 
need have done was to show his pardon, and 
the magistrates would have rejoiced with 
him. He might have led a most godly life, 
and have been respected by every body ; and 
knowing how brave Tom is, I thought that 
he would have done as much. Now if I 
were in love with a maid" — I put it thus 
for the sake of poor Lizzie — " never would 
I so imperil my life, and her fortune in life 
along witl^ me, for the sake of a poor diver- 
sion. A man's first duty is to the women, 
^ho are forced to hang upon him — *' 

"Oh, John, not that horrible word!" cried 
Annie, to my great surprise, and serious in- 
terruption : " oh, John, any word but that P 
And she burst forth crying terribly. 

"What word, Lizzie? What does the 
Wench mean f " I asked, in the saddest vexa- 
tion ; seeing no good to ask Annie at all, for 
she carried on most dreadfully. 

"Don't you know, you stupid lout?" said 
■Lizzie, completing my wonderment, by the 
Scorn of her quicker intelligence: "if you 
^on't know, axe about f " 

And with that I was forced to be content; 
^c)r Lizzie took Annie in such a manner (on 
^Tirpose to vex me, as I could see) with her 
*^ead drooping down, and her hair coming 
^'^er, and tears and sobs rising and falling 
^ boot, without either order or reason, that 
^«eiugno good for a man to do (since neither 
^f them was Loma), I even went out into the 
^oort-yard and smoked a pipe, and wondered 
"^hat on earth is the meaning of women. 

Now in this I was wrong and unreasona- 
*^le (as all women will acknowledge) ; but 
Sometimes a man is so put out, by the way 
*ley take on about nothing, that he really 
^^ not help thinking, for at least a minute, 
^liat women are a mistake forever, and hence 
*w forever mistaken. Nevertheless I could 
pot see that any of these great thoughts and 
applied at all to my Lorna, but that 



she was a different being; not woman enough 
to do any thing bad, yet enough of a woman 
for man to adore. 

And now a thing came to pass which test- 
ed my adoration pretty sharply, inasmuch 
as I would far liefer have faced Carver DooniB 
and his father, nay, even the roaring lion 
himself, with his hoofs and flaming nostrils, 
than have met in cold blood Sir Eusor Doone, 
the founder of all the colony, and the fear 
of the very fiercest. 

But that I was forced to do at this time, 
and in the manner following. When I went 
up one morning to look for my seven rooks' 
nests, behold there were but six to be seen ; 
for the topmost of them all was gone, and 
the most conspicuous. I looked, and looked, 
and rubbed my eyes, and turned to try them 
by other sights; and then I looked again; 
yes, there could be no doubt about it; the 
signal was made for me to come, because 
my love was in danger. For me to enter 
the valley now during the broad daylight 
could have brought no comfort, but only 
harm to the maiden, and certain death tc 
myself. Yet it was more than I conld do to 
keep altogether at distance ; therefore I ran 
to the nearest place where I conld remain 
unseen, and watched the glen from the wood- 
ed height, for hours and hours, impatiently. 

However, no impatience of mine made any 
difference in the scene upon which I was 
gazing. In the part of the valley which 1 
could see there was nothing moving excepi> 
the water, and a few stolen cows going sadly 
along, as if knowing that they had no hon- 
est right there. It sank very heavily into 
my heart, with all the beds of dead leaves 
around it, and there was nothing I cared to 
do except blow on jny fingers, and long for 
more wit. 

For a frost was beginning, which made a 
great difference to Lorna and to myself, I 
trow, as well as to all the five million people 
who dwell in this island of England ; such 
a frost as never I saw before,* neither hope 
ever to see again ; a time when it was im- 
possible to milk a cow for icicles, or for a 
man to shave some of his beard (as I liked 
to do for Loma's sake, because she was so 
smooth) without blunting his razor on hard 
gray ice. No man could "keep yatt" (as we 
say, even though he abandoned his work al- 
together, and thumped himself, all on the 
chest and the front, till his frozen hands 
would have been bleeding, except for the 
cold that kept still all his veins. 

However, at present there was no frost, 
although for a fortnight threatening ; and I 
was too young to know the meaning of the 



• If John Ridd lived until the year 1740 (as so strong 
a man was bound to do), he must have seen almost a 
harder frost ; and perhaps it put an end to him ; for 
then he would be some fourscore years old. But tra- 
dition makes him "keep yatt," as he says, up to five- 
scure years.— Ed. L. IK 
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way the dead leaves hang, aud the worm- 
oasts prickling like women's combs, and the 
leaden tone upon every thing, aud the dead 
weight of the sky. Will Watcombe, the old 
man at Lynmouth, who had been half over 
the world almost, and who talked so much 
>f the Gnlf Stream, had (as I afterward call- 
Id to mind) foretold a very bitter winter 
(his year. Bnt no one wonld listen to him, 
because there were not so many hips and 
haws as usual ; whereas we have all learned 
from our grandfathers that Providence nev- 
er sends very hard winters, without having 
furnished a large supply of berries for the 
birds to feed upon. 

It was lucky for me, while I waited here, 
that our very best sheep-dog, old Watch, had 
chosen to accompany me that day. For 
otherwise I must have had no dinner, being 
unpersuaded, even by that, to quit my sur- 
vey of the valley. However, by aid of poor 
Watch, I contrived to obtain a supply of 
food; for I sent him home with a note to 
Annie fastened upon his chest ; aud in less 
than an hour back he came, proud enough 
to wag his tail off, with his tongue hang- 
ing out, from the speed of his Journey, and 
a large lump of bread and of bacon fastened 
in a napkin around his neck. I had not told 
my sister, of course, what was toward ; for 
why should I make her anxious ? 

When it grew toward dark, I was just be- 
ginning to prepare for my circuit around the 
hills ; bnt suddenly Watch gave a long low 
growl ; I kept myself close as possible, and 
ordered the dog to be silent, and presently 
saw a short figure approaching from a thick- 
ly wooded hollow on the left side of my hid- 
ing-place. It was the same figure I had seen 
once before in the moonlight at Plover's Bar- 
rows, and proved, to my great delight, to be 
the little maid Qwenny Carfax. She start- 
ed a moment at seeing me, but more with 
surprise than fear; and then she laid both 
her hands upon mine^ as if she had known 
me for twenty years. 

"Young man," she said, "you must come 
with me. I was gwain' all the way to fetch 
thee. Old man be dying ; and her can't die, 
or at least her won't, without first consider- 
ing thee." 

" Considering me I" I cried : " what can 
Sir Ensor Doone want with considering me ? 
Has Mistress Loma told him f ' 

"All concerning thee, and thy doings; 
when she knowed old man were so near his 
•nd. That vexed he was about thy low 
blood, a' thought her wonld come to life again, 
on purpose for to bate 'ee. But after all, 
there can't be scarcely snch bad luck as that. 
Now, if her strook thee, thou must take it ; 
there be no denaying of un. Fire I have 
seen afore, hot and red, and raging ; but I 
never seen cold fire afore, and it maketh me 
bnm and shiver." 

And in truth it made me both bum and 



shiver to know that I must either go straigci 
to the presence of Sir Ensor Doone, or gi\- 
up Loma once for all, and rightly be de 
spised by her. For the first time of my lif 
I thought that she had not acted fairly 
Why not leave the old man in peace, with 
out vexing him about my affairs f Ba 
presently I saw again that in this matte? 
she was right; that she could not receiv 
the old man's blessing (supposing that hi 
had one to give, which even a worse ma 
might suppose) while she deceived him abo v 
herself, and the life she had undertaken. 

Therefore, with great misgiving of m.^ 
self, but no ill thought of my darling, I s^i 
Watch home, and followed Gwenny; w1 
led me along very rapidly, with her shea 
brotid form gliding down the hollow frczi 
which she had first appeared. Here at t:,' 
bottom she entered a thicket of gray 8^ 
stubs and black holly, with rocks aroundK. 
gnarled with roots, and hung with masks, 
ivy. Here in a dark and lonely comer, w:S 
a pixie ring before it, she came to a narr-<: 
door, very brown and solid, looking* lik^ 
trunk of wood at a little distance. This ^ 
opened without a key, by stooping down w^i 
pressing it where the threshold met 't>] 
Jamb ; and then she ran in very nimbly, lb' 
I was forced to be bent in two, and ev^« 
so without comfort. The passage was do- 
and difficult, and as dark as any black pitcl 
but it was not long (be it as it might), an 
in that there was some comfort. We cazK 
out soon at the other end, and were at tt^ 
top of Doone valley. In the chilly du8k a^ 
it looked almost uutempting, especially dn 
ing that state of mind under which I was I0 
boring. As we crossed toward the Captaio— 
house, we met a couple of great Doon^ 
lounging by the water-side. Gwenny saLi 
something to them; and although they stares 
very hard at me, they let me pass witboc:: 
hinderance. It is not too much to say tb^ 
when the little maid opened Sir Ensor* 
door, my heart thumped quite as much wit^ 
terror as with hope of Loma's presence. 

But in a moment the fear was gone, 
Loma was trembling in my amis, and 
courage rose to comfort her. The darli 
feared, beyond all things else, lest I sbu 
be offended with her for what she had 
to her grandfather, and for dragging 
into his presence; but I told her almos 
falsehood (the first, and the last, that eve 
did tell her), to wit, that I cared not t' 
much — and showed her the tip of my thu:^ 
as I said it — for old Sir Ensor, and all ^ 
wrath, so long as I had his granddanght^^ 
love. 

Now I tried to think this as I said it, sc^ 
to save it from being a lie ; but soraeho^*^ ^ 
other it did not answer, and I was ve^^* 
with myself both ways. But Loma tooJ 
me by the hand as bravely as she could, »^^ 
led me into a little passage where I cotji^ 
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hear the river moaning and tbo brauohoa 
ruitliug. 

Horo I paused as long u niinnte ai fear ever 

cheated time of, Haying to myself oontiunally 

that then) \sm nothing to bo frightened at, 

yet growing nioro and move aft'aid by reason 

of no reasoning. At last my Lorna oame 

back very pale, as I saw by the candle she 

oarriod, and whispered, ''Now bo patient, 

donrest. Never mind what he says to you ; 

neither attempt to answer him. Look at 

bim gontly and steadfastly, and, if you can, 

^vith some show of reverence ; but above all 

^i]ln([8, no compassion ; it drives him almost 

naod. Now come ; walk very quietly.'' 

8ho led mo into a cold dark room, rough 
o^nd vury gloomy, although with two candles 
bfiming. I took little heed of the things 
A X ] it, though I marked that the window was 
c>])oii. That which I heeded was an old 
an, very stern and comely, with death 
poll liis countenance; yet not lying in his 
d,but sot upright in a chair, with a loose 
d cloak thrown over him. Upon this hU 
bite hair fell, and his pallid fingers lay in 
ghttntly fashion without a sign of life or 
ovemont, or of tho power that kept him 
p; all rigid, calm, and relentless. Only in 
Ii gront black eyes, llzod upon mo solemn- 
1 ^, all the power of his body dwelt, all the 
1 lie of his soul was burning. 

I could not look at him very nicely, being 
c^ioared of tho death in his face, and most 
c^feored to show it. And to tell the truth, 
y poor blue eyes fell away iVom the black- 
<eM of his, as if It had been my coffln-plate. 
herefore I made a low obeisance, and tried 
^«t to shiver. Only I groaned that Lorna 
t^ljoQght it good manners to leave us two to- 
thor. 

*'Ah V' said the old roan, and his voice 

Died to come from a cavern of skeletons ; 

Are you that great John Ridd f '' 

"John Kidd is my name, your honor,'' was 

^11 thiit I could answer ; '' and I ho[>e your 

'^^orihip is better." 

"Child, have you sense enough to know 
"^'^''hat you have been doing t" 

"Yes, I know right well," I answered, 
that I have set mine oyeli far above my 

"Art) you ignorant that Lorna Doone is 
l^orn of the oldest: familios remaining in 
North Europe t" 

"1 was ignorant of that, your worship; 
^t I knew of her high descent from the 
*^wn of Bagworthy." 

Tlio old man's eyes, like fire, probed me 
'^liethor I was Jesting ; then perceiving how 
^AVQ I was, and thinking that I could not 
^Hh (as many people suppose of mo), he 
^H)k on himself to make good tho deficiency 
^Ith a very bitter smile. 

"And know yon of your own low descent 
^»n tho Rldds, of Oaro t" 
" Hlr," I answerod, being as yet uuaoous- 
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tomed to this style of speech, " the Riddt, 
of Oare, have been honest men twice as long 
as the Doones have been rogues." 

'' I would not answer for that, John," Sir 
Knsor replied, very quietly, when 1 oxi>ect« 
ed fiiry. ^' If it be so, thy family is the very 
oldest in Europe. Now heavkon to me, lioy, 
or clown, or honest fool, or whatever thou 
art ; hearken to an old man's words, who haa 
not many hours to live. There is nothing 
in thU world to fear, nothing to revere or 
trust, nothing even to hope for ; least of all, 
is there aught to love." 

** I hope your worship is not quite right," 
2 answered, with groat misgivings ; '' else it 
is a sad mistake for any body to livo, sir." 

'' Therefore," he continued, as if 1 had 
never spoken, ^'though ft may soom hard for 
a week or two, like the loss of any other toy, 
I deprive you of nothing, but add to your 
comfort, and (if there bo such a thing) to 
your hap]dness, when I forbid you over to 
see that foolish child again. All marriage 
is a wretched farce, even when man and wife 
belong to the same rank of life, have temper 
well assorted, similar likes and dislikes, and 
about the same pittance of mind. lint when 
they are not so matched, tho farco would be- 
come a long, dull tragedy, if any thing were 
worth lamenting. There, I have reasoned 
enough with you ; I am not in tho habit of 
reasoning. Though I have little oonfldenoe 
in man's lienor, I have some relianoo in wotn* 
an's pride. You will pledge your word in 
Lorna's presence never to see or to seek her 
again ; never even to think of hur more. 
Now call her, for I am weary." 

He kept his great eyes fized upon me with 
their icy Are (as if he scorned both life and 
death )t and on his haughty lips soniu slight 
amusement at my trouble; and then he 
raised one hand (as if I wore a poor dumb 
Croat ure), and pointed to the door. AU 
though my heart rebelled and kindled at hit 
proud disdain, I could not disobey him free- 
ly ; but made a low salute, and went straight" 
way in search of Lorna. 

I found my love (or not my love, acoord* 
ing as now she should behave; for 1 was 
very desperate, being put u]>on so sadly) 
Lorna Doone was crying softly at a little 
window, and listening to the river's grief 
I laid my heavy arm around her, not with 
any air of claiming or of forcing her thoughts 
to me, but only Just to comfort her, and ask 
what she was thinking of. To my arm she 
made no.answer, neither to my seek i tig eyes ; 
but to my heart, onoe for all, she spoke with 
her own upon it. Not a word nor sound 
between us; not even a kiss was inter- 
changed; but man, or maid, who has over 
loved hath learned our understanding. 

Therefore it came to pass that wo saw fit 
to enter Bir Knsor's room in tlio following 
manner : Lorna, with her right hand swal- 
lowed entirely by tho \)Q»ltt\ of l\i^^x^%r 



142 



LOBNA DOONE. 



waist retired from view by means of my left 
arm. All one side of her hair came down, 
in a way to be remembered, npon the left 
and fairest part of my favorito otter-skin 
waistcoat ; and her head as well wonld have 
lain there doubtless, but for the danger of 
walking so. I, for my part, was too far gone 
to lag behind in the matter, but carried my 
love bravely, fearing neither death nor hell 
while she abode beside me. 

Old Sir Ensor looked much astonished. 
For forty years he had been obeyed and fear- 
ed by all around him ; and he knew that I 
had feared him vastly before I got hold of 
Loma. And indeed I was still afraid of 
him ; only for loving Loma so, and having 
to protect her. 

Then I made him a bow, to the very best 
of all I had learned both at Tiverton and in 
London ; after that I waited for him to be- 
gin, as became his age and rank in life. 

" Ye two fools !" he said at last, with a 
depth of contempt which no words may ex- 
press ; " ye two fools !" 

" May it please your worship," I answer- 
ed, softly ; '^ maybe we are not such fools as 
we look. But though we be, we are well 
content, so long as we may be two fools to- 
gether." 

" Why, John," said the old man, with a 
spark, as of smiling in his eyes ; '^ thou art 
not altogether the clumsy yokel and the clod 
I took thee for." 

*^ Oh no, grandfather ; oh, dear grandfa- 
ther," cried Loma, with such zeal and flash- 
ing that her hands went forward ; " nobody 
knows what John Ridd is, because he is so 
modest. I mean nobody except me, dear." 
And here she turned to me agaiu, and rose 
upon tiptoe, and kissed me. 

" I have seen a little of the world," said 
the old man, while I was half ashamed, al- 
though so proud of Loma ; ^' but this is be- 
yond all I have seen, and nearly all I have 
heard of. It is more fit for southern climates 
than for the fogs of Exmoor." 

" It is fit for all the world, your worship ; 
with your honor's good leave and will," I 
answered in humility, being still ashamed 
of it ; ^' wheu it happens so to people, there 
is nothing that can stop it, sir." 

Now Sir Ensor Doone was leaning back 
upon his brown chair-rail, which was built 
like a triangle, as in old farm-houses (from 
oue of which it had come, no doubt, free 
from expense or gratitude) ; and as I spoke 
he coughed a little ; and he sighed a good 
deal more ; and perhaps his dying heart de- 
sired to open time again, with such a lift 
of warmth and hope as he descried in our 
ayes and arms. I could not understand him 
then, any more than a baby playing with his 
grandfather's spectacles ; nevertheless I won- 
iered whether, at his time of life, or rather 
on the brink of death, he was thinking of 
Jbis youth and pride. 



"Fools you are; be fools forever," 
Sir Ensor Doone at last ; while we feared 
break his thoughts, but let each other kn^* 
our own, with little ways of pressure : * 
is the best thing I can wish you ; boy ^ 
girl, be boy and girl, until you have grsux:^^. 
children." 

Partly in bitterness he spoke, and pax--til.y 
in pure weariness, and then he turned so su 
not to see us ; and his white hair fell, lik^ a 
shroud, around him. 



CHAPTER XLL 

COLD COBfFORT. 

All things being full of flaw, all thixm^s 
being full of holes, the strength of all thirK^s 
is in shortness. If Sir Ensor Doone Ixstd 
dwelled for half an hour upon himself, a«xad 
an hour perhaps upon Loma and me, "v^^e 
must both have wearied of him, and reqaixn^d 
change of air. But now I longed to see axzid 
know a great deal more about him, «ti3d 
hoped that he might not go to heaven for ^t 
least a week or more. However, he was "fccjo 
good for this world (as we say of all p^^ 
pie who leave it) ; and I verily believe I^-is 
heart was not a bad one, after all. 

Evil he had done, no doubt, as evil ti.^d 
been done to him ; yet how many have d.o"*io 
evil, while receiving only good ! Be that ^is 
it may ; and not vexing a question (settX^d 
forever without our votes), let us own tL» ^t 
he was, at least, a brave and courteous g^^' 
tleman. 

And his loss aroused great lamentati^^^'ij 
not among the Doones alone and the woir»-^J 
they had carried off, bnt also of the gene: 
public, and many even of the magistrat' 
for several miles round Exmoor. And t)m^ 
not only from fear lest one more wickr 
might succeed him (as appeared, indeed, 
probable), but from true admiration of t^^^^-^^ 
strong will, and sympathy with his m 
fortunes. 

I will not deceive any one by saying tl 
Sir Ensor Doone gave (in so many wore 
his consent to my resolve about Lon 
This he never did, except by his speech h 
written down ; from which, as he mentiom 
grandchildren, a lawyer perhaps might ha' 
argued it. Not but what he may have mea' 
to bestow on us his blessing ; only that I^ . 
died next day, without taking the troute-^--^ 
to do it. 

He called, indeed, for his box of sni 
which was a very high thing to take ; ai 
which he never took without being in ve^^^^ 
good humor, at least for him. And thon^^^ 
it would not go up his nostrils, through i>^^ 
failure of his breath, he was pleased to h»'^^ 
it there, and not to think of dying. 

" Will your honor have it wiped T" I oBk- 
ed him very softly, for the brown appear* 
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anoa of it spoiled (to my idea) his white 
uti<Btache ; bnt he seemed to shake his head, 
and I thought it kept his spirits up. I had 
never before seen any one do, what all of us 
have to do some day; and it greatly kept 
my spirits down, although it did not so very 
much frighten me. / 

For it takes a man but a little while, his 
instinct being of death, perhaps, at least 
as much as of life (which accounts for his 
slaying his fellowrmen so, and every other 
creature), it does not take a man very long 
to enter into another man's death, and bring 
his own mood to suit it. He knows that his 
own is sure to come ; and nature is fond of 
the practice. Hence it came to pass that I, 
after easing my mother's fears, and seeing a 
little to business, returned (as if drawn by a 
polar needle) to the death-bed of Sir Eusor. 

There was some little confusion, people 
wanting to get away, and people trying to 
come in, from downright curiosity (of all 
things the most hateful), and others making 
great todo, and talking of their own time to 
come, telling their own age, and so on. But 
every one seemed to think, or feel, that I 
had a right to be there ; because the women 
took that view of it. As for Carver and 
Counselor, they were minding their own af- 
fairs, so as to win the succession ; and nev- 
er found it in their business (at least so long 
as I was there) to come near the dying man. 

He, for his part, never asked for any one 
to come near him — not even a priest, nor 
a monk or friar ; but seemed to be going 
his own way, peaceful, and well contented. 
Only the chief of the women said that from 
his face she believed and knew that he liked 
to have me at one side of his bed, and Loma 
upon the other. An hour or two ere the 
old man died, when only we two were with 
him, he looked at us both very dimly and 
softly, as if he wished to do something for 
us, but had left it now too late. Loma 
hoped that he wanted to bless us; but he 
only frowned at that, and let his hand drop 
downward, and crooked one knotted finger. 

"He wants something out of the bed, 
dear," Lorn a whispered to me ; " see what 
it is, upon your side, there." 

I followed the bent of his poor shrunken 
hand, and sought among the pilings; and 
there I felt something hard and sharp, and 
drew it forth and gave it to him. It flashed, 
like the spray of a fountain upon us, in the 
dark winter of the room. He could not take 
it in his hand, but let it hang, as daisies do, 
only making Lorna see that he meant her to 
have it. 

"Why, it is my glass necklace!" Lorna 
cried, in great surprise; "my necklace he 
always promised me ; and from which you 
have got the ring, John. But grandfather 
kept it, because the children wanted to pull 
it from my neck. May I have it now, dear 
grandfather ? Not unless you wish, dear." 



Darling Loma wept again, because the old 
man could not tell her (except by one very 
feeble nod) that she was doing what he 
wished. Then she gave to me the trinket, 
for the sake of safety, and I stowed it in my 
breast. He seemed to me to follow this, and 
to be well content with it. 

Before Sir Ensor Doone was buried, tho 
greatest frost of the centary had set in, with 
its iron hand, and step of stone, on every 
thing. How it came is not my business, 
nor can I explain it ; because I never have 
watched the skies ; as people now begin to 
do when the ground is not to their liking. 
Though of all this I know nothing, and less 
than nothing, I may say (because I ought to 
know something), I can hear what people 
tell me, and I can see before my eyes. 

The strong men broke three good pick' 
axes ere they got through the hard brown 
sod, streaked with little maps of gray, where 
old Sir Ensor was to lie upon his back, await- 
ing the darkness of the judgment -day. It 
was in the little chapel-yard ; I will not tell 
the name of it, because we jire now such 
Protestants that I might do it an evil turn ; 
only it was the little place where Loma's 
Aunt Sabina lay. 

Here was I, remaining long, with a lit- 
tle curiosity ; because some people told me 
plainly that I must be damned forever by 
a Papist funeral; and here came Loma, 
scarcely breathing through the thick of 
stuff around her, yet with all her little 
breath steaming on the air like frost. 

I stood apart from the ceremony, in which, 
of course, I was not entitled, either by birth 
or religion, to bear any portion ; and indeed 
it would have been wiser in me to have kept 
away altogether ; for now there was no one 
to protect me among those wild and lawless 
men; and both Carver and the Counselor 
had vowed a fearful vengeance on me, as I 
heard from Gwenny. They had not dared 
to meddle with me while the chief lay dy- 
ing ; nor was it in their policy, for a short 
time after that, to endanger their succes- 
sion by an open breach with Loma, whose 
tender age and beauty held so many of the 
youths in thrall. 

The ancient outlaw's funeral was a grand 
and moving sight ; more, perhaps, from the 
sense of contrast than from that of fitness. 
To see those dark and mighty men, inured 
to all of sin and crime, reckless both of man 
and God, yet now with heads devoutly bent, 
clasped hands, and downcast eyes, following 
the long black coffin of their common ances- 
tor to the place where they must join him 
when their sum of ill was done ; and to see 
the feeble priest chanting over the dead form 
words the living would have laughed at, 
sprinkling with his little broom drops that 
could not purify ; while the children, robed 
in white, swung their smoking censers slow- 
ly over the cold and t>N\\\^^ ^w?^% «sA 
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after seeing all, to ask, with a shudder tiD- 
expressed, '* Is this the end that God intend- 
ed for a man so proud and strong V^ 

Not a tear was shed upon him, except from 
the sweetest of all sweet eyes ; not a sigh 
pursued him home. Except iu hot anger, 
his life had been cold, and bitter, and dis- 
tant; and now a week had exhausted all 
the sorrow of those around him, a grief 
flowing less from affection than fear. Aged 
men will show his tombstone ; mothers haste 
with their infants by it; children shrink 
from the name upon it; until iu time his 
history shall lapse and be forgotten by all, 
except the great Judge and God. 

After all was over, I strode across the 
moors very sadly, trying to keep the cold 
away by virtue of quick movement. Not a 
flake of snow had fallen yet ; all the earth 
was caked and hard, with a dry brown crust 
upon it ; all the sky was banked with dark- 
ness, hardf austere, and frowning. The fog 
of the last three weeks was gone, neither did 
any rime remain ; but all things had a look 
of sameness, and a kind of furzy color. It 
was freezing hard and sharp, with a pier- 
cing wind to back it ; and I had observed 
that the holy water froze upon Sir Eusor's 
coffin. 

One thing struck me with some surprise, 
as I made off for our fireside (with a strong 
determination to heave an ash-tree up the 
chimney-place), and that was how the birds 
were going, rather than flying as they used 
to fly. All the birds were set in one direc- 
tion, steadily journeying westward ; not with 
any heat of speed, neither flying far at once ; 
but all (as if on business bound) partly nin- 
ning, partly flying, partly fluttering along ; 
silently, and without a voice, neither prick- 
ing head nor tail. This movement of the 
birds went on even for a week'or more; 
every kind of thrushes passed us, every kind 
of wild fowl ; even plovers went away, and 
crows, and snipes, and woodcocks. And be- 
fore half the frost was over, all we had in 
the snowy ditches were hares so tame that 
we could pat them; partridges that came 
to hand, with a dry noise in their crops ; 
heath-poults, making cups of snow; and a 
few poor hopping red-wings, flipping in and 
out the hedge, having lost the power to fly. 
And all the time their great black eyes, set 
with gold around them, seemed to look at 
any man, for mercy and for comfort. 

Annie took a-many of them, all that she 
could find herself, and all the boys would 
bring her; and she made a great hutch near 
the fire, iu the back-kitchen chimney-place. 
Here, in spite of our old Betty (who sadly 
wanted to roast them), Annie kept some fifty 
birds, with bread and milk, and raw chopped 
meat, and all the seed she could think of, 
and lumps of rotten apples, placed, to tempt 
them, iu the corners. Some got on, and 
some died off; and Annie cried for all that 



died, and buried them under the wood-ricV: 
but I do assure you it was a pretty thing to 
see, when she went to them in the morning. 
There was not a bird but knew her well, after 
one day of comforting; and some would come 
to her hand, and sit, and shut one eye, and 
look at her. Then she used to stroke their 
heads, and feel their breasts, and talk to 
them ; and not a bird of them all was there 
but liked to have it done to him. And I do 
believe they would eat from her hand things 
unnatural to th<3m, lest she should be grieved 
and hurt by not knowing what to do for 
them. One of them was a noble bird, such 
as I never had seen before, of very fine bright 
plumage, and larger than a missel -thrush. 
He was the hardest of all to please; and yet 
he tried to do his best. I have heard since 
then, from a man who knows all about birds, 
and beasts, and fishes, that he must have 
been a Norwe^an bird, called in this country 
a ^' roller," who never comes to England but 
in the most tremendous winters. 

Another little bird there was, whom I 
longed to welcome home, and protect from 
enemies — & little bird no native to us, but 
than any native dearer. But lo, in the very 
night which followed old Sir Ensor's funeral, 
such a storm of snow began as never have I 
heard nor read of, neither could have dream- 
ed it. At what time of night it first began 
is more than I can say — at least from my 
own knowledge, for we all went to bed soon 
after supper, being cold, and not inclined to 
talk. At that time the wind was moaning 
sadly, and the sky as dark as a wood, and 
the straw in the yard swirling round and 
round, and the cows huddling into the great 
cow-house, with their chins upon one an- 
other. But we, being blinder than they, I 
suppose, and not having had a great snow 
for years, made no preparation against the 
storm, except that the lambing ewes were 
in shelter. 

It struck me, as I lay in bed, that we wer^ 
acting foolishly; for an ancient shepherd, 
had dropped in and taken supper with us,^ 
and foretold a heavy fall, and great disasters 
to live stock. He said that he had knowi^ 
a frost beginning, just as this had done, witt= 
a black east wind, after days of raw colc= 
fog, and then on the third night of the frosts 
at this very time of year (to wit, on the 15tH 
of December), such a snow set in as kille 
half of the sheep, and many even of the 
deer and the forest ponies. It was threes 
score years agone,* he said ; and cause hv- 
had to remember it, inasmuch as two of hs^^ 
toes had been lost by frost-nip, while he dn^ 1 
out his sheep on the other side of the Dunft^- 
ery. Hereupon mother nodded at him, hav- 
ing heard from her father about it, and ho^^ 
three men had been frozen to death, and hair 
badly their stockings came off from them. 
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Remembering hoVr the old man looked, 
and his manner of listening to the wind and 
shaking his head very ominously (when An- 
nie gave him a glass of schnapps), I grew 
qnite uneasy in my bed, as the room got 
colder and colder ; and I made up my mind, 
if it only pleased God not to send the sHow 
till the morning, that every sheep, and horse, 
and cow, ay, and even the poultry, should be 
brought in snug, and with plenty* to eat, and 
fodder enough to roast them. 

Alas, what use of man's resolves, when 
they come a day too late, even if they may 
avsdl a little when they are most punctual ! 
In the bitter morning I arooe, to follow 
out my purpose, knowing the time from the 
force of habit, although the room was so 
dark and gray. An odd white light was on 
the rafters, such as I never had seen before ; 
while all the length of the room was grizzly, 
like the heart of a mouldy oat-rick. I went 
to the window at once, of course ; and at first 
I could not understand what was doing out- 
side of it. It faced due east (as I may have 
said), with the walnut-tree partly sheltering 
it ; and generally I could see the yard, and 
the wood-rick, and even the church beyond. 
But now half the lattice was quite block- 
edup, as if plastered with gray lime ; and lit- 
tle fringes, like ferns, came through, where 
the joining of the lead was ; and in the only 
undarkened part, countless dots came swarm- 
ing, clostering, beating with a soft low sound, 
then gliding down in a slippery manner, not 
M drops of rain do, but each distinct from 
his neighbor. Juside the iron frame (which 
fitted, not to say too comfortably, and went 
^ong the stone work), at least a peck of 
8U0W had entered, following its own bend 
and fancy, light as any cobweb. 

With some trouble, and great care, lest 
the ancient frame should yield, I spread the 
^ttice open, and saw at once that not a mo- 
Dient must be lost to save our stock. All 
*he earth was flat with snow, all the air was 
thick with snow ; more than tbis no man 
^uld see, for all the world was snowing. 

I shut the window and dressed in haste ; 

5*id when I entered the kitchen, not even 

•°®%, the earliest of all early birds, was 

9^ere. I raked the ashes together a little, 

J^t to see a spark of warmth ; and then set 

^fth to find John Fry, Jem Slocombe, and 

^ill Dadds. But this was easier thought 

^hau done; for when I opened the court- 

^*Td door, I was taken up to my knees at 

^^ce, and the power of the drifting cloud 

^^vented sight of any thing. However, I 

%nd my way to the wood-rick, and there 

8ot hold of a fine ash-stake cut by myself 

^ot long ago. With this I plowed along 

Pjstty well, and thundered so hard at John 

'Vadoor, that he thought it was the Doones 

*t least, and cocked his blonderbnss out of 

fte wiadow. 

John was very loath to come down when 

10 



he saw the meaning of it ; for he valued his 
life more than any thing else, though he tried 
to make out that his wife was to blame. 
But I settled his doubts by telling him that 
I would have him on my shoulder naked, 
unless he came in five minutes ; not that he 
could do much good^ but because the other 
men would be sure to skulk if he set them 
the example. With spades, and shovels, 
and pitchforks, and a round of roping, we^ 
four set forth to dig out the sheep ; and the 
poor things knew that it was high time. 



CHAPTER XLH. 

THE GBEAT WINTER. 

Iv must have snowed most wonderfully to 
have made that depth of covering in about 
eight hours. For one of Master Stlckles's 
men, who had been out aH the night, said 
that no snow began to fall until nearly mid- 
night. And here it was, blocking up the 
doorS; stopping the ways, and the water- 
courses, and making it very much worse to 
walk than in a saw-pit newly used. How- 
ever, we trudged along in a line ; I first, and 
the other men after me ; trying to keep my 
track, but finding legs and strength not up 
to it. Most of all, John Fry was groaning ; 
certain that his time was come, and sending 
messages to his wife, and blessings to his 
children. For all this time it was snowing 
harder than it ever had snowed before, so 
far as a man might guess at it; and the 
leaden depth of the sky came down, like a 
mine turned upside down on as. Not that 
the flakes were so very large; for I have 
seen much larger flakes in a shower of 
March, while sowing peas; but that there 
was no room between them, neither any re- 
laxing, nor any change of direction. 

Watch, like a good and faithful dog, fol- 
lowed us very cheerfully, leaping out of the 
depth, which took him over his back and 
ears already, even in the level places ; while 
in the drifts he might have sunk to any dis- 
tance out of sight, and never found his way 
up again. However, we helped him now 
and then, especially through the gaps and 
gate-ways ; and so, after a deal of flounder- 
ing, some laughter, and a little swearing, we 
came all safe to the lower meadow, where 
most of our flock was hurdled. 

But behold, there was nd flock at all ! 
None, I mean, to be seen anywhere ; only at 
one comer of the field, by the eastern end, 
where the snow drove in, a great white bil- 
low, as high as a bam and as broad as a 
house. This great drift was rolling and 
curling beneath the violent blast, tufting and 
combing with rustling swirls, and carved 
(as in patterns of cornice) where the groov- 
ing chisel of the wind swept round, "E.M«t 
and again the tempee^ saa\^"^^\i^<Na ^^aSa* 
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from the channeled edges, twirled them 
round and made them dance over the chine 
of the monster pile, then let them lie like 
herring-bones, or the seams of sand where 
the tide has beeh. And all the while from 
the smothering sky, more and more fiercely 
at every blast, came the pelting, pitiless ar- 
rows, winged with murky white, and point- 
ed with the barbs of frost. 

Bat although, for people who had no 
sheep, the sight was a very fine one (so far, 
at least, as the weather permitted any sight 
at all) ; yet for us, with our flock beneath 
it, this great mount had but little charm. 
Watch began to scratch at once, and to 
howl along the sides of it ; he knew that his 
charge was buried there, and his business 
taken from him. But we four men set to 
in earnest, digging with all our might and 
main, shoveling away at the great white 
* pile, and pitching it into the meadow. Each 
man made for himself a cave, scooping at 
the soft cold flux, which slid upon him at 
every stroke, and throwing it out behind 
him, in piles of castled fancy. At last we 
drove our tunnels in (for we worked in- 
deed for the lives of us), and all converging 
toward the middle, held our tools and list- 
ened. 

The other men heard nothing at all; or 
declared that they heard nothing, being anxi- 
ious now to abandon the matter, because of 
the chill in their feet and knees. But I said, 
" Go, if you choose, all of you. I will work 
it out by myself, you pie-crusts !" and upon 
that they gripped their shovels, being more 
or less of Englishmen; and the least drop 
of English blood is worth the best of any 
other when it comes to lasting out. 

But before we began again, I laid my head 
well into the chamber ; and there I heard a 
faint '^ ma-a-ah,'' coming through some ells 
of snow, like a plaintive buried hope, or a 
last appeal. I shouted aloud to cheer him 
up, for I knew what sheep it was — to wit, 
the most valiant of all the wethers, who had 
met me when I came home from London, 
and been so glad to see me. And then we 
all fell to again ; and very soon we hauled 
him out. Watch took charge of him at once, 
with an air of the noblest patronage, lying 
on his frozen fleece, and licking all his face 
and feet, to restore his warmth to him. 
Then fighting Tom jumped up at once, and 
made a little butt at Watch, as if nothing 
had ever ailed him, and then set off to a 
shallow place, and looked for something to 
nibble at. 

Farther in, and close under the bank, 
where they had huddled themselves for 
warmth, we found all the rest of the poor 
sheep packed, as closely as if they were in 
a great pie. It was strange to observe how 
their vapor, and breath, ^nd the moisture 
exuding from their wool, had scooped, as it 
weiv, a covered room for them, lined with a 



ribbing of deep yellow snow. Also the 
churned snow beneath their feet was as yel- 
low as gamboge. Two or three of the weak- 
lier hoggets were dead from want of air, and 
from pressure; but more than three -score 
were as lively as ever, though cramped and 
stiff for a little while. 

" However shall us get 'em home ?" John 
Fry asked in great dismay, when we had 
cleared about a dozen of them ; which we 
were forced to do very carefully, so as not 
to fetch the roof down. "No manner of 
maning to draive 'on, drough all they girt 
driftnesses.'' 

" You se^ to this place, John," I replied, 
as we leaned on our shovels a moment, and 
the sheep came rubbing round us : " let no 
more of them out for the present ; they are 
better where they be. Watch ! here, boy, 
keep them P 

Watch came, with his little scut of a tail 
cocked as sharp as duty ; and I set him at 
the narrow mouth of the great snow autre. 
All the sheep sidled away, and got closer, 
that the other sheep might be bitten first, 
as the foolish things imagine ; whereas no 
good sheep-dog even so much as lips a sheep 
to turn it. 

Then of the outer sheep (all now snowed 
and frizzled like a lawyer's wig) I took the 
two finest and heaviest, and with one be- 
neath my right arm, and the other beneath 
my left, I went straight home to the upper 
sheppey, and set them inside, and fastened 
them. Sixty-and-six I took home in that 
way, two at a time on each journey ; and 
the work grew harder and harder each time, 
as the drifts of the snow were deepening. 
No other man should meddle with them : I 
was resolved to try my strength against the ^ 
strength of the elements ; and try it I did,^. 
ay, and proved it. A certain fierce delighti^ 
burned in me, as the struggle grew harder 
but rather would I die than yield ; and a^i^ 
last I finished it. People talk of it to thi^ 
day : but none can tell what the labor wac^.. 
who have not felt that snow and wind. 

Of the sheep upon the mountain, and t^K 
sheep upon the western farm, and the cati 
on the upper barrows, scarcely one in 
was saved, do what we would for them. A- i 
this was not through any neglect (now tt~a 
our wits were sharpened), but from the p^-^ 
impossibility of finding them at all. X*= 
great snow never ceased a moment for tl»-^" 
days and nights ; and then when all the ea*"™ 
was filled, and the topmost hedges were^ ^"^ 
seen, and the trees broke down with wei^3 
(wherever the wind had not lightened tU^-"-" 
a brilliant sun broke forth and showed- '^ 
loss of all our customs. 

All our house was quite snowed up^ ^^ 
cept where we had purged a way by dint? o 
constant shovelings. The kitchen w»» * 
dark, and darker, than the cider-cellar, »iwi 
long lines of furrowed scollops ran even ^jP 
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to the chimney-stacks. Several windows 
fell right inward, through the weight of the 
8Q0W against them ; and the few that stood 
bulged in, and hent like an old hrnised lan- 
tern. We were 'obliged to cook by candle- 
light; we were forced to read hy candle- 
light ; as for baking, we could not do it, be- 
cause the oven was too chill ; and a load of 
fagots only brought a little wet down the 
sides of it. 

For when the sun burst forth at last upon 
that world of white, what he brought was 
neither warmth, nor cheer, nor hope of soft- 
ening ; only a clearer shaft of cold, from the 
violent depths of sky. Long-drawn alleys 
of white haze seemed to lead toward him, 
yet such as he could not come down, with 
any warmth remaining. Broad white cur- 
tains of the frost-fog looped around the low- 
er sky, on the verge of hill and valley, and 
above the laden trees. Only round the sun 
himself, and the spot of heaven he claimed, 
clustered a bright purple -blue, clear, and 
calm, and deep. 

That night such a frost ensued as we had 
never dreamed of, neither read in ancient 
books, or histories of Frobisher. The ket- 
tle by the fire froze, and the crock upon the 
hearth-cheeks ; many men were killed, and 
cattle rigid in their head-ropes. Then I 
heard that fearful sound which never I had 
heard before, neither since have heard (ex- 
cept during that same winter), the sharp 
yet solemn sound of trees burst open by the 
fix)8t-blow. Our gTeat walnut lost three 
branches, and has been dying ever since ; 
though growing meanwhile, as the soul does. 
And the ancient oak at the cross was rent, 
^Dd many score of ash-trees. But why should 
I tell all this? the people who have have 
^ot seen it (as I have) will only make faces, 
^nd disbelieve, till such another frost comes, 
^^hich perhaps may never be. 

This terrible weather kept Tom Faggns 
^lom coming near our house for weeks ; at 
"^hich, indeed, I was not vexed a quarter so 
**iich as Annie was; for I had never half 
Approved of him as a husband for my sister, 
^n spite of his purchase from Squire Bassett, 
^ud the grant of the Royal pardon. It may 
'^, however, that Annie took the same view 
^^f my love for Lorna, and could not augur 
"^^ell of it ; but if so, she held her peace, 
Plough I was not so sparing. For many 
^^ings contributed to make me less good- 
humored now than my real nature was ; and 
^le very least of all these things would have 
^^een enough to make some people cross, and 
^^de, and fractious. I mean the red and 
"painful chapping of my face and hands, from 
"forking in the snow all day, and lying in 
tie frost all night. For being of a fair com- 
plexion, and a ruddy nature, and pretty 
plnmp withal, and fed on plenty of hot vict- 
^^\ and always forced by my mother to sit 
Nearer the fire than I wished, it was won- 



derful to see how the cold ran revel on my 
cheeks and knuckles. And I feared that 
Lorna (if it should ever please God to stop 
the snowing) might take this for a proof of 
low and rustic blood and breeding. 

And this, I say, was the smallest thing ; 
for it was far more serious that we were los- 
ing half our stock, do all we would to shel- 
ter them. Even the horses in the stabler 
(mustered altogether, for the sake of breath 
and steaming) had long icicles from their 
muzzles, almost every morning. But of an 
things the very gravest, to my apprehension, 
was the impossibility of hearing, or having 
any token, of or from my loved one. Not 
that those three days alone of snow (tremen- 
dous as it was) could have blocked the coun- 
try so ; but that the sky had never ceased, 
for more than two days at a time, for full 
three weeks thereafter, to pour fresh piles 
of fleecy mantle ; neither had the wind* re- 
laxed a single xLay from shaking them. As 
a rule, it snowed all day, cleared up at night, 
and froze intensely, with the stars as bright 
as jewels, earth spread out in lustrous twi- 
light, and the sounds in the air as sharp and 
crackling as artillery, then in the morning 
snow again, before the sun could come to 
help. 

It mattered not what way the wind was. 
Often and often the vanes went round, and 
we hoped for change of weather: the only 
change was that it seemed (if possible) to 
grow colder. Indeed, after a week or so, the 
wind would regularly box the compass (as 
the sailors call it) in the course of every day, 
following where the sun should be, as if to 
make a mock of him. And this, of course, 
immensely added to the peril of the drifts ; 
because they shifted every day, and no skill 
or care might learn them. 

I believe it was on Epiphany morning, or 
somewhere about that period, when Lizzie 
ran into the kitchen to me, where I was 
thawing my goose-grease, with the dogs 
among the ashes — the live dogs, I mean, not 
the iron ones, for them we had given up long 
ago — and having caught me, by way of won- 
der (for generally I was out shoveling long 
before my " young lady " had her night-cap 
off), she positively kissed me, for the sake of 
warming her lips, perhaps, or because she 
had something proud to say. 

" You great fool, John," said my lady, as 
Annie and I used to call her, on account of 
her airs and graces ; " what a pity you never 
read, John !" 

"Much use, I should think, in reading!" I 
answered, though pleased with her conde- 
scension ; " read, I suppose, with roof coming 
in, and only this chimney left sticking out 
of the snow !" 

" The very time to read, John," said Liz- 
zie, looking grander; "our worst troubles 
are the need, whence knowledge can deliver 
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" Am«n !" I cried out ; " are you parson or 
clerk ? Whichever you are, good-momiug." 

Thereupon I was bent on my usual round 
(a very small one nowadays), but Eliza took 
me with both hands, and I stopped of course; 
for I could not bear to shake the child, even 
in play, for a moment, because her back was 
tender. Then she looked up at me with her 
beautiful eyes, so large, unhealthy, and deli- 
cate, and strangely shadowing outward, as 
if to spread their meaning ; and she said, 

" Now, John, this is no time to joke. I 
was almost frozen in bed last night; and 
Auuie like an icicle. Feel how cold my 
hands are. Now, will you listen to what I 
have to read about climates ten times worse 
than this ; and where none but clever men 
can live ?" 

" Impossible for me to listen now, I have 
hundreds of things to see to ; bnt I will list- 
en after breakfast to your foreign climates, 
child. Now attend to mother's hot coffee." 

She looked a little disappointed, but she 
knew what I had to do ; and after all she 
was not so utterly unreasonable, although 
she did read books. And when I had done 
my morning's work, I listened to her patient- 
ly; and it was out of my, power to think 
that all she said was foolish. 

For I knew common sense pretty well by 
this time, whether it happened to be my own 
or any other person's, if clearly laid before 
me. And Lizzie had a particular way of set- 
ting forth very clearly whatever she wished 
to express and enforce. But the queerest 
part of it all was this : that if she could but 
have dreamed for a moment what would be 
the first application made by me of her les- 
son, she would rather have bitten her tongue 
off than help me to my purpose. 

She told me that in the "Arctic Regions," 
as they call some places a long way north, 
where the great bear lies all across the heav- 
ens, and no sun is up for whole months at a 
time, and yet where people will go explor- 
ing, out of pure contradiction, and for the 
sake of novelty, and love of being frozen — 
that here they always had such winters as 
we were having now. It never ceased to 
freeze she said, and it never ceased to snow, 
except when it was too cold ; and then all the 
air was choked with glittering spikes, and a 
man's skin might come off of him before he 
could ask the reason. Neyertheless the peo- 
ple^there (although the snow was fifty feet 
deep^and all their breath fell behind them 
frozen*,* like a log of wood dropped from their 
shoulders) managed to get along, and make 
the time of the year to each other, by a lit- 
tle cleverness. For seeing how the snow was 
spread lightly over every thing, covering up 
the hills and valleys, and the foreskin of the 
sea, they contrived a way to crown it, and 
to glide like a flake along. Through the 
sparkle of the whiteness, and the wreaths of 
wiDdy tossings, and the ups and downs of 



cold, any man might get along with a boat 
on either foot to prevent his sinking. 

She told me how these boats were made ; 
very strong and very light, of ribs with skin 
across them; five feet long and one foot 
wide, and turned up at each end, even as a 
canoe is. But she did not tell me, nor did 
I give it a moment's thought myself, how 
hard it was to walk upon them without early 
practice. Then she told me another thing 
equally useful to me ; although I would not 
let her see how much I thought about it. 
And this concerned the use of sledges, and 
their power of gliding, and the lightness of 
their following ; all of which I could see at 
once, through knowledge of our own farm- 
sleds, which we employ in lieu of wheels, 
used in flatter districts. When I had heard 
all this from her, a mere chit of a girl as she 
was, unfit to make a snowball even, or to fry 
snow-pancakes, I looked down on her with 
amazement, and began to wish a little that 
I had given more time to books. 

But God shapes all our fitness, and gives 
each man his meaning, even as he guides the 
wavering lines of snow descending. Our 
Eliza was meant for books ; our dear Annie 
for loving and cooking; I, John Hidd, for 
sheep, and wrestling, and the thought of 
Lorua ; and mother to love all three of us, 
and to make the best of her children. And 
now, if I must tell the truth, as at every 
page I try to do (though God knows it is 
hard enough), I had felt through all this 
weather, though my life was Lorna's, some- 
thing of a satisfaction in so doing duty to 
my kindest and best of mothers, and to none 
but her. For (if you come to think of it) 
a man's young love is very pleasant, very 
sweet, and tickling ; and takes liim through 
the core of heart, without his knowing how 
or why. Then he dwells upon it sideways, 
without people looking, and builds up all 
sorts of fancies, growing hot with working 
so at his own imaginings. So his love is a 
crystal Goddess, set upon an obelisk ; and 
whoever will not bow the knee (yet without 
glancing at her), the lover makes it a sacred 
rite either to kick or to stick him. I am 
not speaking of me and Lorna, but of com- 
mon people. 

Then (if you come to think again) lo— or 
I will not say lo I for no one can behold it 
— only feel, or but remember, what a real 
mother is. Ever loving, ever soft, ever turn- 
ing sin to goodness, vices into virtues ; blind 
to all nine-tenths of wrong ; through a tele- 
scope beholding (though herself so nigh to 
them) faintest decimal of promise, even in 
her vilest child. Heady to thank God again, 
as when her babe was born to her ; leaping 
(as at kingdom come) at a wandering sylla- 
ble of Gospel for her lost one. 

All this our mother was to us, and even 
more than all of this; and hence I felt a 
pride and joy in doing my sacred duty to 



LORNA DOONE. 



149 



ward her, now that the weather compelled 
me. And she was as grateful and delighted 
as if she bad no more claim upon me than a 
strauger's sheep might have. Yet from time 
to time I groaned within myself and by my- 
self at thinking of my sad debarment fi:om 
the sight of Lorna, and of aU that might 
have happened to her, now she had no pro- 
tection. 

Therefore I fell to at once, upon that hint 
from Lizzie ; and being nsed to thatching- 
work, and the making of traps, and so on, 
before very long I built myself a pair of 
. strong and light snow-shoes, framed with 
ash and ribbed of withy, with half-tanned 
calf-skin stretched across, and an inner sole 
to support my feet. At first I could not 
walk at all, but floundered about most pite- 
ously, catching one shoe in the other, and 
both of them in the snow-drifts, to the great 
amusement of the girls, who were come to 
look at me. But after a while I grew more 
expert, discovering what my errors were, 
and altering the inclination of the shoes 
themselves according to a print which Liz- 
zie found in a book of adventures. And this 
made such a difference, that I crossed the 
farm -yard and came back again (though 
turning was the worst t]|iing of all) without 
BO much as falling once, or getting my staff 
entangled. 

Bat oh, the aching of my ancles when I 
went to bed that night! I was forced to 
belp myself up stairs with a couple of mop- 
sticks; and I rubbed the joints with neats- 
foot oU, which comforted them greatly. 
Andhkely enough I would have abandoned 
any fai;ther trial, but for Lizzie's ridicule 
and pretended sympathy, asking if the strong 
John Eidd would have old Betty to lean 
wpou. Therefore I set to again, with a fixed 
i^olve not io notice pain or stiffiiess, but 
to warm them out of me. And sure enough, 
before dark that day I could get along pret- 
ty finely : especially improving every time, 
after leaving off and resting. The astonish- 
ment of poor John Fry, Bill Dadds, and Jem 
Slocombe, when they saw me coming down 
the hill upon them in the twilight, where 
they were clearing the furze-rick and truss- 
^g it for cattle, was more than I can tell 
you; because they did not let me see it, but 
ran away with one accord, and floundered 
into a snow-drift. They believed, and so 
did every one else (especially when I grew 
able to glide along pretty rapidly), that I 
had stolen Mother Melldrum's sieves, on 
which she was said to fly over the foreland 
at midnight every Saturday. 

Upon the following day I held some coun- 
cil with my mother ; not liking to go with- 
out her permission, yet scarcely daring to 
ask for it. But here she disappointed me, 
on the right side of disappointment ; saying 
that she had seen my pining (which she nev- 
4r could have done, because I had been too 



hard at work), and rather than watch me 
grieving so for somebody or other who now 
was all in all to me, I might go upon my 
course, and God's protection go with me! 
At this I was amazed, because it was not 
at all like mother ; and knowing how well I 
had behaved ever since the time of our snow- 
ing up, I was a little moved to tell her that 
she could not understand me. However, 
my sense of duty kept me, and my knowl- 
edge of the catechism, from saying such a 
thing as that, or even thinking twice of it. 
And so I took her at her word, which she 
was not prepared for ; and telling her how 
proud I was of her trust in Providence, and 
how I could run in my new snow-shoes, I 
took a short pipe in my mouth, and started 
forth accordingly. 



CHAPTER XLin. 

NOT TOO SOON. 

When I started on my road across the 
hills and valleys (which now were pretty 
much alike), the utmost I could hope to do 
was to gain the crest of hills, and look into 
the Doone Glen. Hence I might at least 
descry whether Lorna still was safe, by the 
six nests still remaining, and the ^'iew of the 
Captain's house. When I was come to the 
open Country, far beyond the sheltered home- 
stead, and in the full brunt of the wind, the 
keen blast of the cold broke on me, and the 
mighty breadth of snow. Moor and highland, 
field and common, cliff and vale and water- 
course, over all the rolling folds of misty 
whi te were flung. There was nothing square 
or jagged left, there was nothing perpendic- 
ular ; all the rugged lines were eased, and 
all the breaches smoothly filled. Curves, 
and mounds, and rounded heavings took the 
place of rock and stump ; and all the coun- 
try looked as if a woman's hand had been 
on it . 

Through the sparkling breadth of white, 
which seemed to glance my eyes away, and 
past the humps of laden trees, bowing their 
backs like a woodman, I contrived to get 
along, half sliding and half walking, in 
places where a plain - shodden man must 
have sunk, and waited freezing, tiU the thaw 
should come to him. For although there 
had been such violent frost every night upon 
the snow, the snow itself, having never thaw- 
ed, even for an hour, had never coated over. 
Hence it was as soft and light as if all had 
fallen yesterday. In places where no drift 
had been, but rather off than on to them, 
three feet was the least of depth : but where 
the wind had chased it round, or any draught 
led like a funnel, or any thing opposed it, 
there you might very safely say that it ran 
up to twenty feet, or thirty, or even fiffe^, 
and I "believe aoTafeWssvea ^"Vsswi^^:^ 
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At last I got to my spy-hill (as I had be- 
gun to call it), although I never should have 
known it but for what it looked on. And 
even to know this last again required all the 
eyes of love, soever sharp and vigilant. For 
all the beautiful Glen Doone (shaped from 
out the mountains, as if on purpose for the 
Dooues, and looking in the summer-time 
like a sharp-cut vase of green) now was be- 
snowed half up the sides, and at either end 

• ao, that it was more like the white basins 
wherein we boil plum - puddings. Not a 
patch of grass was there, not a black branch 
of a tree ; all was white ; and the little riv- 
er flowed beneath an arch of snow, if it 
managed to flow at all. 

Now this was a great surprise to me ; not 
only because I believed Glen Doone to be a 
place outside all frost, but also because I 
thought perhaps that it was quite impossible 
to be cold near Lorua. And now it struck 
me all at once that perhaps her ewer was 
frozen (as mine had been for the last three 
weeks, requiring embers around it), and 
perhaps her window w^ould not shut, any 
more than mine would, and perhaps she 
wanted blankets. This idea worked me up 
to such a chill of sympathy, that seeing no 
Doones now about, and doubting if any guns 
would go off in this state of the weather, and 
knowiug that no man could catch me up 
(except with shoes like mine), I even re- 
solved to slide the cliffs, and bravely go to 
Loroa. 

It helped me much in this resolve, that 
the snow came on again, thick enough to 
blind a man who had not spent his time 
among it, as I had done now for days and 
days. Therefore I took my neats-foot oil, 
which now was clogged like honey, and rub- 
bed it hard into my leg -joints, so far as I 
could reach them. And then I set my back 
and elbows well against a snow-drift hang- 
ing far adown the cliff, and saying some of 
the Lord^s Prayer, threw myself on Provi- 
dence. Before there was time to think or 
dream, I landed very beautifully upon a 
ridge of run-up snow in a quiet corner. My 
good shoes, or boots, preserved me from go- 
ing far beneath it ; though one of them was 
sadly strained, where a grub had gnawed 
the ash in the early summer-time. Havr 
ing set myself aright, and being in good 
spirits, I made boldly across the valley 
(where the snow was furrowed hard), being 
now afraid of nobody. 

If Lorna had looked out of the window, 
she would not have known me, with those 
boots upon my feet, and a well- cleaned 
sheep-skin over me, beariug my own (J. R.) 
in red just between my shoulders, but cov- 
ered now in snow-flakes. The house was 
partly drifted up, though not so much as 

oura was; and I crossed the little stream al- 
most without knowing that it was under 
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terference from the other huts, by virtue of 
the blinding snow and the difSculty of walk- 
ing, I examined all the windows ; but these 
were coated so with ice, like ferns and flow- 
ers and dazzling stars, that no one could so 
much as guess what might be inside of them. 
Moreover, I was afraid of prying narrowly 
into them, as it was not a proper thing 
where a maiden might be : only I wanted to 
know just this, whether she were there or 
not. 

Taking nothing by this movement, I was 
forced, much against my will, to venture to 
the door and knock in a hesitating manner, 
not being sure but what my answer might 
be the mouth of a carbine. However, it was 
not so ; for I heard a pattering of feet and a 
whispering going on, aud then a shrill voice 
through the key-hole a&king, "Who's there f ' 

" Only me, John Ridd," I answered ; upon 
which^I heard a little laughter, and a little 
sobbing, or something that was like it ; and 
then the door was opened about a couple of 
inches, with a bar behind it still ; and then 
the little voice went on, 

" Put thy finger in, young man, with the 
old ring oh it. But mind thee, if it be the 
wrong one, thou shalt never draw it back 
again." 

Laughing at Gwenny's mighty threat, I 
showed my finger in the opening; upon 
which she let me in, and barred the door 
again like lightning. 

"What is the meaning of all this, Gwen- 
ny ?" I asked, as I slipped about on the floor, 
for I could not stand there firmly with my 
great snow-shoes on. 

"Maning enough, and bad maning too,'' 
the Cornish girl made answer. " Us be shut 
in here, and starving, and durstn't let any 
body in upon us. I wish thou wer't good 
to ate, young man : I could manage most of 
thee.'' 

I was so frightened by her eyes, full of 
wolfish hunger, that I could only say, " Grood 
God!" having never seen the like before* 
Then drew I forth a large piece of breads 
which I had brought in case of accidents,, 
and placed it in her hands. She leaped a1> 
it as a starving dog leaps at sight of hi» 
supper, and she set her teeth in it, and then, 
withheld it from her lips with something 
very like an oath at her own vile greedi" 
ness ; and then away around the comer with. 
it, no doubt for her young mistress. I mean^ 
while was occupied, to the best of my abil- 
ity, in taking my show -shoes off, yet won— 
dering much within myself why Lorna did. 
not come to me. 

But presently I knew the cause ; for Gwen- 
ny called me, and I ran, and found my dar- 
ling quite unable to say so much as, " John, 
how are you?" Between the hunger, and 
the cold, and the excitement of my coming, 
she had fainted away, and lay back on a 
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betwixt her delicate lips Gweuny was thrust- 
iug with all her strength the hard brown 
crust of the rye bread which she hadsuatched 
from me so. ^ 

" Get water, or get snow," I said ; " don't 
yon know what fainting is, you very stupid 
chUd ?" 

" Never heered on it in Cam wall," she an- 
swered, trusting still to the bread ; " be un 
the same as bleeding ?" 

" It will be directly, if you go on squeez- 
ing away with that crust so. Eat a piece : 
I have got some more. Leave my darling 
now to me." 

Hearing that I had some more, the starving 
girl could resist no longer, but tore it in two, 
and had swallowed half before I had coaxed 
my Lorna back to sense, and hope, and joy, 
and love. 

"I never expected to see you again. I 
had made up my mind to die, John ; and to 
die without your'knowing it." 

As I repelled this fearful thought in a 
manner highly fortifying, the tender hue 
flowed back again into her famished cheeks 
and lips, and a softer brilliance glistened 
from the depth of her dark eyes. She gave 
me one little shrunken hand, and I could not 
help a tear for it. 

"After all. Mistress Lorna," I said, pre- 
tending to be gay, for a smile might do her 
good, " you do not love me as Gwenny does; 
for she even wanted to eat me." 

"And shall, afore I have done, young 
man," Gwenny answered, laughing; "you 
come in here with they red chakes, and 
make us think o' sirloin." 

" Eat up your bit of brown bread, Gwen- 
ny. It is not good enough for your mis- 
tress. Bless her heart, I have something 
here such as she never tasted the like of, 
being in such appetite. Look here, Lorna ; 
smell it first. I have had it ever since 
Twelfth-day, and kept it all the time for 
you. Annie made it. That is enough to 
warrant it good cooking." 

And then I showed my great mince -pie 
in a bag of tissue-paper, and I told them 
how the mince -meat was made of golden 
pippins finely shred, with the under-cut of 
the sirloin, and spice and fruit according- 
ly and far beyond my knowledge. But Lor- 
na would not touch a morsel until she had 
thanked God for it, and given me the kind- 
est kiss, and put a piece in Gwenny's mouth. 

I have eaten many things myself, with 
very great enjoyment, and keen perception 
of their merits, and some thanks to God for 
them. But I never did enjoy a thing that 
had fonnd its way between my own lips half 
or even a quarter as much as I now enjoyed 
beholding Lorna, sitting proudly upward 
(to show that she was faint no more), enter- 
ing into that mince-pie, and moving all her 
pearls of teeth (inside her little mouth-place) 
oxactlj as I told her. For I was afraid leat 



she should be too fast in going through it, 
and cause herself more damage so than she 
got of nourishment. But I had no need to 
fear at all, and Loma could not help laugh- 
ing at me for thinking that she had no self-* 
control. 

Some creatures require a deal of food (I 
myself among the number), and some can 
do with a very little; making, no doubt, 
the best of it. And I have often noticed 
that the plumpest and most perfect women 
never eat so hard and fast as the skinny 
and three-cornered ones. These last be oft- 
en ashamed of.it, and eat most when the 
men be absent. Hence it came to pass that 
Loma, being the loveliest of all maidens, 
had as much as she conld do to finish her 
own half of pie ; whereas Gwenny Carfax 
(though generous more than greedy) ate up 
hers without winking, after finishing the 
brown loaf; and then I begged to know the 
meaning of this state of things. 

" The meaning is sad enough," said Lorna; 
" and I see no way out of it. We are both 
to be starved until I let them do what they 
like with me." 

" That is to say, until you choose to marry 
Carver Doone, and be slowly killed by him." 

" Slowly ! No, John, quickly. I hate him 
so intensely, that less than a week would kill 
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me. 

" Not a doubt of that," said Gwenny : " oh, 
she hates him nicely then : but not half so 
much as I do." 

I told them both that this state of things 
could be endured no longer ; on which point 
they agreed with me, but saw no means to 
help it. For even if Lorna could make up 
her mind to come away with me and live at 
Plover's Barrows farm, under my good moth- 
er's care, as I had urged so often, behold the 
snow was all around us, heaped as high as 
mountains; and how could any delicate 
maiden ever get across it f 

Then I spoke, with a strange tingle upon 
both sides of my heart, knowing that this 
undertaking was a serious one for all, and 
might burn our farm down. 

" If I warrant to take you safe, and with- 
out much fright or hardship, Lorna, will you 
come with me f " 

" To be sure I will, dear," said- my beauty, . 
with a smile, and a glance to follow it ; "I 
have small alternative — to starve, or go with 
you, John." 

" Gwenny, have you courage for it ? Will 
you come with your young mistress ?" 

" Will I stay behind ?" cried Gwenny, in 
a voice that settled it. And so we began to 
arrange about it ; and I was much excited. 
It was useless now to leave it longer: if 
it could be done at all, it could not be too 
quickly done. It was the Counselor who 
had ordered after all other schemes baA. 
failed, t\iafe \na m<5>Ci^ ^wi5A.\ssw^ib ts» \q«^ 
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ly watched the honse^ taking tnms with 
Carver, to insure that none came nigh it 
bearing food or comfort. But this evening 
they had thought it needless to remain on 
guard ; aiid it would have been impossible, 
because themselves were busy offering high 
festival to all the valley, in right of their 
own commandership. And Gwenny said 
that nothing made her so nearly mad with 
appetite as the account she received from a 
woman of all the dishes preparing. Never- 
theless, she had answered bravely — 

<' Gk> and tell the Counselor, and go and 
tell the Carver, who sent you to spy upon 
us, that we shall have a finer dish than any 
set before them." And so, in truth, they 
did, althoagh so little dreaming it ; for no 
Doone that was ever born, however much 
of a Carver, might vie with our Annie for 
mince-meat. 

Now while we sat, reflecting much, and 
talking a good deal more, in spite of all the 
cold — ^for I never was in a hurry to go, when 
I had Lorna with me — she said, in her sil- 
very voice, which always led me so along, 
as if I were slave to a beautiful bell, 

" Now, John, we are wasting time, dear. 
Ton have praised my hair till it curls with 
pride, and my eyes till you can not see them, 
even if they are brown diamonds, which I 
have heard for the fiftieth time at least; 
though I never saw such a jewel. Don't 
you think that it is high time to put on 
your snow-shoes, John ?" 

" Certainly not," I answered, " till we have 
settled something more. I was so cold when 
I came in ; and now I am as warm as a crick- 
et. And so are you, you lively soul ; though 
you are not upon my hearth yet." 

" Remember, John," said Lorna, nestling 
for a moment to me ; " the severity of the 
weather makes a great difierence between 
us. And you must never take advantages." 

'^ I quite understand all that, dear. And 
the harder it freezes the better, while that 
understanding continues. Now do try to 
be serious." 

" I try to be serious I And I have been 
trying fifty times, and could not bring you 
to it, John ! Although I am sure the situ- 
ation, as the Counselor always says, at the 
beginning of a speech, the situation, to say 
the least, is serious enough for any thing. 
Come, Gwenny, imitate him." 

Gwenny was famed for her imitation of 
the Counselor making a speech; and she 
began to shako her hair, and mount upon a 
footstool ; but I really could not have this, 
though even Lorna ordered it. The truth 
was that my darling maiden was in such 
wild spirits at seeing me so unexpected, and 
at the prospect of release, and of what she 
had never known, quiet life and happiness, 
that, like all warm and loving natures, she 
coald scarce control beraelf. 

'Come to this frozen window, John, and 
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see them light the stack-fire. They will lit- 
tle know who looks at them. Now be very 
good, John. You stay in that corner, dear, 
and I will stand on this side ; and try to 
breathe yourself a peep-hole through the 
lovely spears and banners. Oh, you don't 
know how to do it. I must do it for you. 
Breathe three times like that, and that; 
and then you rub it with your fingers be- 
fore it has time to freeze again." 

All this she did so beautifully, with her 
lips put up like cherries, and her fingers 
bent half back, as only girls can bend them, 
and her little waist thrown out against the 
white of the snowed-up window, that I made 
her do it three times over; and I stopped 
her every time, and let it freeze again, that 
so she might be the longer. Now I knew 
that all her love was mine, every bit as 
much as mine was hers; yet I must have 
her to show it, dwelling ppon every proof, 
lengthening out all certainty. Perhaps the 
jealous heart is loath to own a life worth 
twice its own. Be that as it may, I know 
that we thawed the window nicely. 

And then I saw far down the stream (or 
rather down the bed of it, for there was no 
stream visible), a little form of fire arising, 
red, and dark, and flickering. Presently it 
caught on something, and went upward bold- 
ly ; and then it struck into many forks, and 
then it fell, and rose again. 

"Do you know what all that is, John?" 
asked Lorna, smiling cleverly at the manner 
of my staring. 

*^ How on earth should I know T Papists 
bum Protestants in the flesh ; and Protest- 
ants burn Papists in effigy, as we mock them. 
Lorna, are they going to' bum any one to- 
night ?" 

" No, you dear. I must rid you of these 
things. I see that you are bigoted. The 
Doones are firing Dunkery beacon, to cele- 
brate their new captain." 

" But how could they bring it here through 
the snow ? If they have sledges, I can do 
nothing." 

" They brought it before the snow began. 
The moment poor grandfather was gone, 
even before his funeral, the young men, hav- 
ing none to check them, began at once upon 
it. They had always borne a grudge against 
it; not that it ever did them harm, but 
because it seemed so insolent. * Can't a gen« 
tleman go home without a smoke behind 
him V I have often heard them saying. And 
thongh they have done it no serious harm, 
since they threw the firemen on the fire 
many, many years ago, t^ey have often prom- 
ised to bring it here for their candle ; and 
now they have done it. Ah, now look ! The 
tar is kindled." 

Though Lorna took it so in joke, I look- 
ed upon it very gravely, knowing that this 
beavy OTxtrage to the feelings of the neigh- 
i \>orhood ^otxVQl quobi^ mot^ ^Xhi \Xi^\\. ^ "hnn- 
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died sheep stolen, or a score of houses sack- 
ed. Not of course that the heacon was of 
the smallest use to any one, neither stopped 
any body from stealing : nay, rather it was 
like the parish knell, which begins when all 
is over, and depresses all the survivors ; yet 
I knew that we valued it, and were proud, 
and spoke of it as a mighty institution ; and 
even more than that, our vestry had voted, 
within the last two years, seven shillings 
and sixpence to pay for it, in proportion 
with other parishes. And one of the men 
who attended to it, or at least who was paid 
for doing so, was our Jem Slocombe's grand- 
father. 

However, in spite of all my regrets, the 
fire went up very merrily, blazing red and 
white and yellow, as it leaped on different 
things. And the light danced on the snow- 
drifts with a misty lilac hue. I was aston- 
ished at its burning in such mighty depths 
of snow ; but Gwentay said that the wicked 
men had been three days hard at work, 
clearing, as it were, a cock-pit, for their fii'e 
to have its way. And now they had a 
mighty pile, which must have covered five 
land-yards square, heaped up to a goodly 
height, and eager to take fire. 

In this I saw great obstacle to what I 
Xvisbed to manage. For when this pyramid 
should be kindled thoroughly, and pouring 
light and blazes round, would not all the 
valley be like a white room full of candles t 
Thinking thus, I was half inclined to abide 
tny time for another night ; and then my 
second thoughts convinced me that I would 
be a fool in thi%. For lo, what an opportu- 
nity! All tfie Doones would be drunk, of 
Cionrse, in about three hours' time, and get- 
ting more and more in drink as the night 
^-ent on. As for the fire, it must sink in 
ft'bont three hours or more, and only cast un- 
certain shadows friendly to my purpose. And 
tlien the outlaws must cower round it as the 
cold increased on them, helping the weight 
of the liquor ; and in their jollity any noise 
'w^onld be cheered as a false alarm. Most of 
all, and which decided once for all my action, 
'^hen these wild and reckless villains should 
l>e hot with ardent spirits, what was door or 
'Wall to stand betwixt them and my Loma ? 
This thought quickened me so much that 
X touched my darling reverently, and told 
lier in a few short words how I hoped to 
manage it. 

" Sweetest, in two hours' time, I shall be 

again with you. Keep the bar tip, and have 

Owenny ready to answer any one. You are 

safe while they are dining, dear, and drink- 

izig healths, and all that stuff; and before 

they have done with that, I shall be again 

"^th you. Have every thing you care to 

^ke in a very little compass ; and Gwenny 

JJinst have no baggage. I shall knock loud, 

And then wait a little : and then knock twice 



With this, I folded her in my arms, and 
she looked frightened at me, not having per- 
ceived her danger ; and then I told Gwenny 
over again what I had told her mistress ; but 
she only nodded her head, and said, '^ Young 
man, go and teach thy grandmother.'' 



CHAPTER XLIV. 

BROUGHT HOME AT LAST. 

To my great delight, I found that the 
weather, not often friendly to lovers, and 
lately seeming so hostile, had in the most 
important matter done me a signal service. 
For when I had promised to take my love 
from the power of those wretches, the only 
way of escape apparent lay through the 
main Doone-gate. For though I might 
climb the cliffs myself, especially with the 
snow to aid me, I durst not try to fetch Lor- 
na up them, even if she were not half-starved, 
as well as partly frozen ; and as for Gwen- 
ny's door, as we called it (that is to say, the 
little entrance from the wooded hollow), it 
was snowed up long ago to the level of the 
hills around. Therefore I was at my wit's 
end how to get them out; the passage by 
the Doone-gate being long, and dark, and 
difficult, and leading to such a weary circuit 
among the snowy moors and hills. 

But now, being homeward bound by the 
shortest possible track, I slipped along be« 
tween the bonfire and the boundary cliffs, 
where I found a caved way of snow behind 
a sort of avalanche : so that if the Doones 
had been keeping watch (which they were 
not doing, but reveling) they could scarcely 
have discovered me. And when I came to 
my old ascent, where I had often scaled the 
cliff and made across the mountains, it struck 
me that I would just have a look at my first 
and painful entrance, to wit, the water-sUde. 
I never for a moment imagined that this 
could help me now ; for I never had dared 
to descend it, even in the finest weather ; 
still, I had a- curiosity to know what my old 
friend was like, with so much snow upon 
him. But, to my very great surprise, there 
was scarcely any snow there at all, though 
plenty curling high overhead from the cliff, 
like bolsters over it. Probably the sweep- 
ing of the north-east wind up the narrow 
chasm had kept the showers from blocking 
it, although the water had no power under 
the bitter grip of frost. All my water-slide 
was now less a slide than path of ice ; fur- 
rowed where the waters ran over fluted 
ridges ; seamed where wind had tossed and 
combed them, even while congealing; and 
crossed with little steps wherever the freez- 
ing torrent lingered. And here and there 
the ice was fibred ^w\\?q. W^^ \?t«Ok. <2?l ^«fi^^^ 
weed. sVantVng itom \i^aft «v^<b,^T^^"a^^^R^^^*ft 
aa to ma\Le Tfta1a."afe-^\aft^. 
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Lo, it was easy track and channel^ as if 
for the very purpose made, down which I 
could guide my sledge, with Lorna sitting 
in it. There were only two things to be 
feared; one lest the rolls of snow above 
should fall in and bury us; the other lest 
we shovUd rush too fast, and so be carried 
headlong into the black whirlpool at the 
bottom, the middle of which was still un- 
frozen, and looking more horrible by the 
contrast. Against this danger I made pro- 
vision, by fixing a stout bar across ; but of 
the other we must take our chance, and trust 
ourselves to Providence. 

I hastened home at my utmost speed, and 
told my mother for God's sake to keep the 
house up till my return, and to have plenty 
of fire blazing, and plenty of water boiling, 
and food enough hot for a dozen people, and 
the best bed aired with the warming-pan. 
Dear mother smiled softly at my excitement, 
though her own was not much less, I am 
sure, and enhanced by sore anxiety. Then 
I gave very strict directions to Annie, and 
praised her a little, and kissed her ; and I 
even endeavored to flatter Eliza, lest she 
should be disagreeable. 

After this I took some brandy, both with- 
in and about me ; the former, because I had 
sharp work to do ; and the latter in fear of 
whatever might happen, in such great cold, 
to my comrades. Also I carried some other 
provisions, grieving much at their coldness ; 
and then I went to the upper liuhay, and 
took our new light pony-sled, which had 
been made almost as much for pleasure as 
for business ; though God only knows how 
our girls could have found any pleasure in 
bumping along so. On the snow, however, 
it ran as sweetly as if it had been made for 
it ; yet I durst not take the pony with it ; 
in the first place, because his hoofs would 
break through the ever-shifting surface of 
the light and piling snow; and secondly, 
because those ponies, coming from the for- 
est, have a dreadful trick of neighing, and 
most of all in frosty weather. 

Therefore I girded my own. body with a 
dozen turns of hay-rope, twisting both the 
ends in under at the bottom of my breast, 
and winding the hay on the skew a little, 
that the hempen thong might not slip be- 
tween, and so cut me in the drawing. I put 
a good piece of spare rope in the sled, and 
the cross-seat with the back to it, which 
was stuffed with our own wool, as well as 
two or three fur-coats : and then, just as I 
was starting, out came Annie, in spite of 
the cold, panting for fear of missing me, 
and with nothing on her head, but a lantern 
In one hand. 

" Oh, John, here is the most wonderful 

thing I Mother has never shown it before ; 

and I can't think ho^ she could make up her 

mind. She had gotten it in a great well of 

a cupboard, with camphor, and spirits, and 



lavender. Lizzie says it is a most magnifi- 
cent seal-skin cloak, worth fifty pounds, oz 
a farthing." 

^^ At any rate, ic is soft and warm," said I, 
very calmly flinging it into the bottom of 
the sled. " Tell mother I will put it over 
Lorna's feet." 

" Loma's feet ! Oh you great fool I" cried 
Annie^ for the first time reviling me : *^ over 
her shoulders ; and be proud, you very stupid 
John." 

" It is not good enough for her feet ;" I 
answered, with strong emphasis ; " but don't 
tell mother I said so, Annie. Only thank 
her very kindly." 

With that I drew my traces hard, and set 
my ashen staff into the snow, and struck 
out with my best foot foremost (the best 
one at snow-shoes, I mean), and the sled 
came after me as .lightly as a dog might fol- 
low ; and Annie, with the lantern, seemed to 
be left behind and waiting, like a pretty 
lamp-post. 

The full moon rose as bright behind me 
as a paten of pure silver, casting on the 
snow long shadows of the few things left 
above, burdened rock, and shaggy foreland, 
and the laboring trees. In the great wide 
desolation, distance was a mocking vision : 
hills looked nigh, and valleys far; when 
hills were far and valleys nigh. And the 
misty breath of frost, piercing through the 
ribs of rock, striking to the pith of trees, 
creeping to the heart of man, lay along the 
hollow places, like a serpent sloughing. 
Even as my own gaunt shadow (travestied 
as if I were the moonlight's daddy-longlegs) 
went before me down the slope ; even I, the 
shadow's master, who had tried in vain to 
cough, when coughing brought good liquor- 
ice, felt a pressure on my bosom, and a husk- 
ing in my throat. 

However, I went on quietly^ and at a very 
tidy speed ; being only too thankful that 
the snow had ceased, and no wind as yet 
arisen. And from the ripg of low white va- 
por girding all the verge of sky, and firom 
the rosy blue above, and the shafts of star- 
light set upon a quivering bow, as well as 
from the moon itself and the light behind 
it, having learned the signs of frost from its 
bitter twinges, I knew that we should have 
a night as keen as ever England felt. Nev- 
ertheless, I had work enough to keep me 
warm if I managed it. The question was, 
could I contrive to save my darling from it t 

Daring not to risk my sled by any fall from 
the valley cliffs, I dragged it very carefully 
up the steep incline of ice, through the nar- 
row chasm, and so to the very brink and verge 
where first I had seen my Lorna, in the fish- 
ing-days of boyhood. As then I had a tri- 
dent fork, for sticking of the loaches, so now 
I had a strong ash stake to lay across from 
rock to rock, and break the speed of descend- 
\ ing. Vir\t\i t\i^al Tooat^^XJaa ^'^A c^jiite safe, 
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at the very lip of the chasm, where all was 
now substantial ice, green aud black in the 
moonlight ; and then I set off up the valley, 
skirting along one side of it. 

The stack-fire still was burning strongly, 
but with more of heat than blaze ; aud many 
of the younger Doones were playing on the 
verge of it, the children making rings of fire, 
and their mothers watching them. All the 
grave and reverend warriors, having heard 
of rheumatism, were inside of log and stone, 
in the two lowest houses, with enough of 
candles burning to make our list of sheep 
come short. 

All these I passed without the smallest 
risk or difficulty, walking up the channel of 
drift which I spoke of once before. Aud 
then I crossed with more of care, and to the 
door of Lorna's house, and made the sign, 
and listened, after taking my show-shoes off. 

But no one came as I expected, neither 
could I espy a light. And ][ seemed to hear 
a faint low sound, like the moaning of the 
enow- wind. Then I knocked again moie 
loudly, with a knocking at my heart ; and 
receiving no answer, set all my power at 
once against the door. In a moment it flew 
inward, and I glided along the passage, with 
my feet still slippery. There in Loma's room 
I saw, by the moonlight flowing in, a sight 
which drove me beyond sense. 

Lorn a was behind a chair, crouching in 
the corner with her hands up, aud a crucifix, 
or something that looked like it. In the 
middle of the room lay Gwenny Carfax, stu- 
pid, yet with one hand clutching the ankle 
of a struggling man. Another man stood 
above my Lorna, trying to draw the chair 
away. In a moment I had him round the 
waist, and he went out of the window with 
a mighty crash of glass; li:^ckily for him 
that window had no bars like some of them. 
Then I took the other man by the neck ; and 
he could not plead for mercy. I bore him 
out of the house as lightly as I would bear a 
baby, yet squeezing his throat a little more 
than I fain would do to an infant. By the 
bright moonlight, I saw that I carried Mar- 
wood de Whichehalse. For his father's sake 
I spared him, and because he had been my 
school-fellow : bnt with every muscle of my 
body strung with indignation, I cast him, 
like a skittle, from me into a snow-drift, 
which closed over him. Then I looked for 
the other fellow, tossed through Lorna's 
window ; and found him lying stunned and 
bleeding, neither able to groan yet. Oharle- 
worth Doone, if his gushing blood did not 
much mislead me. 

It was no time to linger now : I fastened 
my shoes in a moment, and caught up my 
own darling, with her head upon my shoul- 
der, where she whispered faintly ; and tell- 
ing Gwenny to follow me, or else I would 
eome back for her if she could not walk the 
snowj I ran the whole diaUtace to my sled, 



caring not who might follow me. Then by 
the time I had set up Lorna, beautiful and 
smiling, with the seal-skin cloak all over her, 
sturdy Gwenny came along, having trudged 
in the track of my snow-shoes, althongh with 
two bags on her back. I set her in beside 
her mistress, to support her, and keep warm ; 
and then with one look back at the glen, 
which had been so long my home of heart, I 
hung behind the sled, and launched it down 
the steep and dangerous way. 

Though the cliffs were black above us, 
and the road unseen in front, and a great 
white grave of snow might at a single word 
come down, Lorna was as calm and happy 
as an infant in i^s bed. She knew that I 
was with her; and when I told her not to 
speak, she touched my hand in silence. 
Gwenny was in a much greater fright, hay- 
ing never seen such a thing before, neither 
knowing what it is to yield to pure love's 
confidence. I could hardly keep her quiet^ 
without making a noise myself. With my 
staff from rock to rock, and my weight 
thrown backward, I broke the sled's too rap^ 
id way, and brought my grown love safely 
out, by the self-same road which first had 
led me to her girlish fancy^ and my boyish 
slavery. 

Unpnrsued. yet looking back as if some 
one must be after us, we skirted round the 
black whirling pool, and gained the mead- 
ows beyond it. Here there was hard collar- 
work, the track being all up-hill and rough; 
and Gwenny wanted to jump out, to lighten 
the sled and to push behind. But I would 
not hear of it ; because it was now so dead- 
ly cold, and I feared that Lorna might get 
frozen without having Gwenny to keep her. 
warm. And after all, it was the sweetest 
labor I had ever known in all my life, to be 
sure that I was palling Lorna, and pulling 
her to our own farm-house. 

Gwenny's nose was touched with frost be- 
fore we had gone much farther, because she 
would not keep it quiet and snug beneath 
the seal-skin. And here I had to stop in the 
moonlight (which was very dangerous) and 
rub it with a clove of snow, as Eliza had 
taught me; and Gwenny scolding all the 
time as if myself had frozen it. Lorna was 
now so far oppressed with all the troubles 
of the evening, and the joy that followed 
them, as well as by the piercing cold and 
difficulty of breathing, that she lay quite 
motionless, like fairest wax in the moon- 
light — when we stole a glance at her, be- 
neath the dark folds of the cloak; and I 
thought that she was falling into the heavy 
snow-sleep, whence there is no awaking. 

Therefore I drew my traces tight, aud set 
my whole strength to the business ; aud we 
slipped along at a merry pace, although 
with many jolt\.\i^i&,^\i\.OcLTsv\is>\»\i»?^^ ^s«oi^ 
my dating o\it Va\.o \X:vfe c^^^w^ss^-^^S^^^"^"^ 
1 for tlie Bhoxt, Bfeto\\^ «5m q1 ^^^-oss^* ^>»J^ 
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so in about an hour's time, in spite of many 
binderances, we came borne to the old court- 
yard, and all the dogs saluted us. My heart 
was quiveriug, and my cheeks as hot as the 
Doones' bonfire, with wondering both what 
Loma would think of our farm-yard, and 
what my mother would think of her. Upon 
the former subject my anxiety was wasted ; 
for Lorna neither saw a thing, nor even 
opened her heavy eyes. And as to what 
mother would think of her, she was certain 
not to think at all until she had cried over 
her. 

And so, indeed, it came to pass. Even at 
this length of time I can hardly tell it, al- 
though so bright before my mind, because 
it moves my hefirt so. The sled was at the 
open door, with only Loma in it : for Gwen- 
ny Carfax had jumped out, and hung back 
in the clearing, giving any reason rather 
than the only true one — that she would not 
be intruding. At the door were all our peo- 
ple ; first, of course, Betty Mux worthy, teach- 
ing me how to draw the sled, as if she had 
been born in it, and flourishing with a great 
broom wherever a speck of snow lay. Then 
dear Annie, and old Molly (who was very 
quiet, and counted almost for nobody), and 
behind them mother, looking as if she want- 
ed to come first, but doubted how the man- 
ners lay. In the distance Lizzie stood, fear- 
ful of encouraging, but unable to keep out 
of it. 

Betty was going to poke her broom right 
In under the seal-skin cloak, where Loma 
lay unconscious, and where her precious 
breath hung frozen, like a silver cobweb ; 
but I caught up Betty's broom, and flung it 
eleanaway over the corn-chamber ; and then 
I put the others by, and fetched my mother 
forward. 

" You shall see her first," I said ; " is she 
not your daughter? Hold the light there, 
Annie." 

Dear mother's hands were quick and 
trembling, as she opened the shining folds ; 
and there she saw my Loma sleeping, with 
her black hair all disheveled, and she bent 
and kissed her forehead, and only said, " God 
bless, her, John!" And then she was taken 
with violent weeping, and I was forced to 
hold her. 

"Us may tich of her now, I rackon," said 
Betty, in her most jealous way : " Annie, tak 
her by the head, and 111 tak her by the 
toesen. No taime to stand here like girt 
gawks. Don'eo tak on zo, missus. Ther 
be vainer vish in the zea — Lor, but her be 
a booty !" 

With this, they carried her into the house, 

Betty chattering all the while, and going on 

now about Lorna's hands, and the others 

crowding round her, so that I thought I was 

not wanted among bo many women, and 

J^^^^aJd only get the worst of it, and perhaps 

ao iiarm to my darling. Therefore I went 



and brought Gwenny in and gave her a pot- 
ful of bacon and peas, and an iron spoon to 
ett^. it with, which she did right heartily. 

Then I asked her how she could have been 
such a fool as to let those two vile fellows 
enter the house where Loma was ; and she 
accounted for it so naturally that I could 
only blame myself. For my agreement had 
been to give one loud knock (if you hap- 
pen to remember), and after that two little 
knocks. Well, these two drunken rogues 
had come; and one, being very drunk in- 
deed, had given a great thump, and then 
nothing more to do with it ; and the other, 
being three-quarters drunk, had followed his 
leader (as one might say) but feebly, and 
making two of it. Whereupoif up jumped 
Loma, and declared that her John was 
there. 

All this Gwenny told me shortly, between 
the whiles of eating, and even while she 
licked the spoon; and then there came a 
message for me that my love was sensible, 
and was seeking all around for me. Then I 
told Gwenny to hold her tongue (whatever 
she did, among us), and not to trust to wom- 
en's words ; and she told me they all were 
liars, as she had found out long ago ; and 
the only thing to believe in was an honest 
man when found. Thereupon I could have 
kissed her, as a sort of tribute, liking to be 
appreciated ; yet the peas upon her lips 
made me think about it ; and thought is 
fatal to action. So I went to see my dear. 

That sight I shall not forget, till my dy- 
ing head falls back, and my breast can lift 
no more. I know not whether I were then 
more blessed, or harrowed by it. For in the 
settle was my Loma, propped with pillows 
round her, and her clear hands spread some- 
times to the blazing fire-place. In her eyes 
no knowledge was of any thing around her, 
neither in her neck the sense of leaning 
toward any thing. Only both her lovely 
hands were entreating something to spare 
her, or to love her ; and the lines of suppli- 
cation quivered in her sad, white face. 

"All go away except my mother," I said 
very quietly, but so that I would be obeyed ; 
and every body knew it. Then mother came 
to me alone ; and she said, " The frost is in 
her brain ; I have heard of this before, John.'* 
" Mother, I will have it out," was all that I 
could answer her; "leave her to me alto- 
gether ; only you sit there and watch." For 
I felt that Loma knew me, and no other soul 
but me ; and that if not interfered with, she 
would soon come home to me. Therefore I 
sat gently by her, leaving Nature, as it were, 
to her own good time and will. And pres- 
ently the glance that watched me, as at dis- 
tance and in doubt, began to flutter and to 
brighten, and to deepen into kindness, then 
to beam with trust and love, and then with 
gathering teaTO to i«\\«t, «i\^ v[\ ^liame to 
I turn away. "Butt^ift «,ifa%Xi«vi\3tfe'aX^Ti^\i^^^ 
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foand their way, as if by iustiDct, to my 
great protecting palms, and trembled there, 
and rested there. 

For a little while we lingered thus, nei- 
ther wishing to move away, neither caring to 
look beyond the presence of the other ; both 
alike so full of hope, and comfort, and true 
happiness, if only the world would let us 
be. And then a little sob disturbed us, and 
mother tried to make believe that she was 
only coughing. But Loma, guessing who 
she was, jumped up so very rashly that she 
almost set her frock on fire from the great 
ash-log; and away she ran to the old oak 
chair, where mother was by the clock-case 
pretending to be knitting, and she took the 
work from mother's hands, and laid them 
both upon her head, kneeling humbly and 
looking up. 

"God bless you, my fair mistress P said 
mother, bending nearer ; and then, as Lorna's 
gaze prevailed, "God bless you, my sweet 
child !" 

And so she went to mother's heart by the 
very nearest road, even as she had come to 
mine ; I mean the road of pity, smoothed by 
grace, and youth^ and gentleness. 



CHAPTER XLV. 

A CHANGE LONG NEEDED. 

Jeremy Stickles was gone south, ere 
ever the frost set in, for the purpose of mus- 
tering forces to attack the Doone Glen. 
But of course this weather had put a stop 
to every kind of movement ; for even if men 
could have borne the cold, they could scarce- 
ly be brought to face the perils of the snow- 
drifts. And, to tell the truth, I cared not 
bow long this weather lasted, so long as we 
had enough to eat, and could keep ourselves 
, £:om freezing. Not only that I did not want 
Master Stickles back again, to make more 
disturbances, but also that the Doones could 
not come, prowling after Lorna, while the 
snow lay piled between us, with the surface 
soft and dry. Of course they would very 
soon discover where their lawful queen was, 
although the track of sled and snow-shoes 
had been^'quite obliterated by another show- 
er before the revelers could have grown half 
as drunk as they intended. ' But Marwood 
de Whichehalse, who had been snowed up 
among them (as Gwenny said), after helping 
to. strip the beacon, that young Squire was 
almost certain to have recognized me, and 
to have told vile Carver. And it gave me 
no little pleasure to think how mad that 
Carver must be with me for robbing him of 
the lovely bride whom he was starving into 
matrimony. However, I was not pleased at 
all with the prospect of the consequences, 
bnt set all hands on to threah the com ere 
ihe JDoonea could come and bum the ricks. 



For I knew that they could not come yet, 
inasmuch as eyen a forest pony could not 
traverse the country, much less the heavy 
horses needed to carry such men as they 
were. And hundreds of the forest ponies 
died in this hard weather, some being buried 
in the snow, ai^d more of them starved for 
want of grass. 

Going through this state of things, and 
laying down the law about it (subject to 
correction), I very soon persuaded Lorna 
that for the present she was sate, and (which 
made her still more happy) that she was not 
only welcome, but as gladdening to our eyes 
as the flowers of May. Of course, so far as 
regarded myself, this was not a huudiedth 
part of the real truth ; and even as regarded 
others, I might have said it ten times over. 
For Lorna had so won them all by her kind 
and gentle ways, and her mode of hearken- 
ing to every body's trouble and replying 
without words, as well as by her beauty and 
simple grace of all things, that I could al- 
most wish sometimes the rest would leave 
her more to me. But mother could not do 
enough, aud Annie almost worshiped her ; 
and even Lizzie could not keep her bitter- 
ness tpward her, especially when she found 
that Loma knew as much of books as need 
be. 

As for John Fry, and Betty, and Molly, 
they were a perfect plague when Loma 
came into the kitchen. For betwixt their 
<}uriosity to see a live Doone in the flesh 
(when certain not to eat them), and their 
high respect for birth (with or without hon- 
esty), and their intense desire to know all 
about Master John's sweetheart (dropped, 
as they said, from the snow -clouds), and 
most of all their admiration of a beauty such 
as never even their angels could have seen — 
betwixt and between all this, I say, there 
was no getting the dinner cooked, with Lor- 
na in the kitchen. 

And the worst of it was that Loma took 
the strangest of all strange fancies for this 
very kitchen, and it was hard to keep her 
out of it. Not that she had any special bent 
for cooking, as our Annie had ; rather, in- 
deed, the contrary, for she liked to have her 
food ready cooked; but that she loved the 
look of the place, and the cheerful fire burn- 
ing, and the racks of bacon to be seen, and 
the richness and the homeliness, aud the 
pleasant smell of every thing. And who 
knows but what she may have liked (as the 
very best of maidens do) to be admired, now 
and then, between the times of business f 

Therefore, if you wanted Loma (as I was 
always sure to do, God knows how many 
times a day), the very surest place to find 
her was our own old kitchen. Not gossip- 
ing, I mean, nor loitering, neither seeking 
into things *, bvit ^^^m\\i^ \» \i^ ^^cc&fc ^s» 
home, aa \i a\xe \i«A Vhq^ti \Xi l^wsv ^ ^3«SsSi.^ 
I and seeming 0*0 mif «^^^ ^\»\^^^J^X»^^&*»^ 
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ap, and inake life and color ont of all the 
dnllness; as I have seen the breaking son do 
among brown shocks of wheat. 

But any one who wished to learn whether 
girls can change or not, as the things aronnd 
them change (while yet their hearts are 
steadfast, and forever anchored), he should 
just have seen my Loma after a fortnight 
of our life, ahd freedom from anxiety. It is 
possible that my company — although I am 
accounted stupid by folk who do not know 
my way — may have had something to do 
with it ; but upon this I will not say much, 
lest I lose my character. And indeed as re- 
gards company, I bad all the threshing to 
see to, and more than half to do myself 
(though any one would have thought that 
even John Fry must work hard this weather), 
else I could not hope at all to get our com 
into such compass that a good gun might 
protect it. 

But to come back to Lorna again (which 
I always longed to do, and must long for- 
ever), all the change between night and day, 
all the shifts of clond and sun, all the differ- 
ence between black death and brightsome 
liveliness, scarcely may suggest or equal 
Lorna's transformation. Quick she had al- 
ways been, and " peart" (as we say on Ex- 
moor), and gifted with a leap of thought too 
swift for me to follow ; and hence you may 
find fault with much, when I report her say- 
ings. But through the whole had always 
run, as a black string goes through pearls, 
something dark and touched with shadow, 
colored as with an early end. 

' But now, behold, there was none of this ! 
There was no getting her, for a moment 
even, to be serious. All her bright young 
wit was flashing, like a newly -awakened 
flame, and all her high young spirits leaped, 
as if dancing to its fire. And yet she never 
spoke a word which gave more pain than 
pleasure. 

And even in her outward look there was 
much of difference. Whether it was our 
warmth, and freedom, and our harmless love 
of God, and trust in one another ; or wheth- 
er it were our air, and water, and the pea- 
fed bacon ; anyhow my Lorna grew richer 
and more lovely, more perfect and more firm 
of figure, and more light and buoyant, with 
every passing day that laid its tribute on 
her cheeks and lips. I was allowed one kiss 
a day ; onjy one for manners' sake, because 
she was our visitor ; and I might have it be- 
fore breakfast, or else when I came to say 
"good-night!" according as I decided. And 
I decided every night not to take it in the 
morning, but put it off till the evening time, 
and have the pleasure to think about through 
all the day of working. But when my dar- 
}ing came up to me in the early daylight, 
freaber than the day-star, and with no one 
looking; only her bright eyes smiling, and 
sweet UpB quite ready, was it likely I could 
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wait, and think all day about it f For she 
wore a frock of Annie's^ nicely made to fit 
her, taken in at the waist and Curved — I 
never could explain it, not being a mantua- 
maker; but I know how her figure looked 
in it, and how it came toward me. 

But this is neither here nor there, and I 
must on with my story. Those days are 
very sacred to me ; and if I speak lightly 
of them, trust me, 'tis with lip alone ; while 
from heart reproach peeps sadly at the flip- 
pant tricks of mind. ' 

Although it was the longest winter ever 
known in our parts (never having ceased to 
freeze for a single night, and scarcely for a 
single day, from the middle of December till 
the second week in March), to me it was the 
very shortest and the most delicious ; and 
verily I do believe it was the same to Lor- 
na. But when the Ides of March were come 
(of which I do remember something dim from 
school, and something clear from my favorite 
writer), lo, there were increasing signals of a 
change of weather. 

One leading feature of that long cold, and 
a thing remarked by every one (however 
unobservant), had been the hollow moaning 
sound ever present in the air, morning, noon, 
and night-time, and especially at night, 
whether any wind were stirring, or whether 
it were a perfect calm. Our people said 
that it was a witch cursing all the country 
from the caverns by the sea, and that frost 
and snow would last until we could catch and 
drown her. But the land being thorough- 
ly blocked with snow, and the inshore parts 
of the sea with ice (floating in great fields 
along). Mother Melldrum (if she it were) 
had the caverns all to herself, for there was 
no getting at her. And speaking of the sea 
reminds me of a thing reported to us, and 
on good authority ; though people might be 
found hereafter who would not believe it, 
unless I told them that from what I myself 
beheld of the channel I place perfect faith 
in it : and this is, that a dozen sailors at the 
beginning of March crossed the ice, with the 
aid of poles, from Clevedon to Penarth, or 
where the Holm rocks barred the floatage. 

But now, about the tenth of March, that 
miserable moaning noise, which had both 
foregone and accompanied the rigor, died 
away from out the air ; and we, being now 
so used to it, thought at first that we must 
be deaf. And then the fog, which had hung 
about (even in full sunshine), vanished, and 
the shrouded hills shone forth with bright- 
ness manifold. And now the sky at length 
began to come to its true manner, which we 
had not seen for months — ^a mixture (if I so 
may speak) of various expressions. Where- 
as till now from Allhallows-tide, six weeks 
ere the great frost set in, the heavens had 
worn one heavy mask of ashen gray when 
clouded, OT ^lae OTie> «kTQft\\rsstVaft tinge with 
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iuit to behold, affcer that monotony, the fickle 
sky which suits oar England, though abused 
by foreign folk. 

And soon the dappled softening sky gave 
some earnest of its mood ; for a brisk south 
wind arose, and the blessed rain came driv- 
ing ; cold, indeed, yet most refreshing to the 
skin, all parched with snow, and the eye- 
balls so long dazzled. Neither was the heart 
more sluggish in its thankfulness to God. 
People had begun to think, and somebody 
had prophesied, that we should have no 
spring this year, no seed-time, and no har- 
vest ; for that the Lord had sent a judg- 
ment on this country of England, and the 
nation dwelling in it, because of the wicked- 
ness of the Court, and the encouragement 
shown to Papists. And this was proved, 
they said, by what had hapx>ened in the 
town of Loudon, where, for more than a 
fortnight, such a chill of darkness lay that 
no man might behold his neighbor, even 
aqross the narrowest street; and where the 
ice upon the Thames was more than four 
feet thick, and. crushing London Bridge in 
twain. Now to these prophets I paid po 
heed, believing not that Providence would 
freeze us for other people's sins ; neither see- 
ing how England could for many genera- 
tions have enjoyed good sunshine, if Popery 
meant froitt and fogs. Besides, why could 
not Providence settle the business once for 
all by freezing the Pope himself, even though 
(according to our view) he were destined to 
extremes of heat, together with all who fol- 
lowed him ? 

Not to meddle with that subject, being 
beyond my judgment, let me tell the things 
I saw, and then you must believe me. The 
wind, of course, I could not see, not having 
the powers of a pig; but I could see the 
laden branches of the great oaks moving, 
hoping to shake off the load packed and 
saddled on' tliem. And hereby I may note a 
thing which some one may explain perhaps 
in the after-ages, when people come to look 
at things. This is, that in desperate cold 
all the trees were pulled awry, even though 
the wind had scattered the snow -burden 
from them. Of some sorts the branches 
bended downward, like an archway ; of oth- 
er sorts the boughs curved upward, like a 
red deer's frontlet. This I know no reason* 
for ; but am ready to swear that I saw it. 

Now when the first of the rain began, and 
the old familiar softness spread upon the 
window-glass, and ran a little way in chan- 

• The reason is very simple, as all nature's reasons 
are, thontch the subject has not yet been investigated 
thoroughly. In some trees the vascular tissue is more 
open on the upper side, in others on the under side, 
of the spreading branches ; according to the form of 
growth and habit of the sap. Hence in very severe 
cold, when the vessels (comparatively empty) are con- 
Btricted, some have more power of contracUon on the 
upper side, and aome upon the onder.— Si>. L. D. 



\ 



nels (though from the coldness of the glass 
it froze before reaching the bottom), know- 
ing at once the difference from the short 
sharp thud of snow, we all ran out, and fill- 
ed our eyes and filled our hearts with gaz- 
ing. True, the snow was piled up now all 
in mountains round us ; true, the air was 
still so cold that our breath froze pn the 
door -way, and the rain was turned to ice 
wherever it struck any thing : nevertheless, 
that it was rain there was np denying, as 
we watched it across black door-ways, and 
could see no sign of white. Mother, who 
had made up her mind that the farm wa-s 
not worth having, after all those prophecies, 
and that all of us mast starve, and holes 
be scratched in the snow for us, and no use 
to put up a tombstone (for our church had ' 
been shut up long ago), mother fell upon 
my breast, and sobbed that I was the clev- 
erest fellow ever born of woman. And this 
because I had condemned the prophets for 
a pack of fools; not seeing how business 
could go on, if people stopped to hearken to 
them. 

Then Loma came and glorified me, for 1 
had predicted a change of weather, more to 
keep their spirits up than with real hope of 
it ; and then came Annie blushing shyly, as 
I looked at her and said that ^V^innie would 
soon have four legs now. This referred to 
some stupid joke made by John Fry or some- 
body, that in this weather a man had no 
legs, and a horse had only two. 

But as the rain came down upon us from 
the south-west wind, and we could not have 
enough of it, even putting our tongues to 
catch it, as little children might do, and be- 
ginning to talk of primroses, the very no- 
blest thing of all was to hear and see the 
gratitude of the poor beasts yet remaining 
and the few surviving birds. From the cow- 
house lowing came, more than of fifty milk- 
ing times; moo and moo, and a turn-up 
noise at the end of every bellow, as if from 
the very heart of kine. Then the horses in 
the stables, packed as closely as they could 
stick, at the risk of kicking, to keep the 
warmth in one another, and their spirits up 
by discoursing; these began with one ac- 
cord to lift up their voices, snorting, snaf- 
fling, whinnying, and neighing, and trotting 
to the door to know when they should have 
work again. To whom, as if in answer, 
came the feeble bleating of the sheep, what 
few, by dint of greatest care, had kept theii 
fleeces on their backs, and their four legs 
under them. 

Neither was it a trifling thing, let whoso 
will say the contrary, to beholc^ the ducks 
and geese marching forth in handsome 
order from their beds of fern and straw. 
What a goodly noise they kept — what a 
flapping of thfilx >ffm^, ^s^^ ^ \^^$*Kewi^ «A 

wit\i a ^\ii«t^\i^ \3Qi ^«vx >5toQS>J^>'^^ \^ss!isa^ 
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a cock's crow t And then how daintily they 
took the wet upon their dnsty plumes, and 
ducked their shoulders to it, and began to 
dress themselves, and laid their grooved bills 
on the snow, and dabbled for more ooziness ! 

Loma had never seen, I dare say, any thing 
like this before, and it was all that we could 
do to keep her from rushing forth with only 
little lamb's-wool shoes on, and kissing every 
one of them. '^ Oh the dear things ! oh the 
dear things \" she kept saying continually, 
"how wonderful clever they are! Only 
look at that one with bis foot up giving or- 
ders to the others, John I'' 

"And I must give orders to you, my dar- 
ling,'' I answered, gazing on her face, so brill- 
iant with excitement ; " and that is, that you 
come in at once, with that worrisome cough 
of yours, and sit by the fire and warm your- 
self." 

" Oh no, John. Not for a minute, if you 
please, good John. I want to see the snow 
go away, and the green meadows coming 
forth. And here comes our favorite robin, 
who has lived in the oven so long, and suug 
us a song every morning. I must see what 
he thinks of it." 

"You will do nothing of the sort," I an- 
swered very shortly, being only too glad of 
a cause for having her in my arms again. 
So I caught her up, and carried her in ; and 
she looked and smiled so sweetly at me in- 
stead of pouting (as I had feared), that I 
found myself unable to go very fast along 
the passage. And I set her there in her fa- 
vorite place by the sweet-scented wood- fire ; 
and she paid me porterage, without my even 
asking her $ and for all the beauty of the 
rain, I was fain to stay with her, until our 
Annie came to say that my advice was 
wanted. 

Now my advice was never much, as every 
body knew quite well; but that was the 
way they always put it when they wanted 
me to work for them. And in truth it was 
time for me to work ; not for others, but 
myself and (as I always thought) for Loma. 
For the rain was now coming down in ear- 
nest ; and the top of the snow being frozen 
at last, and glazed as hard as a china cup, 
by means of the sun and frost afterward, all 
the rain ran right away from the steep in- 
clines, and all the outlets being blocked 
with ice set up like tables, it threatened to 
flood every thing. Already it was ponding 
up, like a tide advancing, at the threshold 
of the door from which we had watched 
the duck-birds ; both because great piles of 
snow trended in that direction, in spite of 
all our scraping, and also that the gulley 
hole, where the water of the shoot went out 
(I mean when it was water) now was choked 
with lumps of ice as big as a man's body. 
J^or the '^ahoot/^ as we called our little 
S^^^J of everlasting water, never known to 
««e»» before, and always ready for any man 



either to wash his hands, or drink, where It 
spouts from a trough of bark, set among 
white flint-stones ; this at last had given in, 
and its music ceased to lull ns as we lay in 
bed. 

It was not long before I managed to drain 
off this threatening flood by opening the old 
sluice-hole: but I had much harder work 
to keep the stables, and the cow-house, and 
the other sheds, from flooding. For we have 
a sapient practice (and I never saw the con- 
trary, round about our parts, I mean) of 
keeping all rooms under - ground, so that 
you step down to them. We say that thus 
we keep them warmer, both for cattle and 
for men, in the time of winter, and cooler in 
the summer-time. This I wall not contra- 
dict, though having my own opinion ; but it 
seems to me to be a relic of the time when 
people in the Western countries lived in caves 
beneath the ground, and blocked the mouths 
with neat* skins. 

Let that question still abide for men who 
study ancient times to inform me, if they 
will : all I know is, that now we had no 
blessings for the system. If, after all their 
cold and starving, our weak cattle now 
should have to stand up to their knees in 
water, it would be certain death to them ; 
and we had lost enough already to make ns 
poor for a long time, not to speak of our 
kind love for them. And I do assure you I 
loved some horses, and even some cows, for 
that matter, as if they had been my blood- 
relations, knowiug as I did their virtues. 
And some of these were lost to us, and I 
could not bear to think of them. Therefore 
I worked hard all night to try and save tlie 
rest of them. 



CHAPTER XLVL 

SQUIRE FAGGUS MAKES SOME LUCKT HITS. 

Through that season of bitter frost, the 
red deer of the forest, having nothing to 
feed upon, and no shelter to rest in, had 
grown accustomed to our ricks of corn, and 
hay, and clover. There we might see a hun- 
dred of them, almost any morning, come for 
warmth, and food, and comfort, and scarce 
willing to move away. And many of them 
were so tame that they quietly presented 
themselves at our backdoor, and stood there 
with their coats quite stiff, and their flanks 
drawn in and panting, and icicles sometimes 
on their chins, and their great eyes fastened 
wistfuUy upon any merciful x>6rson, crav- 
ing for a bit of food and a drink of water. 
I suppose that they had not sense enough to 
chew the snow and melt it ; at any rate, all 
the springs being frozen, and rivers hidden 
out of sight, these poor things suffered even 
more from thirst than they did from hunger. 

But no^ thfit^ 'wa» TLO i'ftwc oil Wvvret, and 
more chance iu^ftttQi oi ^<ywwvti^\ lot ^ 
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heavy gale of wind arose, "wHh violent rain 
£rom the south-west, which lasted almost 
without a pause for three nights and two 
days. At first the rain made no impression 
on the bulk of snow, but ran from every 
sloping surface, and froze on every flat one, 
through the coldness of the earth ; and so it 
became impossible for any man to keep his 
legs without the help of a shodden staff. 
After a good while, however, the air grow- 
ing very much warmer, this state of things 
began to change, and a worse one to suc- 
ceed it ; for now the snow came thunder- 
ing down from roof and rock, and ivied tree, 
and floods began to roar and foam in every 
trough and guUey. The drifts, that had 
been so white and fair, looked yellow, and 
smirched, and muddy, and lost their grace- 
ful curves, and moulded lines and airiness. 
But the strangest sight of all to me was in 
the bed of streams, and brooks, and especial- 
ly of the Lynn River. It was worth going 
miles to behold such a thing, for a man might 
never have the chance again. 

Vast drifts of snow had filled the valley, 
and piled above the river-course, fifty feet 
high in many places, and in some as much 
as a hundred. These had frozen over the 
top, and glanced the rain away from them ; 
and being sustained by rock and tree, span- 
ned the water mightily. But meanwhile 
the waxing flood, swollen from every moor- 
land hollow and from every spouting crag, 
Iiad dashed away all icy fetters, and was 
rolling gloriously. Under white fantastic 
arches, and long tunnels freaked and fret- 
ted, and between pellucid pillars jagged 
with nodding architraves, the red impetu- 
ous torrent rushed, and the brown foam 
whirled and flashed. I was half inclined to 
jump in and swim tbrongh such glorious 
scenery ; for nothing used to please me more 
than swimming in a flooded river. But I 
thought of the rocks, and thought of the 
cramp, and more than all, of Lorna ; and so, 
between one thing and another, I let it roll 
on without me. 

It was now high time to work very hard ; 
both to make up for the farm-work lost dur- 
ing the months of frost and snow, and also 
to be ready for a great and vicious attack 
from the Doones, who would burn us in our 
beds at the earliest opportunity. Of farm- 
work there was little yet for even the most 
zealous man to begin to lay his hand to : be- 
cause when the ground appeared through 
the crust of Ijubbled snow (as at last it did, 
though not as my Lorna had expected, at 
the first few drops of rain) it was all so soak- 
ed and sodden, and, as we call it, " mucksy," 
that to meddle with it in any way was to 
do more harm than good. Nevertheless 
there was yard-work and house-work, and 
tendence of stock, enough to save any man 
from idleness. 

As for Lorna; abe wonJd come out. There 

11 



was no keeping her in the house. She had 
taken up some peculiar notion that we were 
doing more for her than she had any right 
to, and that she must earn her living by the 
hard work of her hands. It was quite in 
vain to tell her that she was expected to 
do nothing, and far worse than vain (for it 
made her cry sadly) if any one assured her 
that she could do no good at all. She even 
began upon mother's garden before the snow/ 
was clean gone from it, and sowed a beauti- 
ful row of pease, every one of which the mice 
ate. 

But though it was very pretty to watch 
her working for her very life, as if the main- 
tenance of the household hung upon her la- 
bors, yet i[ was grieved for many reasons, 
and so was mother also. In the first place, 
she was too fair and dainty for this rough, 
rude work ; and though it made her cheeks 
so bright, it surely must be bad for her to 
get her little feet so wet. Moreover, we 
could not bear the idea that she should la- 
bor for her keep ; and again (which was the 
worst of all things), mother's garden lay ex- 
posed to a dark, deceitful coppice, where a 
man might lurk, and watch all the fair gar- 
dener's doings. It was true that none could 
get at her thence while the brook, which 
ran between, poured so great a torrent. Still, 
the distance was but little for a gun to car- 
ry, if any one could b^ brutal enough to 
point a gun at Lorna. I thought that none 
could be found to do it ; but mother, having 
more experience, was not so certain of man- 
kind. 

Now in spite of the floods, and the sloughs 
being out, and the state of the roads most 
perilous. Squire Faggus came at last, riding 
his famous strawberry mare. There was a 
great ado between him and Annie, as you 
may well suppose, after some four months 
of parting. And so we left them alone a 
while, to coddle over their raptures. But 
when they were tired of that, or at least had 
time enough to be so, mother and I went in 
to know what news Tom had brought witiL 
him. Though he did not seem to want us 
yet, ho made himself agreeable ; and so W6 
sent Annie to cook the dinner, while her 
sweetheart should tell us every thing, 

Tom Faggus had very good news to tell, 
and he told it with such force of expression 
as made us laugh very heartily. He had 
taken up his purchase from old Sir Roger 
Bassett of a nice bit of land to the south of 
the moors, and in the parish of Holland. 
When the lawyers knew thoroughly who he 
was, and how he had made his money, they 
behaved uncommonly well to him, and show-^ 
ed great sympathy with his pursuits. He put 
them up to a thing or two ; and they poked 
him in the ribs, and said that he was quite 
a boy ; but of the right wii:t,\:^<5raa \3afe ^ft'». 
And 80 tliey maAa o\^ ^o^vt^ ^^^essRJOv* ^'^ 
1 the UW ioT \>o^i\i ^X^*^^-, ««^^ ^iJ^. V^ ^^^ ^'^^ 
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"ISlot half 80' much as my eon does/' 
mother answered, with a soft smile at me : 
^^ and when John does not choose to tell a 
thing, wild horses wiU not pull it out of 
him." 

" That is not at all like me, mother," I re- 
plied, rather sadly: " yon know almost every 
word about Loma quite as well as I do." 

"Almost every word, I believe, John ; for 
you never tell a falsehood. But the few un- 
known may be of all the most important to 
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me. 

To this I made no answer, for fear of go- 
ing beyond the truth, or else of making mis- 
chief. Not that I had, or wished to have, 
any mystery with mother; neither was there, 
in purest truth, any mystery in the 'matter, 
to the utmost of my knowledge. And the 
only things that I had kept back, solely for 
mother's comfort, were the death of poor 
Lord Alan Brandir (if indeed he were dead), 
and the connection of Marwood de Whiche- 
halse with the dealings of the Doones, and 
the threats of Carver Doone against my own 
prosperity; and maybe one or two little 
things, harrowing more than edifying. 

" Come, come," said Master Faggus, smil- 
ing very pleasantly, " you two understand 
each other, if any two on earth do. Ah, if I 
had only had a mother, how different I might 
have been I" And with that he sighed, in 
the tone which always overcame niother 
upon that subject, and had something to do 
with his getting Annie; and then he pro- 
duced his pretty box, full of rolled tobacco, 
and offered me one, as I now had joined the 
goodly company of smokers. So I took it, 
and watched what he did with his own, lest 
I might go wrong about mine. 

But when our cylinders were both light- 
ed, and I enjoying mine wonderfully, and as- 
tonishing mother by my skill, Tom Faggus 
told us that he was sure he had seen my 
Loma's face before, many and many years 
jtgo, when she was quite a little child, but 
he could not remember where it was, or any 
thing more about it at present ; though he 
would try to do so afterward. He could not 
be mistaken, he said, for he had noticed her 
eyes especially, and had never seen such 
eyes before, neither again, until this day. I 
asked him if he had ever ventured into the 
Doone-valley ; but he shook his head, and 
replied that he valued his life a deal too 
much for that. Then we put it to him, 
whether any thing might assist his memory ; 
but he said that he knew not of aught to do 
so, unless it were another glass of schnapps. 

This being provided, he grew very wise, 

and told us clearly and candidly that we 

were both very foolish. For he said that 

we were keeping Loma at the risk not only 

of our stock, and the house above our heads, 

dai also of our preoiouR lives ; and after all, 

n-as she worth it, although so very beautl- 

^iil f Upon which I told him, with indigna- 



tion, that her beauty was the least part o 
her goodness, and that I would thank hu 
for his opinion when I had requested it. 

"Brayo, our John Ridd!" he answered 
" fools will be fools till the end of the cha^ 
ter : and I might be as big a one if I wer 
in thy slipes, John. Nevertheless, in th 
name of Crod, don't let that helpless chil 
go about with a thing worth half the couc 
ty on her." 

"She is worth all the county herself! 
said I, " and all England put together : be 
she has nothing worth half a rick of ha 
upon her ; for the ring I gave her cost onl}- 
— and here I stopped, for mother was lool 
ing,' and I never would tell her how much 
had cost me ; though she had tried fifty tim 
to find out. 

"Tush, the ring!" Tom Faggus crite 
with a contempt that moved me : " I won. 
never have stopped a man for that. B 
the necklace, you great oaf, the necklace 
worth all your farm put together, and y<v- 
Uncle Ben's fortune to the back of it ; sm 
and all the town of Dulverton." 

"What!" said I; "that common gls: 
thing, which she has had from her chiZ 
hood !" _ 

" Glass, indeed I They are the finest br^ 
iants ever I set eyes on : and I have handfl 
a good many." 

" Surely," cried mother, now flushing 
red as Tom's own cheeks, with excitem^ 
" you must be wrong, or the young misti^^ 
would herself have known it." 

I was greatly pleased with my mother : 
calling Lorna " the young mistress :" it ^^^ 
not done for the sake of her diamonds, wh^ 
er they were glass or not ; but because ^ 
felt, as I had done, that Tom Faggus, a nc: 
of no birth whatever, was speaking beyd 
his mark in calling a lady like Lorna a "h^ 
less child," as well as in his general tc^ 
which displayed no deference. He mi^ 
have been used to the quality, in the r« 
of stopping their coaches, or roysterin^ 
hotels with them ; but he never had m^^ 
high lady before, in equality, and upon ^* 
tue ; and we both felt that he ought to h^ 
known it, and to have thanked us for '^ 
opportunity ; in a word, to have behav^^ 
great deal more humbly than he had e^* 
tried to do. 

" Trust me," answered Tom, in his loffei 
manner, which Annie said was " so nol>l 
but which seemed to me rather flashy, " tX"' 
me, good mother, and simple John, for ka^ 
ing brilliants when I see them. I wo^ 
have stopped an eight -horse coach, v^ 
four carbined outriders, for such a boot^ 
that. But alas, those days are over : tt^* 
were days worth living in. Ah, I n^^ 
shall know the like again. How fine it "*" 
by moonlight !" 

" Maatex ¥a^^v\^^' \iei^"a,\\. ray mother, v^' 
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3orn.etimes nse by right of her integrity and 
ttiorough kindness to every one, " this is not 
tlio lone in which you have hitherto spoken 
to ]3cia about your former pursuits and life. I 
fe2i.r* that the spirits " — but here she stopped, 
'beo^iuse the spirits were her own, and Tom 
'wa,» our visitor — " what I mean, Master Fag- 
gviSy is this: you have won my daughter's 
liesai.T^ somehow; and you won my consent 
t>o "the matter through your honest sorrow, 
afi<l manly undertaking to lead a different 
life, and touch no property but your own. 
Annie is my eldest daughter, and the child 
of a. most upright man. I love her best of 
all on earth, next to my boy John here " — 
bere mother gave me a mighty squeeze, to 
be sure that she would have me at least — 
** a>nd I will not risk my Annie's life with a 
man who yearns for the highway." 

Having made this very long speech (for 
ber), mother came home upon my shoulder, 
and. wept so that (but for heeding her) I 
'Would have taken Tom by the nose, and 
thrown him, and Winnie after him, over our 
farm -yard gate. For I am violent when 
roused, and freely hereby acknowledge it ; 
though even my enemies will own that it 
*^^es a great deal to rouse me. But I do 
<ion8ider the grief and tears (when justly 
caused) of my dearest friends to be a great 
doal to rouse me. 



CHAPTER XLVIL 

JEREMY IN DANGER. 

^Othing very long abides, as the greatest 

^^ ^11 writers (in whose extent I am forev- 
er lost in raptared wonder, and yet forever 
<iuite at home, as if his heart were mine, 
^-Itbough his brains so different), in a word, 
?? Mr. William Shakspeare, in every one of 

K^ "^orks, insists, with a humored melan- 

CQoly^ And if my journey to Loudon led 

^o thing else of advancement, it took me 

^ bnndred years in front of what I might 

^;^ liave been, by the most simple accident. 

^'vvo women were scolding one another 

^^^oss the road, very violently, both from 

P^Btair windows; and I, in my hurry for 
"^let life, and not knowing what might 
., ^^^ down upon me, quickened my step for 
£. J^ ^^earest comer. But suddenly something 
.^^ <^ii my head ; and at first I was afraid to 
/^^^> especially as it weighed heavily. But 

S*^^^g no breakage of ware, and only the 
aVh ^^ scold laughing heartily, I turned me 

. ^^t and espied a book, which one had cast 
g tlie other, hoping to break her window. 

,^ I took the book, and tendered it at the 



V ~J^ of the house from which it had fallen ; 
tb *^® watchman came along just then, and 

^ ^an at the door declar^ that it never 
aa^^ ^^™ ttiei> house, and begged me to\Cioxl^«»\i«^Va^tXv6\»\ssi^\s^ ^^^a.^.^^ 

^ ^o more, Thia I promised readily, nev- \ keep tlmigia m wxiYVj^i ^^^ ^ ^ w^^^ 



er wishing to make mischief; and I said, 
" Good sir, now take the book, and I will go 
on to my business.'' But he answered that 
he would do no such thing; for the book 
alone, being hurled so hard, would convict 
his people of a lewd assault ; and he begged 
me, if 1 would do a good turn, to put the 
book under my coat and go. And so I did 
— in part, at least. For I did not put the 
book under my coat, but went along with 
it openly, looking for any to challenge it. 
Now this book, so acquired, has been not 
only the joy of my younger days, and main 
delight of my manhood, but also the com- 
fort, and even the hope, of my now declin- 
ing years. In a word, it is next to my Bible 
to me, and written in equal English ; and 
if you espy any goodness whatever in my 
own loose style of writing, you must not 
thank me, John Ridd, for it, but the writer 
who holds the champion's belt in wit, as I 
once did in wrestling. 

Now, as nothing very long abides, it can 
not be expected that a woman's anger should 
last very long, if she be at all of the prop- 
er sort. And my mother, being one of the 
very best, could not long retain her wrath 
against the Squire Faggus; especially when 
she came to reflect, upon Annie's suggestion, 
how natural, and, one might say, how inev- 
itable it was that a young man fond of ad- 
venture and change, and winning good prof- 
its by jeopardy, should not settle down 
without some regret to a fixed abode and a 
life of sameness, however safe and respecta- 
ble. And even as Annie put the case, Tom 
deserved the greater credit for vanquishing 
so nobly these yearnings of his nature ; and 
it seemed very hard to upbraid him, consid- 
ering how good his motives were; neither 
could Annie understand how mother could 
reconcile it with her knowledge of the Bi- 
ble, and the one sheep that was lost, and the 
hundredth piece of silver, and the man that 
went down to Jericho. 

Whether Annie's logic was good and sound, 
I am sure I can not tell ; but it seemed to me 
that she ought to have left the Jericho trav- 
eler alone, inasmuch as he rather fell among 
Tom Fagguses than resembled them. How- 
ever, her reasoning was too much for moth- 
er to hold out against; and Tom was re- 
placed, and more than that, being regarded 
now as an injured man. But how my moth- 
er contrived to know, that because she had 
been too hard upou Tom, he must be right 
about the necklace, is a point which I never 
could clearly perceive, though no doubt she 
could explain it. 

To prove herself right in the conclusion, 
she went herself to fetch Loma, that the 
trinket might be examined before the day 
grew dark. My darling came in, with a 
very (\i\iek. ^'diwc^ wA ^\ssC^<5k ^ ^sss^ vSv'^j^jc^^ 
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ward her, as miicb as to say^ " You see that 
I can do it.'' Aad then mother led her up 
to the light, for /Tom to examine her neck- 
lace. 

On the shapely curve of her neck it hung^ 
like dew-drops upou a white hyacinth ; and 
I was Texed that Tom should have the chance 
to see it there. But even as if she had read 
my thoughts, or outrun them with her own, 
Loma turned away, and softly took the jew- 
els &om the place which so much adorned 
them. And as she turned away, they spark- 
led through the rich dark waves of hair. 
Then she laid the glittering circlet in my 
mother's hands, and Tom Faggus took it ea- 
gerly, and hore it to the window. 

" Don't you go out of sight," I said ; " you 
can not resist such things as those, if they 
be what you think them." 

^' Jack, I shall have to trounce thee yet. 
I am now a man of honor, and entitled to 
the duello. What will you take for it, Mis- 
tress Loma f At a hazard, say, now." 

^^ I am not accustomed to sell things, sir," 
replied Loma, who did not like him much, 
else she would have answered sportively, 
" What is it worth, in your opinion f " 

^'Do you think it is worth five pounds, 
now ?" 

"Oh no.M never had so much money as 
that in all my life. It is very bright, and 
very pretty; but it can not be worth five 
pounds, I am sure." 

" What a chance for a bargain ! Oh, if it 
were not for Annie, I could make my for- 
tune." 

" But, sir, I would not sell it to you, not 
for twenty times five pounds. My grand- 
father was so kind about it ; and I think it 
belonged to my mother." 

"There are twenty -five rose diamonds 
in it, and twenty -five large bnlliants that 
can not be matched in London. How say 
you, Mistress Lorna, to a hundred thousand 
pounds ?" 

My darling's eyes so flashed at this, bright- 
er than any diamonds, that I said to myself, 
"Well, all have faults; and now I have 
found out Loma's — she is fond of money !" 
And then I sighed rather heavily ; for of all 
faults this seems to me one of the worst in 
a woman. But even before my sigh was fin- 
ished, I had cause to condemn myself. For 
Lorna took the necklace very quietly from 
the hand of Squire Faggus, who had not 
half done with admiring it, and she went 
up to my mother with the sweetest smile I 
ever saw. 

" Dear kind mother, I am so glad," she 
said in a whisper, coaxing mother out of 
sight of all but me ; " now you will hav6 it, 
won't you, dear f And I shall be so happy ; 
for a thousandth part of your kindness to 
me no jewels in the world can match." 

I can not lay before you the grace with 
wJu€h she did it, aD. the air of seeking fa- 



vor> rather than conferring it, and the higlK 
bred fear of giving offense, which is of all 
fears the noblest. Mother knew not what 
to say. Of course she would never dream 
of taking such a gifk as that ; and yet she 
saw how sadly Lorna would be disappoint- 
ed. Therefore mother did from habit what 
she almost always did — she called me to 
help her. But knowing that my eyes were 
full — for any thing noble moves me so, quite 
as rashly as things pitiful — I pretended not 
to hear my mother, but to see a wild-cat io 
the dairy. 

Therefore I can not tell what mother said 
in reply to Lorna; for when I came back 
quite eager to let my love know how I wor- 
shiped her, and how deeply I was ashamed 
of myself for meanly wronging her in my 
heart, behold Tom Faggus had gotten again 
the necklace which had such charms for 
him, and was delivering all around (but 
especially to Annie, who was wondering 
at his learning) a dissertation on precious 
stones, and his sentiments about those in 
his hand. He said that the work was very 
ancient, but undoubtedly very good ; the 
cutting of every line was true, and every 
angle was in its place. And this he said 
made all the difference in the lustre of the 
stone, and therefore in its valne. For if the 
facets were ill-matched, and the points of 
light so ever little out of perfect harmony, 
all the lastre of the jewel would be loose 
and wavering, and the central fire dulled^ 
instead of answering, as it should, to all 
possibilities of gaze, and overpowering any 
eye intent on its deeper mysteries. We 
laughed at the squire's dissertation; for 
how should he know all these things, being 
nothing better, and indeed much worse, than 
a mere Northmolton blacksmith ? He took 
our laughter with much good-nature, having 
Annie to squeeze his hand and convey her 
grief at our ignoranee ; but he said that of 
one thing he was quite certain, and therein 
I believed him: to wit, that a trinket of 
this kind never could have belonged to any 
ignoble family, but to one of the very high- 
est and most wealthy in England. And, 
looking at Loma, I felt that she must have 
come from a higher source than the very 
best of diamonds. 

Tom Faggus said that the necklace was 
made, he would answer for it, in Amsterdam, 
two or three hundred years ago, long before 
London jewelers had begun to meddle witlt 
diamonds ; and on the gold clasp he found 
some letters, done in some inverted way, the 
meaning of which was beyond him ; also a 
bearing of some kind, which he believed wat 
a mountain-cat. And thereupon he declared 
that now he had earned another glass of 
schnapps, and would Mistress Loma mix it 
for him ? 

I was amazed at his impudence ; and An- 
nie« who thought this her business, did no| 
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look best pleased ; and I hoped that Lorna 
would tell him at once to go and do it for 
tiimself. Bat instead of that she rose to do 
(t with a soft humility, which went direct 
to the heart of Tom ; and he leaped up with 
a curse at himself, and took the hot water 
from her, and would not allow her to do any 
thing except to put the sugar in ; and then 
he bowed to her grandly. I Imew what 
Lioma was thinking of; she was thinking 
all the time that her necklace had been 
taken by the Doones with violence upon 
some great robbery, and that Squire Fag- 
^s knew it, though he would not show his 
knowledge ; and that this was perhaps the 
reason why mother had refused it so. 

We said no more about the necklace for a 
long time afterward ; neither did my darling 
"wear it, now that she knew its value, but 
did not know its history. She came to me 
the very next day, trying to look cheerful, 
and begged me, If I loved her (never mind 
how little), to take charge of it again, as I 
once had done before, and not even to let 
her know in what place I stored it. I told 
her that this last request I could not com- 
ply with ; for having been round her neck 
so often, it was now a sacred thing, more 
than a million pounds could be. Therefore 
it should dwell for the present in the neigh- 
borhood of my heart, and so could not be 
far from her. At this she smiled her own 
sweet smUe, and touched my forehead with 
her lips, and wished that she could only 
learn how to deserve such love as mine. 

Tom Faggus took his good departure, 
Tvhich was a kind farewell to me, on the 
very day I am speaking of, the day after his 
arrival. Tom was a thoroughly upright 
man, according to his own standard ; and 
you might rely upon him always, up to a 
certain point, X mean, to be there or there- 
abouts. But sometimes things were too 
many for Tom, especially with ardent spir- 
its, and then he judged, perhaps too much, 
^th only himself for the jury. At any 
rate, I would trust him fully, for candor and 
for honesty, in almost every case in which 
he himself could have no interest. And 
so we got on very well together; and he 
thought me a fool, and I tried my best not 
to think any thing worse of him. 

Scarcely was Tom clean out of sight, and 
Annie's tears not dry yet (for she always 
made a point of crying upon his depart- 
ure), when in came Master Jeremy Stickles, 
splashed with mud from head to foot, and 
not in the very best of humors, though hap- 
py to get back again. 

"Curse those fellows P he cried, with a 
^tarnp which sent the water hissing from his 
boot among the embers ; " a pretty plight you 
may call this, for His Majesty's Commission- 
er to return to his head-quarters in! Annie, 
my dear," for he was always very affable 
with Annie, " will you help me off with my 



overalls, and then turn your pretty hand to 
the gridiron f Not a blessed morsel have I 
touched for more than twenty-four hours." 

" Surely, then, you must be quite starv- 
ing, sir," my sister replied with the greatest 
zeal ; for she did love a man with an appe- 
tite ; " how glad I am that the fire is clear !" 
But Lizzie, who happened to be there, said, 
with her peculiar smile, 

^^ Master Stickles must be used to it ; for 
he never comes back without telling us * 
that." 

" Hush !" cried Annie, quite shocked with 
her ; " how would you like to be used to it ? 
Now, Betty, be quick with the things for 
me. Pork, or mutton, or deer's meat, sir? 
We have some cured since the autumn." 

" Oh, deer's meat, by all means," Jeremy 
Stickles answered; ^^I have tasted none 
since I left you, though dreamiug of it often. 
Well, this is better than being chased over 
the moors for one's life, John. All the way 
from Landacre Bridge, I have ridden a race 
for my precious life, at the peril of my limbs 
and neck. Three gi*eat Doones galloping 
after me, and a good job for me that they 
were so big, or they must have overtaken 
me. Just go and see to my horse, John, 
that's an excellent lad. He deserves a good 
turn, this day, fi'om me ; and I will render it 
to him." 

However, he left me to do it, while he 
made himself comfortable : and in truth the 
horse required care ; he was blown so that 
he could hardly stand, and plastered with 
mud, and steaming so that the stable was 
quite full with it. By the time I had put 
the poor fellow to rights, his master had 
finished dinner, and was in a more pleasant 
humor, having even offered to kiss Annie, 
out of pure gratitude, as he said; but Annie 
answered with spirit that gratitude must 
not be shown by increasing the obligation. 
Jeremy made reply to this that his only way 
to be grateful then was to tell us his story ; 
and so he did, at greater length than I can 
here repeat it ; for it does not bear particu- 
larly upon Loma's fortunes. 

It appears that as he was riding toward 
us from the town of Southmolton, in Dev- 
onshire, he found the roads very soft and 
heavy, and the floods out in all directions ; 
but met with no other difficulty until he 
came to Landacre Bridge. He had only a 
single trooper with him — a man not of the 
militia but of the King's army, whom JerC' 
my had brought from Exeter. As these two 
descended toward the bridge, they observed 
that both the Kensford water and the River 
Barle were pouring down in mighty floods 
from the melting of the snow. So great in- 
deed was the torrent, after they united, that 
only the parapets of the bridge could be seen 
above the water, the road across either bank 
being covered, and very deep on the hither 
side. The troop^t diil liOi^ "VaJ&a \Jw6\qs3«^<2?L 
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it, aud propoBed to ride back again, and 
round by way of Simonsbath, where the 
stream is smaller. Bat Stickles would not 
have it so, and, dashing into the river, swam 
his horse for the bridge, and gained it with 
some little trouble ; and there he found the 
water not more than up to his horse's knees, 
perhaps. On the crown of the bridge he 
turned his horse, to watch the trooper's pas- 
sage, and to help him with directions ; when 
suddenly he saw him fall headlong into the 
torrent, and heard the report of a gun from 
behind, and felt a shock to his own body, 
such as lifted him out of the saddle. Turn- 
ing round, he beheld three men risen up from 
behind the hedge on one side of his onward 
road, two of them ready to load again, and 
one with his gun unfired, waiting to get 
good aim at him. Then Jeremy did a gal- 
lant thing, for which I doubt whether I 
should have had the presence of mind in 
the danger. He saw that to swim his horse 
back again would be almost certain death; 
as affording such a target where even a 
wound must be fatal. Therefore he struck 
the spurs into the nag, and rode through the 
water straight at the man who was pointing 
the long gun at him. If the horse had been 
carried off his legs, there must have been 
an end of Jeremy ; for the other men were 
getting ready to have another shot at him. 
But luckily the horse galloped right on, 
without auy need for swimming, being him- 
self excited, no doubt, by all he had seen and 
heard of it. And Jeremy lay almost flat on 
his neck, so as to give little space for good 
aim, with the mane tossiug wildly in front 
of him. Now if that young fellow with the 
gun had had his brains as ready as his flint 
was, he would have shot the horse at once, 
and then hacJ Stickles at his mercy ; but in- 
stead of that he let fly at the man, and miss- 
ed him altogether, being scared, perhaps, 
by the pistol which Jeremy showed him the 
mouth of. And galloping by at full speed, 
Master Stickles tried to leave his mark be- 
hind him; for he changed the aim of his 
pistol to the biggest man, who was loading 
his gun and cursing like ten canUons. But 
the pistol missed fire, no doubt from the 
flood which had gurgled in over the hol- 
sters ; and Jeremy seeing three horses teth- 
ered at a gate just up the hill, knew that 
he had not yet escaped, but had more of 
danger behind him. He tried his other great 
pistol at one of the horses tethered there, so 
as to lessen (if possible) the number of his 
pursuers. But the powder again failed him ; 
and he durst not stop to out the bridles, 
hearing the men coming up the hill. So he 
even made the most of his start, thanking 
God that his weight was light, compared at 
least to what theirs was. 

And another thing he had noticed which 

gave him some hope of escaping — to wit, 

thut the horsea of the Doones, although very 



handsome animals, were suffering still fix)iB 
the bitter effects of the late long frost and 
the scarcity of fodder. " If they do not catch 
me up, or shoot me, in the course of the first 
two miles, I may see my home again ;" this 
was what he said to himself, as he turned 
to mark what they were about from the 
brow of the steep hill. He saw the flood' 
ed valley shining with the breadth of water, 
and the trooper's horse on the other side, 
shaking his drenched flanks and neighing ; 
and half-way down the hill he saw the thre& 
Doones mounting hastily. And then ha 
knew that his only chance lay in the stout- 
ness of his steed. 

The horse was in pretty good condition v 
and the rider knew him thoroughly, and 
how to make the most of him ; and though 
they had traveled some miles that day 
through very heavy ground, the bath im 
the river had washed the mud off, and been 
some refreshment. Therefore Stickles en- 
couraged his nag, and put him into a good 
hand gallop, heading away toward Withy- 
combe. At first he had thought of turning 
to the right, and making off for Withypool, 
a mile or so down the valley ; but his good 
sense told him that no one there would dare 
to protect him against the Doones, so he re- 
solved to go on his way, yet faster than he 
had intended. 

The three villains came after him with all 
the speed they could muster, making sure, 
from the badness of the road, that he must 
stick fast ere long, and so be at their mercy* 
And this was Jeremy's chiefest fear ; for the 
ground being soft and thoroughly rotten, af- 
ter so much frost and snow, the poor horse 
had terrible work of it, with no time to- pick 
the way; and even more good luck than 
skill was needed to keep him from founder- 
ing. How Jerfemy prayed for an ExmooK 
fog (such as he had often sworn at), that 
he might turn aside and lurk, while his pur- 
suers went past him I But no fog came, noK 
even a storm to damp the priming of theic 
guns ; neither was wood or coppice nigh, noK 
any place to hide in ; only hills, and moor^ 
and valleys, with flying shadows over them - 
and great banks of snow in the comers. Atf 
one time poor Stickles was quite in despair ; 
for after leaping a little brook which cross^ 
es the track at Kewland, he stuck fast in ^ 
"dancing bog," as we call them upon Ex- 
moor. The horse had broken through the 
crust of moss and sedge and marish-weed^ 
and could do nothing but wallow and sinkr^ 
with the black water spirting over hini- 
And Jeremy, struggling with all his might?^ 
saw the three villains now topping the crest 
less than a fnrlong behind him, and hean) 
them shout, in their savage delight. Witli 
the calmness of despair, he yet resolved to 
have one more try for it ; and scrambling over 
the horse's head, gained firm land, and tug- 
ged at the bridle. The poor nag replied with 
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all his power to the call upon his courage, 
aud reaiTed his fore-feet out of the slough, 
and with straining eyeballs gazed at him. 
"Now/* said Jeremy, "now, my fine fel- 
low !'' lifting him with the bridle j and the 
brave l)east gathered the roll of his loins, 
and sprang from his quagmired haunches. 
One more spring, and he was on earth again, 
insteacL of being under it ; and Jeremy leap- 
ed on his back, and stooped, for he knew 
that they would fire. Two bullets whistled 
over liim, as the horse, mad with fright, 
dashed, forward; aud in five minutes more 
he had. come to the Exe, and the pursuers 
had fallen behind him. The Exe, though a 
much smaller stream than the Barle, now 
rau'in. a foaming torrent, unbridged, and too 
wide for leaping. But Jeremy's horse took 
the water well ; aud both he and his rider 
were lightened, as well as comforted by it. 
And as they passed toward Lucott hill, and 
struck upon the founts at Lynn, the horses 
of the three pursuers began to tire under 
them. Then Jeremy Stickles knew that if 
he conld only escape the sloughs, he was 
safe for the present ; and so he stood up in 
his stirrups, and gave them a loud halloo, as 
if they had been so many foxes. 

Their only answer was to fire the remain- 
i*ig charge at him ; but the distance was too 
great for any aim from horseback ; and the 
droppiijg bullet idly plowed the sod upon 
one side of him. He acknowledged it with 
a 'Wave of his hat, and laid one thumb to his 
nose, in^he manner fashionable in London 
for expression of contempt. However, they 
follo-wed him yet farther, hoping to make 
him pay out dearly, if he should only miss 
the track, or fall upon morasses. But the 
^®*ghhorhood of our Lynn stream is not so 
J^ory hoggy ; and the King^s messenger now 
H vi^^^ liis way as well as a"iiy of his pursuers 
^}^ > and so he arrived at Plover's Barrow s, 
tQaiih:iul, and in rare appetite. 

^nt was the poor soldier drowned T" Hsk- 
?r -^^nie ; " and you never went to look for 
^^^ ! Oh, how very dreadful !" 
»,. Shot or drowned, I know not which. 
fib ^'^^ God it was only a trooper. But they 

^11 pay for it as dearly aB if it had been a 

Ij ^ -^nd how was it you were struck by a 

g_~*^t, and only shaken in your saddle? 

gj^^ you a coat of mail on, or of Milanese 

^^lU- armor? Now, Master Stickles, had 
yon f >, ' ' 

^j^. ^o. Mistress Lizzie; we do not wear 
J Yv^^^ ^^ *^** 'km^ nowadays. You are apt, 
jj^^^ceive, at romances. But I happened to 
^^^^ a little flat bottle of the best stone- 
fill^^ slung beneath my saddle-cloak, and 
Q^^^ with the very best eau de vie, from the 
oJ^P'^ge Hotel at Southmolton. The brand 
^ ^^ How is upon my back. Oh the murder- 
^^ Scoundrels, what a brave spirit they 
'^^e spilled!" 



" You had better set to and thank God,'' 
said I, " that they have not spilled a braver 
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CHAPTER XLVIII. 

EVERY MAN MUST DEFEND HIMSELF. 

It was only right in Jeremy Stickles, and 
of the simplest common sense, that he would 
not* tell before our girls what the result of 
his journey was. But he led me aside in 
the course of the evening, and told me all 
about it, saying that I knew, as well as 
he did, that it was not woman's business. 
This I took, as it was meant, for a gentle 
caution that Loma (whom he had not seen 
as yet) must not be informed of any of his 
doings. Herein I quite agreed with him; 
not only for his furtherance, but because I 
always think that women, of whatever mind^ 
are best when least they meddle with the 
things that appertain to men. 

Master Stickles complained that the 
weather had been against him bitterly, clos- 
ing all the roads around him ; even as it had 
done with us. It had taken him eight days, 
he said, to get from Exeter to Plymouth ; 
whither he found that most of the troops 
had been drafted off from Exeter. When 
all were told, there was but a battalion of 
one of the King's horse regiments, and two 
companies of foot-soldiers ; and their com- 
manders had orders, later than the date of 
Jeremy's commission, on no account to quit 
the southern coast and march inland. There- 
fore, although they would gladly have come 
for a brush with the celebrated Doones, it. 
was more than they durst attempt, in the 
face of their instructions. However, they 
spared him a dingle trooper, as a companion 
of the road, and to prove to the justices of 
the county, and the lord-lieutenant, that he 
had their approval. 

To these authorities Master Stickles now 
was forced to address himself, although he 
would rather have had one trooper than a 
score from the very best train-bands. For 
these train-bands had afforded very good 
soldiers in the time of the civil wars, and for 
some years afterward ; but now their disci- 
pline was gone, and the younger generation 
had seen no real fighting. Each ^ould have 
his own opinion, and would want to argue it ; 
and if he were not allowed, he went about 
his duty in such a temper as to prove that 
his own way was the best. 

Neither was this the worst of it ; for Jer- 
emy made no doubt but what (if he could 
only get the militia to turn out in force) 
he might manage, with the help of his own 
men, to force the stronghold of the enemy ; 
but the truth was that the officers, knowing 
how hard it would be to collect their men at 
that time of the year, and in that state of 
the weather, bft%«.Tv.^\\Xi <yafe ^^^«5rt^\ftTsssi«»t. 
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every possible excuse. And espeoidlly they 
pressed this- point, that Bagworthy was not 
in their county ; the Devonshire people af- 
firming vehemently that it lay in the shire 
of Somerset; and the Somersetshire folk aver- 
ring, even with imprecations, that it lay in 
Devonshire. Now I believe the truth to be 
that the boundary of the two counties, as 
well as of Oare and Brendon parishes, is de- 
fined by the Bagworthy river ; so that the 
disputants on both sides were both right 
and wrong. 

Upon this, Master Stickles suggested, and 
as I thought very sensibly, that the two coun- 
ties should unite, and equally contribute to 
the extirpation of this pest, which shamed 
and injured them both alike. But hence 
arose another difficulty; for the men of 
Devon said they would march when Somer- 
set had taken the field; and the sons of 
Somerset replied that indeed they were quite 
ready, but what were their cousins of Dev- 
onshire doing ? And so it came to pass that 
the long's' Commissioner returned without 
any army whatever, but with promise of 
two hundred men when the roads should be 
more passable. And meanwhile, what were 
we to do, abandoned as we were to the mer- 
cies of the Dooues, with only our own hands 
to help us? And herein I grieved at my 
own folly in having let Tom Faggus go, 
whose wit and courage would have been 
worth at least half a dozen men to us. Upon 
this matter I held long council with my good 
friend Stickles; telling him all about Lor- 
ua's presence, and what I knew of her his- 
tory. He agreed with me that we could not 
hope to escape an .attack from the outlaws, 
and the more especially now that they knew 
himself to be returned to ns. Also he 
praised me for my forethought in having 
threshed out all our corn, and hidden the 
produce in such a manner that they were 
not likely to find it. Furthermore, he rec- 
ommended that all the entrances to the 
house should at once be strengthened, and a 
watch must be maintained at night ; and he 
thought it wiser that I should go (late as 
it was) to Lynmouth, if a horse could pass 
the valley, and fetch every one of his mount- 
ed troopers who might now be quartered 
there. Also, if any men of courage, though 
capable only of handling a pitchfork, could 
be found in the neighborhood, I was to try 
to summon them. But our district is so 
thinly peopled, that I had little faith in 
this ; however, my errand was given me, and 
I set forth upon it, for John Fry was afraid 
of the waters. 

Knowing how fiercely the floods were out, 
I resolved to travel the higher road, by Cos- 
gate and through Countisbury ; therefore I 
swam my horse through the Lynn at the 
•^rd below our house (where sometimes yon. 
aiajr step acroas), and thence galloped up 
aad along the hUls, I could see all the in- 



land valleys ribboned with broad waters, 
and in every winding crook the banks of 
snow that fed them ; while on my right the 
turbid sea was flaked with April showers. 
But when I descended the hill toward Lyn- 
mouth, I feared that my journey was all in 
vain. 

For the East Lynn (which is our river) 
was ramping and roaring frightfully^ lashing 
whole trunks of trees on the rocks, and rend- 
ing them, and grinding them. And into it 
rushed from the opposite side a torrent even 
madder, upsetting what it came to aid; 
shattering wave with boiling billow, and 
scattering wrath with fury. It was certain 
death to attempt the passage, and the little 
wooden foot-bridge had been carried away 
long ago. And the men I was seeking must 
be, of course, on the other side of this del- 
uge, for on my side there was not a single 
house. 

I followed the bank of the flood to the 
beach, some two or three hundred yards be- 
low, and there had the luck to see Will Wat- 
combe on the opposite side, calking an old 
boat. Though I could not make him hear a 
word, from the deafening roar of the torrent, 
I got him to understand at last that I want- 
ed to cross over. Upon this he fetched an- 
other man, and the two of them launched a 
boat ; and paddling well out to sea, fetched 
round the mouth of the frantic river. The 
other man proved to be Stickles's chief 
mate ; and so he went back and fetched his 
comrades, bringing their weapons, but leav- 
ing their horses behind. As it happened, 
there were but four of them. However, to 
have even these was a help ; and I started 
again at full speed for my home, for the men 
must follow afoot, and cross our river high 
up on the moor-land. 

This took them a long way round, and 
the track was rather bad to find, and the 
sky already darkening ; so that I arrived at 
Plover's Barrows more than two hours be- 
fore them. But they had done a sagacious 
thing, which was well worth the delay ; for 
by hoisting their flag upon the hill, they 
fetched the two watchmen from the Fore- 
land, and added them to their number. 

It was lucky that I came home so soon ; 
for I found the house in a gieat commotion, 
and all the women trembling. When I ask- 
ed what the matter was, Lorna^ who seemed 
the most self-possessed, answered that it 
was all her fault, for she alone had fright- 
ened them. And this in the following man- 
ner : She had stolen out to the garden to- 
ward dusk, to watch some favorite hyacinths 
just pushing up, like a baby's teeth, auC 
just attracting the fatal notice of a gre 
house -snail at night-time. Lorna at 1 
had discovered the glutton, and was 
him ofi* in triumph to the tribunal of i» 
ducka, when ftha ^«ft^<sn»^ V^q ^\XKt\ii^ e^ 
glaring at het sV««ri^'aa>i\^^iiQ>Ta. ^iJtka €^? 
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buBh beyond the stream. The elder was 
smoothiDg its wrinkled leaves, being at l^ast 
two months behind time } and among them 
this calm cruel face appeared, and she knew 
it was the face of Carver Doone. 

The maiden, although so used to terror 
(as she told me once before), lost all presence 
of mind hereat, and could neither shriek 
nor fly, but only gaze, as if bewitched. Then 
Carver Doone, with his deadly smile, gloat- 
ing upon her horror, lifted his long gun, and 
pointed full at Loma's heart. In vain she 
strove to turn away; fright had stricken 
her stiff as stone. With the inborn love of 
life, she tried to cover the vital part where- 
in ^he winged death must lodge — for she 
knew Carver's certain aim — ^but her hands 
hung numbed and heawy: in nothing but 
her eyes was life. * 

With no sign of pity in his face, no quiver 
of relenting, but a well-pleased grin at all 
the charming palsy of his victim, Carver 
Doone lowered, inch by inch, the muzzle of 
his gun. When it pointed to the ground, 
between her delicate arched insteps, he 
pulled the trigger, and the bullet flung the 
mould all over her. It was a refinement 
of bullying, for which I swore to Gk)d that 
night upon my knees, in secret, that I would 
smite down Carver Doone, or else he should 
smite me down. Base beast! what largest 
humanity, or what dreams of divinity, could 
make a man put up with this ? 

My darling (the loveliest and most harm- 
less in the world of maidens) fell away on a 
bank of grass, and wept at her own coward- 
ice; and trembled, and wondered where I 
was, and what I would think of this. Good 
God ! What could I think of it f She over- 
rated my slow nature, to admit the question. 
While she leaned there, quite unable yet 
to save herself. Carver came to the brink of 
the flood, which alone was between them ; 
and then he stroked his Jet-black beard, and 
waited for Lorna to begin. Very likely he 
thought that she would thank him for his 
kindness to her. But she was now recov- 
ering the power of her nimble limbs ; and 
ready to be off like hope, and wonder at her 
own cowardice. 

" I hav.e spared you this time," he said, 
in his deep calm voice, "only because it 
suits my plans, and I never yield to temper. 
But'Unless you come back to-morrow, pure, 
and with all you took away, and teach me 
to destroy that fool, who has destroyed him- 
self for you, your death is here, your death 
k here, where it has long been waiting." 

Although his gun was empty, he struck 
the breech of it with his finger ; and then 
JiB turned away, not deigning even once te 
look, back again ; and Lorna saw his giant 
^gnre> striding across the meadow-land as if 
"'^ ftldds were nobodies, and he the prop- 
er owner. Both mother and I were greatly 
nurt ^t heanng of this insolence : for we had 



owned that meadow from the time of the 
great Alfred ; and even when that good king 
lay in the Isle of Athelney, he had a Bidd 
along with him. 

Now I spoke to Lorna gently, seeing how 
much she had been tried ; and I praised hei 
for her courage in not having run away, 
when she was so unable; and my darling 
was pleased with this, and smiled upon me 
for saying it ; though she knew right well 
that in this matter my judgment was not 
impartial. But you may take this as a gen- 
eral rule, that a woman likes praise from 
the man whom she loves, and can not stop 
always to balance it. 

Now expecting a sharp attack that night 
— which Jeremy Stickles the more expect- 
ed after the words of Carver, which seemed 
to be meant to mislead us — we prepared a 
great quantity of knuckles of pork, and a 
ham in full cut, and a fillet of hung mutton. 
For we would almost surrender rather than 
keep our garrison hungry. And all our 
men were exceedingly brave, and counted 
their rounds of the house in half-pints. 

Before the maidens went to bed, Lorna 
made a remark which seemed to me a very 
clever one, and then I wondered how on 
earth it had never occurred to me before. 
But first she had done a thing which I could 
not in the least approve of: for she had gone 
up to my mother, and thrown herself into 
her arms, and begged to be allowed to return 
to Glen Doone. 

" My child, are you unhappy here ?" moth** 
er asked her very gently, for she had be- 
gun to regard her now as a daughter of her 
own. 

" Oh no ! Too happy — by far too happy, 
Mrs. Ridd. I never knew rest or peace be- 
fore, or met with real kindness. But I can 
not be so ungrateful, I can not be so wicked, 
as to bring you all into deadly peril for my 
sake alone. Let me go : you must not pay 
this great price for my happiness." 

" Dear child, we are paying no price at 
all," replied my mother, embracing her; 
" we are not threatened for your sake only. 
Ask John ; he will tell you. He knows ev- 
ery bit about politics, and this is a political 
matter." 

Dear mother was rather proud in her heart, 
as well as terribly frightened, at the im- 
portance now accruing to Plover's Barrows 
farm ; and she often declared that it would 
be as famous in history as the Rye House, 
or the meal-tub, or even the great black box, 
in which she was a firm believer : and even 
my knowledge of politics could not move 
her upon that matter. "Such things had 
happened before," she would say, shaking 
her head with its wisdom, " and why might 
they not happen again ? Women wou.l<iVi)^ 
women, an^ \£Le>xi ^o\3X'^.\>^ Tsv^\\.^\ft H>sife «^i^ 
of the chaptftT •, Mi^ VL ^^ V-a^^^^e^^^y^ss^ 
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Bhe had done;'' and then she would look 
ronnd, for fear lest either of h^r daughters 
had heard her ; " but now, can you give me 
any reason why it may not have been so ? 
You are so fearfully positive, John : just as 
men always are." " No," I used to say ; " I 
can give you no reason, why it may not have 
been so, mother. But the question is, if it 
was so, or not ; rather than what it might 
have been. And I think it is pretty good 
proof against it, that what nine men of ev- 
ery ten in England would only too gladly 
believe, if true, is nevertheless kept dark 
from them." " There you are again, John," 
mother would reply, "all about men, and 
not a single word about women. If you had 
any argument at all, you would own that 
marriage is a question upon which women 
are the best judges." " Oh !" I would groan 
in my spirit, and go ; leaving my dearest 
mother quite sure that now at last she must 
have convinced me. But if mother had 
known that Jeremy Stickles was working 
against the black box and its issue, I doubt 
whether he would have fared so well, even 
though he was a visitor. However, she 
knew that something was doing, and some- 
thing of importance ; and she trusted in God 
for the rest of it. Oulf^ she used to tell me, 
very seriously, of an evening, "The very 
least they can give you, dear John, is a coat 
of arms. Be sure you take nothing less, 
dear ; and the farm can well support it." 

But lo! I have left Lorna ever so long, 
anxious to consult me upon political mat- 
ters. She oame to me, and her eyes alone 
asked a hundred questions, which I rather 
•had answered upon her lips, than troubled 
her pretty ears with them. Therefore I told 
her nothing at all, save that the attack (if 
any should be) would not be made on her 
account ; and that if she should hear by any 
chance a trifle of a noise in the night, she 
was to wrap the clothes around her, and 
shut her beautiful eyes again. On no ac- 
count, whatever she did, was she to go to 
the window. She liked my expression about 
her eyes, and promised to do the very best 
<jhe could ; and then she crept so very close, 
fhskt I needs must have her closer ; and, with 
her head on my breast, she asked, 

" Can't you keep out of this fight, John ?" 

" My own one," I answered, gazing through 
the long black lashes at the depths of radi- 
ant love ; " I believe there will be nothing : 
but what there is I must see out." 

" Shall I tell you what I think, John ? 
It is only a fancy of mine, and perhaps it is 
not worth telling." 

" Let us have it, dear, by all means. You 
know so much about their ways." 

" What I believe is this, John. You know 

how high the rivers are— higher than ever 

they were before, and twice as high, you 

have told me. I believe that Glen Doone 

/g dooded;, and all the houses under water." 



" You little witch," I answered ; " what a 
fool I must be not to think of it ! Of course 
it is : it must be. The torrent from all the 
Bagworthy forest, and all the valleys above 
it, and the great drifts in the glen itself, 
never could have outlet down my famous 
water-slide. The valley must be under wa- 
ter twenty feet at least. Well, if ever there 
was a fool, I am he, for not having thought 
of it." 

"I remember once before," said Lorna, 
reckoning on her fingers, " when there was 
very heavy rain all through the autumn and 
winter, five or it may be six years ago, the 
river came down with such a rush that the 
water was two feet deep in our rooms,ji.nd 
we all had to camp by the cliff-edge. But 
yon think that the floods are higher now, I 
believe I heard you say, John." 

" I don't think about it, my treasure," I 
answered; "you may trust me for under- 
standing floods, after our work at Tiverton. 
And I know that the deluge in all our val- 
leys is such' as no living man can remember, 
neither will ever behold again. Consider 
three months 'of snow, snow, snow, and a 
fortnight of rain on the top of it, and all to 
be drained in a few days away ! And great 
barricades of ice still in the rivers blocking 
them up and ponding them. Yon may take 
my word for it. Mistress Lorna, that your 
pretty bower is six feet deep." 

"Well, my bower has served its time," 
said Lorna, blushing as she remembered all 
that had happened there ; " and my bower 
now is here, John. But I am so sorry to 
think of all the poor women flooded out 
of their houses and sheltering in the snow- 
drifts. However, there is one good of it : 
they can not send many men against us, 
with all this trouble upon them." 

" You are right," I replied : " how clever 
you are! and that is why there were only 
three to cut off Master Stickles. And now 
we shall beat them, I make no doubt, even 
if they come at all. And I defy them to fire 
the house : the thatch is too wet for burn» 
ing." 

We sent all the women to bed quite early, 
except Gwenny Carfax and our old Betty. 
These two we allowed to stay up, because 
they might be useful to us, if they could 
keep from quarreling. For my part I had 
little fear, after what Lorna had told me, as 
to the result of the combat. It was not like- 
ly that the Doones could bring more than 
eight or ten men against us while their 
homes were in such danger; and to meet 
these we had eight good men, including Jer- 
emy and myself, all well-armed and reso- 
lute, besides our three farm-servants, and the 
parish -clerk, and the shoe -maker. These 
five could not be trusted much for any val- 
iant conduct, although they spoke very con- 
fidently over their cans of cider. Neither 
were their weapons fitted for much exeoa** 
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don, unless' it were at close qaarters, which 
they would, be likely to avoid. Bill Dadds 
had a sickle, Jem Slocombe a flail, the cob- 
bler had borrowed the constable's staff (for 
the constable would not attend, because there 
was no warrant), and the parish-clerk had 
brought his pitch-pipe, which was enough 
to break any man's head. But John Fry, 
of course, had his blunderbuss, loaded with 
tin -tacks and marbles, and more likely to 
kill the man who discharged it than any 
other person ; but we knew that John had 
it only for show, and to describe its qualities. 

Now it was my great desire, and my chief- 
est hope, to come across Carver Doone that 
night and settle the score between us, not 
by any shot in the dark, but by a conflict 
man to man. As yet, since I came to full- 
grown power, I had never met any one whom 
I could not play teetotum with : but now 
at last I had found a man whose strength 
was not to be laughed at. I could guess it 
in his face, I could tell it in his arms, I could 
see it in his stride and gait, which more than 
all the rest betray the substance of a man. 
And being so well used to wrestling, and to 
judge antagonists, I felt that here (if any- 
where) I had found my match. 

Therefore I was not content to abide with- 
in the house, or go the rounds with the 
troopers; but betook myself to the rick- 
yard, knowing that the Doones were likely 
to begin their onset there. For they had 
a pleasant custom, when they visited farm- 
houses, of lighting themselves toward pick- 
ing up any thing they wanted, or stabbing 
the inhabitants, by first creating a blaze in 
the rick-yard. And though our ricks were 
all now of mere straw (except indeed two of 
prime clover-hay), and although on the top 
they were so wet that no firebrands might 
hurt them, I was both unwilling to have 
them burned, and fearful that they might 
kindle, if well roused up with fire upon the 
windward side. 

By -the -bye, these Doones had got the 
worst of this pleasant trick one time. For 
happening to fire the ricks of a lonely farm 
called Yeanworthy, not far above Glen- 
thome, they approached the house to get 
people's goods, and to enjoy their terror. 
The master of the farm was lately dead, and 
had left inside the clock-case, loaded, the 
great long gun, wherewith he had used to 
sport at the ducks and the geese on the 
shore. Now Widow Fisher took out this 
gun, and not caring much what became of 
her (for she had loved her husband dearly), 
she laid it upon the window-sill, which look- 
ed upon the rick-yard; and she backed up 
the butt with a chest of oak drawers, and 
she opened the window a little back, and let 
the muzzle out on the slope. Presently five 
or six fine young Doones came dancing a 
reel (as their manner was) betwixt her and 
the flaming rick. Upon which she pulled 1 



the trigger with all the force of her thumb, 
and a quarter of a pound of duok-shot went 
out with a blaze on the dancers. You may 
suppose what their dancing was, and th6ir 
reeling how changed to staggering, and their 
music none of the sweetest. One of them 
fell into the rick, and was burned, and bur- 
ied in a ditch next day ; but the others were 
set upon their horses, and carried home on 
a path of blood. And strange to say, they 
never avenged this very dreadful injury; 
but having heard that a woman had fired 
this desperate shot among them, they said 
that she ought to be a Doone, and inquired 
how old she was. 

Now I had not been so very long waiting 
in our mow-yard, with my best gun ready, 
and a big club by me, before a heaviness of 
sleep began to creep upon me. The flow of 
water was in my ears, and in my eyes a hazy 
spreading, and upon my brain a closure, as 
a cobbler sews a vamp up. So I leaned 
back in the clover-rick, and the dust of the 
seed and the smell came round me without 
any trouble ; and I dozed about Lorna just 
once or twice, and what she had said about 
new -mown hay; and then back went my 
head, and my chin went up ; and if ever a 
man was blessed with slumber, down it came 
upon me, and away went I into it. 

Now this was very vile of me, and against 
all good resolutions, even such as I would 
have sworn to an hour ago or less. But if 
you had been in the water as I had, ay, and 
had long fight with it, after a good day's 
work, and then great anxiety afterward, and 
brain- work (which is not fair for me), and 
upon that a stout supper, mayhap you would 
not be so hard on my sleep ; though you felt 
it your duty to wake me. 



CHAPTER XLIX. 

MAIDEN SENTINELS ARE BEST. 

It was not likely that the outlaws would 
attack our premises until some time after 
the moon was risen; because it would be 
too dangerous to cross the flooded valleys in 
the darkness of the night. And but for this 
consideration, I must have striven harder 
against the stealthy approach of slumber. 
But even so, it was very foolish to abandon 
watch, especially in such as I, who sleep like 
any dormouse. Moreover, I had chosen the 
very worst place in the world for such em- 
ployment, with a goodly chance of awaking 
in a bed of solid fire. 

And so it might have been, nay, it must 
have been, but for Lorna's vigilance. Her 
light hand upon my arm awoke me, not too 
readily ; and leaping up, I seized my club^ 
and prepared to knock down somebody. 

"Who's that?" I cried: "stand back, I 
say, and let. me have fair chance at yqvl«" 
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'* Are you going to knock me down, dear 
Jobnt'* replied the voice I loved so well: 
"I am sure I should never get up again, 
after one blow from you, John." 

" My darling, is it you f " I cried ; " and 
creaking all your orders ? Come back into 
the house at once : and nothing on your head, 
dear!" 

" How could I sleep, while at any moment 
yon might be killed beneath my window f 
ind now is the time of real danger ; for m^i 
can see to travel." 

I saw at once the truth of this. The moon 
was high, and clearly lighting all the wa- 
tered valleys. To sleep any longer might 
be death, not only to myself, but all. 

*^ The man on guard at the back of the 
bouse is fast asleep," she continued ; " Gwen- 
ny, who let me out, and came with me, has 
heard him snoring for two hours. I think 
the women ought to be the watch, because 
they have had no traveling. Where do you 
suppose little Gweuny is ?" 

" Surely not gone to Glen Doone ?" I was 
not sure, however; for I could believe almost 
any thing of the Cornish maiden's hardihood. 

" No," replied Lorna, " although she want- 
ed even to do that. But of course I would 
not hear of it, on account of the swollen 
waters. But she is perched in yonder tree, 
which commands the Barrow valley. She 
says that they are almost sure to cross the 
streamlet there ; and now it is so wide and 
large, that she can trace it in the moonlight 
half a mile beyond her. If they cross she 
is sure to see them, and in good time to let 
us know." 

"What a shame," I cried, "that the men 
should sleep, and the maidens be the sol- 
diers! I will sit in that tree myself, and 
send little Gwenny back to you. Go to bed, 
my best and dearest ; I will take good care 
not to sleep again." 

" Please not to send me away, dear John," 
she answered very mournfully: "you and 
I have been together through perils worse 
than this. I shall only be more timid, and 
more miserable, indoors." 

" I can not let you stay here," I said ; "it 
is altogether impossible. Do you suppose 
that I can fight, with you among the bul- 
lets, Lorna? If this is the way you mean to 
take it> we had better go both to the apple- 
room, and lock ourselves in, and hide under 
the tiles, and let them bum all the rest of 
the premises." 

At thi& idea Lorna laughed, as I could see 
by the moonlight ; and then she said, 

" You are right, John. I should only do 

more harm than good: and of all things I 

hate fighting most, and disobedience next 

to it. Therefore I will go indoors, although 

I can not go to bed. But promise me one 

thing, dearest John, Yon will keep your- 

seZf out of the way — now won't you, as 

n2ach as you can, for my sake F 



" Of that you may be quite certain, Lomai 
I will shoot them all through the hay-ricks." 

" That is right, dear," she answered, uQver 
doubting but what I could do it ; " and then 
they can not see you, you know. But don't 
think of climbing that tree, John ; it is a 
great deal too dangerous. It is all very well 
for Gwenny ; she has no bones to break." 

" None worth breaking, you mean, I sup- 
pose. Very well ; I will not climb the tree, 
for I should defeat my own purpose, I fear ; 
being such a conspicuous object. Now go 
indoors, darling, without more words. The 
more you linger, the more I shall keep you." 

She laughed her own bright laugh at 
this, and only said, " God keep you, love !" 
and then away she tripped across the yard, 
with the step I loved to watch so. And 
thereupon I shouldered arms, and resolved 
to tramp till morning. For I was vexed at 
mj own neglect, and that Lorna should have 
to right it. 

But\before I had been long on duty, mak- 
ing the round of the ricks and stables, and 
hailing Gwenny now and then from the bot- 
tom of her tree, a short wide figure stole to- 
ward me, in and out the shadows, and I saw 
that it was no other than the little maid her- 
self, and that she bore some tidings. 

" Ten on 'em crossed the watter down yon- 
ner," said Gwenny, putting her hand to her 
mouth, and seeming to regard it as good 
news rather than otherwise : " be arl crap- 
ing up by hedgerow now. I could shutt 
dree on 'em from the bar of the gate, if so 
be I had your goon, young man." 

" There is no time to lose, Gwenny. Run 
to the house and fetch Master Stickles, and 
all the men, while I stay here and watch 
the rick-yard." 

Perhaps I was wrong in heeding the ricks 
at such a time as that, especially as only 
the clover was of much importance. But 
it seemed to me like a sort of triumph that 
they should even be able to boast of having 
fired our mow-yard. Therefore I stood in a 
nick of the clover, whence we had cut some 
trusses, with my club in hand, and gun close 

by. 

The robbers rode into our yard as coolly 
as if they had been invited, having lifted the 
gate from the hinges first, on account of its 
being fastened. Then they actually opened 
our stable doors, and turned our honest horses 
out, and put their own rogues in the place of 
them. At this my breath was quite taken 
away; for we think so much of our horses* 
By this time I could see our troopers wait>-' 
ing in the shadow of the house round th& 
corner from where the Doones were, and ex:^ 
pecting the order to fire ; but Jeremy Stickled 
very wisely kept them in readiness until th^ 
enemy should advance upon them. 

" Two of you lazy fellows go," it was th.^ 
deep voice oi Conet TiooxiA, " and make u^ 
I a light to exit t\ie\T \XiTO^\» Xs^ . CixvV^ wv 
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thing, once again. If any man touches Lor* 
nskf I will stab him where he stands. She 
belongs to me. There are two other young 
damsels here, whom yoa may take away if 
yon please. And the mother, I hear, is stilt 
comely. Now for onr rights., We have 
borne too long the insolence of these yokels. 
KiU every man and every child, and^bum 
the cursed place down." 

As he spoke thus blasphemously, I set my 
gun against his breast; and by the light 
buckled from his belt, I saw the little 
*' sight " of brass gleaming alike upon either 
side, and the sleek round barrel glimmering. 
The aim was sure as death itself. If I only 
drew the trigger (which went very lightly), 
Carver Dooiie would breathe no more. And 
yet — will you believe me ? — I could not pull 
the trigger. Would to Gk>d that I had done 
so! 

For I never had taken human life, neither 
done bodily harm to man, beyond the little 
bruises, and the trifling aches and pains, 
"which follow a good and honest bout in the 
wrestling ring. Therefore I dropped my 
carbine, and grasped again my club, which 
seemed a more straightforward implement. 

Presently two young men came toward 
me, bearing brands of resined hemp, kindled 
from Carver*s lamp. The foremost of them 
set his torch to the rick within a yard of 
me, the smoke concealing me from him. I 
struck him with a back-handed blow on the 
elbow, as he bent it, and I heard the bone of 
his arm break as clearly as ever I heard a 
twig snap. With a roar of pain he fell on 
the ground, and his torch dropped there, and 
singed him. The other man stood amazed 
at this, not having yet gained sight of me, 
till I caught his firebrand from his hand, and 
struck it into his countenance. With that 
he leaped at me; but I caught him, in a 
manner learned from early wrestling, and 
snapped his collar-bone, as I laid him upon 
the top of his comrade. 

This little success so encouraged me, that 
I was half inclined to advance, and challenge 
Carver Doone to meet me; but I bore in 
mind that he would be apt to shoot me with- 
out ceremony; and what is the utmost of 
human strength against the power of pow- 
der ? Moreover, I remembered my promise 
to sweet Lorna ; and who would be left to 
defend her, if the rogues got rid of me ? 

While I was hesitating thus (for I always 
continue to hesitate, except in actual con- 
flict) a blaze of fire lit up the house, and 
brown smoke hung around it. Six of our 
men had let go at the Doones, by Jeremy 
. Stickles^s order, as tlie villains came swag- 
gering down in the moonlight ready for rape 
or murder. Two of them fell, and the rest 
hung back, to think at their leisure what 
this was. They were not used to this sort 
of thing: it was neither just nor courteous. 

Being unable any longer to contain my- 



self, as I thought of Lorna's excitement at 
all this noise of firing, I came across the yard, 
expecting whether they would shoot at me. 
However, no one shot at me; and I went up 
to Carver Doone, whom I knew by his size 
in the moonlight, and I took him by the 
beard, and said, "Do you call yourself a 
man!" 

For a moment he was so astonished that 
he could not answer. None had ever dared, 
I suppose, to look at him in that way ; and 
he saw that he had met his equal, or perhaps 
his master. And then he tried a pistol at 
me ; but I was too quick for him. 

"Now, Carver Doone, take warning," I 
said to him, very soberly ; " you have shown 
yourself a fool by your contempt of me. I 
may not be your match in craft, but I am in 
manhood. You are a despicable villain. Lie 
low in your native muck." 

And with that word I laid him flat upon 
his back in our straw-yard by a trick of the 
inner heel, which he could not have resisted 
(though his strength had been twice as great 
as mine) unless he were a wrestler. Seeing 
him down, the others ran, though one of them 
made a shot at me, and some of them got 
their horses before our men came up, and 
some went away without them. And among 
thest last was Captain Carver, who arose 
while I was feeling myself (for I had a little 
wound), and strode away with a train of 
curses enough to poison the light of the 
moon. 

We gained six very good horses by this 
attempted rapine, as well as two young pris- 
oners, whom I had smitten by the clover- 
rick. And two dead Doones were left be- 
hind, whom (as we buried them in the 
church-yard, without any service oyer them) 
I, for my part, was most thankful that I had 
not killed. For to have the life of a fellow- 
man laid upon one's conscience — deserved 
he his death, or deserved it not — is, to my 
sense of right and wrong, the heaviest of all 
burdens ; and the one that wears most deep- 
ly inward, with the dwelling of the mind on 
this view and on that of it. 

I was inclined to pursue the enemy and 
try to capture more of them ; but Jeremy 
Stickles would not allow it, for he said that 
all the advantage would be upon their side, 
if we went hurrying after them, with only 
the moon to guide us. And who could tell 
but what there might be another band of 
them, ready to fall upon the house, and bum 
it, and seize the women, if we left them un- 
protected ? When he put the case thus, I 
was glad enough to abide by his decision* 
And one thing was quite certain, that the 
Doones had never before received so rude 
a shock, and so violent a blow to their su- 
premacy, since first they had built up their 
power, and become the lords of Exmoor. I 
knew that Carver Doone would gnash those 
mighty teeth of his, and curse the men 
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around him, for the blunder (which was in 
truth his own) of ovorconfidence and care- 
lessness. And at the same time, all the rest 
would feel that such a thing had never hap- 
pened while old Sir Ensor was alive, and 
that it was caused by nothing short of gross 
misman agement. 

I scarcely know who made the greatest 
ftiss about my little wound — ^mother, or An- 
nie, or Lorua. I was heartily ashamed to 
be so treated like a milksop ; but, most un- 
luckily, it had been impossible to hide it. 
For the ball had cut along my temple just 
above the eyebrow ; and being fired so near 
at hand, the powder, too, had sparred me. 
Therefore it seemed a great deal worse than 
it really was ; and the sponging, and the 
plastering, and the sobbing, and the moan- 
iug, made me quite ashamed to look Master 
Stickles in the face. 

However, at last I persuaded them that I 
had no intention of giving up the ghost that 
night ; and then they all fell to, and thank- 
ed God with an emphasis quite unknown in 
church . And hereupon Master Stickles said, 
in his free and easy manner (for no one court- 
ed his observation) that I was the luckiest 
of all mortals in having a mother, and a sis- 
ter, ahd a sweetheart, to make much of me. 
For his part, he said, he was just as wq^l off 
in not having any to care for him. For 
now he might go and get shot, or stabbed, 
or knocked on the head, at his pleasure, 
without any one being offended. I made 
bold, upon this, to ask him what was be- 
come of his wife; for I had heard him 
speak of having one. He said that he nei- 
ther knew nor cared ; and perhaps I should 
be like him some day. That Lorna should 
hear such sentiments, was very grievous to 
me. But she looked at me with a smile, 
which proved her contempt for all such 
ideas; and lest any thing still more unfit 
might be said, I dismissed the question. 

But Master Stickles told me afterward, 
when there was no one with us, to have 
no faith in any woman, whatever she might 
seem to be. For he assured me that now he 
possessed very large experience, for so small 
a matter, being thoroughly acquainted with 
women of every class, from ladies of the 
highest blood to Bonarobas and peasants' 
wives : and that they all might be divided 
into three heads, and no more ; that is to 
say, as follows : First, the very hot and pas- 
sionate, who were only contemptible ; sec- 
ond, the cold and indifferent, who were sim- 
ply odious ; and third, the mixture of the 
other two, who had the bad qualities of 
both. As for reason, none of them had it : 
it was like a sealed book to them, which if 
they ever tried to open, they began at the 
back of the cover. 

iV^FT I did not like to hear such things ; 
and to me they appeared to be insolent, as 
well as narrow-minded. For if you came to 
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that, why might not men, as well as wpmen, 
be divided into the same three classes, and 
be pronounced upon by women as beings 
even more devoid than their gentle judges 
of reason f Moreover I knew, both firom my 
own sense, and from the greatest of all great 
poets, that there are, and always have been, 
plenty of women, good and gentle, warm- 
hearted, loving, and lovable; very keen, 
moreover, at seeing the right, be it by rea- 
son or otherwise. And upon the whole I 
prefer them much to the people of my own 
sex, as goodness of heart is more important 
than to show good reason for having it. 
And so I said to Jeremy, 

*^ You have been ill treated, perhaps, Mas- 
ter Stickles, by some woman or other ?" 

"Ay, that have I," he replied, with an 
oath; "and the last on earth who should 
serve me so, the woman who was my wife. 
A woman whom I never struck, never wrong- 
ed in any way, never even let her know that 
I liked another better. And yet when I was 
at Berwick last, with the regiment on guard 
there against those vile moss-troopers, what 
does that woman do but fly in the face of 
all authority, and of my especial business, 
by running away herself with the biggest 
of all moss-troopers? Not that I cared a 
groat about her; and I wish the fool well 
rid of her; but the insolence of the thing 
was such that every body laughed at me ; 
and back I went to London, losing a far bet* 
ter and safer job than this ; and all through 
her. Come, let's have another onion." 

Master Stickles's view of the matter was 
so entirely unromantic, that I scarcely won- 
dered at Mistress Stickles for having run 
away from him to an adventurous moss- 
trooper. For nine women out of ten must 
have some kind of romance or other, to maka 
their lives endurable ; and when their love 
has lost this attractive element, this soft 
dew-fog (if such it be), the love itself is apt 
to languish, unless its bloom be well replaced 
by the budding hopes of children. Now 
Master Stickles neither had, nor wished t(^ 
have, any children. 

Without waiting for any warrant, on 
saying something about " oaptus in fiagra- 
delicto" — if that be the way to spell it 
Stickles sent our prisoners off, bound, a- 
looking miserable, to the jail at Tannt 
I was desirous to let them go free, if ttm^ 
would promise amendment ; but althoug 
had taken them, and surely, therefore, 
every right to let them go again, Masb 
Stickles said, "Not so." He assured 
that it was a matter of public polity ; 
of course, not knowing what he mean 
could not contradict him, but thought t 
surely my private rights ought to be 
spected. For if I throTy- a man in wr^ 
ling, I expect to get his stakes ; and 
take a Tnan.'^x\ao\\e*Y,'why,he ought, in c 
men JvAstice, to \ie\ovi^ \» m^, ^xi^ Wivr 
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good riglit to let him go, if I think proper to 
do so. However, Master Stickles said that 
I was quite benigl^ted, and knew nothing of 
the Constitution ; which was the very thing 
I knew beyond any man in our parish ! 

Nevertheless, it was not for me to contra- 
dict a commissioner ; and therefore I let my 
prisoners go, and wished them a happy de- 
liverance. Stickles replied, with a merry 
grin, that if they ever got it, it would be a 
jail deliverance, and the bliss of dancing ; 
and he laid his hand to his throat in a man- 
ner which seemed to me most uncourteous. 
However, his foresight proved too correct ; 
for both those poor fellows were execut/cd 
soon after the next Assizes. Lorna had 
done her very best to earn another chance 
for them; even going down on her knees 
to that common Jeremy, and pleading with 
g^reat tears for them. However, although 
much moved by her, he vowed that he durst 
do nothing else. To set them free was more 
than his own life was worth; for all the 
country knew by this time that two cap- 
tive Doones were roped to the cider-press at 
Plover's Barrows. Annie bound the broken 
arm of the one whom I had knocked down 
with the club, and I myself supported it ; 
and then she washed and rubbed with lard 
the face of tbe other poor fellow which the 
torch had injured ; and I fetched back his 
collar-i)one to the best of my ability. For 
before any surgeon could arrive, they were 
off with a well-armed escort. That day we 
were re-enforced so strongly from the sta- 
tions along the coast, even as far as Mine- 
head, that we not only feared no farther 
attack, but even talked of assaulting Glen 
Doone without waiting for the train-bands. 
However, I thought that it would be mean 
to take advantage of the enemy in the thick 
of the floods and confusion ; and several of 
the others thought so too, and did not like 
fighting in water. Therefore it was resolved 
to wait and keep a watch upon the valley, 
and let the floods go down again. 



CHAPTER L. 

A MSRHY MEETING A /BAD ONE. 

Now the business I hai^ most at heart (as 
every one knows by this time) was to marry 
Lioma as soon as might be, if she had no ob- 
jection, and then to work the farm so well 
as iJ nourish all our family. And herein I 
saw no difficulty ; for Annie would soon be 
off our hands, and somebody might come and 
take a fancy to little Lizzie (who was grow- 
ing up very nicely now, though not so fine 
as Annie) ; moreover, we were almost sure 
to have great store of hay and com after so 
much snow, if there be any truth in the old 
saying, 



" A foot deep of rain 
Will kill bay and grain : 
Bat three feet of tsnow 1 

Will make them come mo*.** 

And although it was too true that we had 
lost a-many cattle, yet even so we had not 
lost money ; for the few remaining fetched 
such prices as were never known before. 
And though we grumbled with all our 
hearts, and really believed at one time that^ 
starvation was upon us, I doubt whether, on 
the wl\ole, we were not the fatter, and the 
richer, and the wiser, for that winter. Ard 
I might have said the happier, except for the 
sorrow which we felt^ at the failures among 
our neighbors. The Snowes lost every sheep 
they had, and qine out of ten homed cattle; 
and poor Jasper Kebby would have been 
forced to throw up the lease of his farm, and 
perhaps to go to prison, but for the help we 
gave him. 

However, my dear mother would have it 
that Lorna was too young, as yet, to think 
of being married; and indeed I myself was 
compelled to admit that her form was be- 
coming more perfect and lovely, though I 
had not thought it possible. And another 
difficulty was, that as we had all been Prot- 
estants from the time of Queen Elizabeth, 
the maiden must be converted first, and 
taught to hate all Papists. Now Lorna had 
not the smallest idea of ever being convert- 
ed. She said that she loved me truly, but 
wanted not to convert me; and if I loved her 
equally, why should I wish to convert her f 
With this I was tolerably content, not seeing 
so very much difference between a creed and 
a credo, and believing God to be our Father, 
in Latin as well as English. Moreover, my 
darling knew but little of the Popish ways 
— whether excellent, or otherwise — inas- 
niuch as the Doones, though they stole their 
houses, or at least the joiner's work, had 
never been tempted enough by the devil to 
steal either church or chapel. 

Lorna came to our little church when 
Parson Bowden re-appeared after the snow 
was over; and she said that all was very 
nice, and very like what she had seen in the 
time of her aunt Sabina, when they went 
far away to the little chapel, with a shilling 
in their gloves. It made the tears come into 
her eyes, by the force of memory, when Par- 
son Bowden did the things, not so gracefidly 
nor so well, yet with pleasant imitation of 
her old priest's sacred rites. 

" He is a worthy man," she said, being 
used to talk in the service- time, and my 
mother was obliged to cough : " I like him ' 
very much indeed: but I wish he would let 
me put his things the right way on his 
shoulders." 

Every body in our parish who could walk 
at all, or hire a boy and a wheelbarrow, ay, 
and half the folk from CountijBbnry, Bran* 
don, and even li^raxiwiXXi^'^^^ ^sA.'^^tOvk 
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be found that Sunday in our little church of 
Oare. People who would not come anigh 
us, when the Doones were threatening with 
carbine and with fire-brand, flocked in their 
Very best clothes to see a lady Doone go 
to church. Now all this came of that vile 
John Fry; I knew it as well as possible; 
his tongue was worse than the clacker of a 
charityH3chool bell, or the ladle in the frying- 
pan, when the bees are swarming. 

However, Loma was not troubled ; partly 
because of her natural dignity and gentle- 
ness, partly because she never dreamed that 
the people were come to look at her. But 
when we came to the Psalms of the day, 
with some vague sense of being stared at 
more than ought to be, ^he dropped the 
heavy black lace fringing of the velvet hat 
she wore, and concealed from the congrega- 
tion all except her bright red lips, and the 
oval snow-drift of her chin. I touched her 
hand, and she pressed mine; and we felt 
that we were close together, and God saw 
no harm in it. 

As for Parson Bowden (as worthy a man 
as ever lived, and one who could shoot fly- 
ing), he scarcely knew what he was doing, 
without the clerk to helpi him. He had 
borne it very well indeed when I returned 
from London ; but to see a live Doone in his 
church, and a hxdy Doone, and a lovely Doone, 
moreover, one engaged to me, upon whom he 
almost looked as the Squire of his parish (al- 
though not rightly an Armiger), and to feel 
that this lovely Doone was a Papist, {kud 
therefore of higher religion — as all our par- 
sons think — and that she knew exactly how 
he ought to do all the service, of which he 
himself knew little, I wish to express ray 
firm belief that all these things together 
turned Parson Bowden's head a little, and 
made him look to me for orders. 

My mother, the very best of women, was 
(as I could well perceive) a little annoyed 
and vexed with things. For this particular 
occasion, she had procured from Dulver- 
ton, by special message to Ruth Huckaback 
(whereof more anon), a head-dress with a 
feather never seen before upon Exmoor, to 
the best of every one's knowledge. It came 
from a bird called a flaming something — a 
flaming oh, or a flaming ah, I will not be 
positive — ^but I can assure you that it did 
flame ; and dear mother had no other thought 
but that all the congregation would neither 
see nor think of any other mortal thing, or 
immortal even, to the very end of the sermon. 

Herein she was so disappointed, that no 
sooner did she get home, but up stairs she 
went at speed, not even stopping at the mir- 
ror in our little parlor, and flung the whole 
thing into a cupboard, as I knew by the bang 
of the door, having eased the lock for her 
lately. Loma saw there was something 
wrong; and she looked at Annie and Liz- 
zi^ (ae more ITkely to understand it) with 



her former timid glance ; which I knew so 
well, and which had first enslaved me. 

" I know not what ails mother," said An- 
nie, who looked very beautiful, with lilac 
lutestring ribbons, which I saw the Snowe 
girls envying ; " but she has not attended to 
one of the prayers, nor said 'Amen,' all the 
morning. Never fear, darling Loma, it is 
nothing about you. It is something about 
our John, I am sure ; for she never worries 
herself very much about any body but him." 
And here Annie made a look at me such as I 
had had five hundred of. 

" You keep your opinions to yourself," I 
replied ; because I knew the dear, and her 
little bits of jealousy ; " it happens that yon 
are quite wrong this time. Loma, come with 
me, my darling." 

" Oh yes, Lorna ; go with him," cried Liz- 
zie, dropping her lip, in a way which you 
must see to know its meaning ; '^ John wants 
nobody now but you ; and none can find fault 
with his taste, dear." 

" You little fool, I should think not," I 
answered very rudely ; for, betwixt the lot 
of them, my Loma's eyelashes were quiver- 
ing: ''now, dearest angel, come with me; 
and snap your hands at the whole of them." 

My angel did come, with a sigh, and then 
with a smile, when we were alone, but with- 
out any unangelic attempt at snapping her 
sweet white fingers. 

These little things are enough to show 
that while every one so admired Lorna, and 
so kindly took to her, still there would, just 
now and then, be petty and paltry flashes 
of jealousy concerning her; and perhaps it 
could not be otherwise among so many wom- 
en. However, we were always doubly kind 
to her afterward ; and although her mind 
was so sensitive and quick that she must 
have suffered, she never allowed us to per- 
ceive it, nor lowered herself by i^senting it 

Possibly I may have mentioned that little 
Ruth Huckaback had been asked, and had 
even promised to spend her Christmas with 
us; and this was the more desirable, be- 
cause she had left us through some offense, 
or sorrow, about things said of her. Now 
my dear mother, being the kindest and best- 
hearted of all women, could not bear that 
poor dear Ruth (who would some day have 
such a fortune) should be entirely lost to us-^ 
" It is our duty, my dear children," she sai^ 
more than once about) it, " to forgive an^^ 
forget as freely as we hope to have it doa^ 
to us. If dear little Ruth has not behave^l 
quite as we might have' expected, great 
lowance should be made for a girl with 
much money. Designing people get hol^ 
of her, and flatter her, and coax her, to €>T>- 
tain a base influence over her ; so that wli©*^ 
she falls among simple folk, who speak tlie 
honest truth of her, no wonder the poor dbtl^ 
is vexed, and gives herself airs, and so on* 
Ruth can be very useful to us in a number 
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of little ways, and I consider it quite a duty 
to pardon her freak of petulance.^' 

Now one of the little ways in which. Ruth 
had been very useful was the purchase of 
the scarlet feathers of the flaming bird ; and 
DOW that the house was quite safe from at- 
tack, and the mark on my forehead was heal- 
ing, I was begged, over and over again, to go 
and see Ruth, and make all things straight, 
and pay for the gorgeous plumage. This 
last I was very desirous to do, that I might 
know the price of it, having made a small 
bet on the subject with Annie; and having 
held counsel with myself whether or not it 
were possible to get something of the kind 
for Lorna of stiU more distinguished appear- 
ance. Of course she could not wear scarlet 
as yet, even if I had wished it ; but I be- 
lieved that people of fashion often wore pur- 
ple for mourning ; purple, too, was the roy- 
al color, and Lorna was by right a queen ; 
therefore I was quite resolved to ransack 
Uncle Reuben^s stores in search of some 
bright purple bird, if nature had kindly 
provided one. 

All this, however, I kept to myself, in- 
tending to trust Ruth Huckaback, and no 
one else, in the matter. And so, one beauti- 
ful spring morning, when all the earth was 
kissed with scent, and all the air caressed 
with song, up the lane I stoutly rode, well 
armed, and well provided. 

Now, though it is part of my life to heed, 
it is no part of my tale to tell, how the 
wheat was coming on. I reckon that you 
who read this story after I am dead and 
gone (and before that none shall read it) 
will say, " Tush ! What is his wheat to us f 
We are not wheat, we are human beings ; 
and all we cai'e for is human doings.'' This 
may be very good targument, and in the 
main I believe that it is so. Nevertheless, 
if a man is to tell only what he thought 
and did, and not what came around him, he 
must not mention his own clothes, which his 
father and mother bought for him. And 
more than my own clothes to me, ay, and 
as much as my own skin, are the works of 
nature round about, whereof a man is the 
6mallest. 

And now I will tell yon, although most 
likely only to be laughed at, because I can 
not put it in the style of Mr. Dry den — whom 
to compare to Shakspeare ! but if once I be- 
gin upon that, you will never hear the last 
of me — ^nevertheless, I will tell you this ; not 
wishing to be rude, but only just because I 
know it ; the more a man can fling his arms 
(so to say) round Nature's neck, the more he 
can upon her bosom, like an infant, lie and 
8nck, the more that man shall earn the 
tmst and love of all his fellow-men. 

In this matter is no jealousy (when the 
man is dead) ; because thereafter all others 
know how much of the milk he had, and he 
can suck no longer; and they value him ac- 



cordingly, for the nourishment he is to them. 
Even as when we keep a roaster of the suck- 
ing pigs, we choose, and praise at table most, 
the favorite of its mother. Fifty times have, 
1 seen this, and ^miled, and praised our peo- 
ple's taste, and offered them more of the 
vitals. 

Now her© am I upon Shakspeare (who 
died, of his own fruition, at the age of fifty- 
two, yet lived more than fifty thousand 
men, within his little span of life), when aU 
the while I ought to be riding as hard as I 
cai^ to Dulvertou. But, to tell the truth, I 
could not ride hard, being held at every turn, 
and often without auy turn at all, by the 
beauty of things around me. These things 
grow upon a man if once he stops to notice 
them. 

It wanted yet two hours to noon, when I 
came to Master Huckaback's door and struck 
the panels smartly. Knowing nothing of 
their manners, only that people in a town 
could not be expected to entertain (as we 
do in farm-houses), having, moreover, keen 
expectation of Master Huckaback's avarice, 
I had brought some stuff to eat, made by 
Annie and packed by Lorna, and requiring 
no thinking about it. 

Ruth herself came and let me in, blushing 
very heartily ; for which color I praised her 
health, and my praises heightened it. That 
little thing had lovely eyes, and could be 
trusted thoroughly. I do like an obstinate 
little woman, when she is sure that she is 
right. And indeed if love had never sped 
me straight to the heart of Lorna (compared 
to whom, Ruth was no more than the thief 
is to the candle), who knows but what I 
might have yielded to the law of nature, 
that thorough trimmer of balances, and ver- 
ified the proverb that the giant loves the 
dwarf? 

" I take the privilege. Mistress Ruth, of 
saluting you according to kinship, and the 
ordering of the Canons." And therewith I 
bussed her well, and put my arm around her 
waist, being so terribly restricted in the 
matter of Lorna, and knowing the use of 
practice. Not that I had any warmth — all 
that was darling Loma's — only out of pure 
gallantry, and my knowledge of London 
fashions. Ruth blushed to such a pitch at 
this, and looked up at me with such a gleam, 
as if I must have my own way, that all my 
love of kissing sunk, and I felt that I was 
wronging her. Only my mother had told 
me, when the girls were out of the way, to 
do all I could to please darling Ruth, and I 
had gone about it accordingly. 

Now Ruth as yet had never heard a word 
about dear Lorna ; and when she led me into 
the kitchen (where every thing looked beau- 
tiful), and told me not to mind for a moment 
about the scrubbing of my boots, because 
she would only be too glad to clean it all up 
after me, and told me bo^ ^^^^i^ ^^ ^^iS5»\ 
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see mjB, blushing more at every word, and 
recalling some of tbem, and stooping down 
for pots and pans when I looked at her too 
ruddily — all these things came npon me so, 
without any legal notice, that I could only 
look at Ruth, and think how very good she 
was, and how bright her handles were, and 
wonder if I had wronged her. Once or 
twice I began — this I say, upon my honor — 
to endeavor to explain exactly how we were 
at Plover's Barrows ; how we all had been 
bound to fight, and had defeated the enemy, 
keeping their queen among us. But Ruth 
would make some great mistake between 
Loma and Gwenny Carfax, and gave me no 
chance to set her aright, and cared about 
nothing much, except some news of Sally 
Snowe. 

What could I do with this little thing! 
All my sense of modesty, and value for my 
dinner, were against my overpressing all 
the graceful hints I had given about Loma. 
Ruth was just a girl of that sort, who will 
not believe one word, except from her own 
seeing; not so much from any doubt, as 
from the practice of using eyes which have 
been in business. 

I asked Cousin Ruth (as we used to call 
her, though the cousinship was distant) 
what was become of Uncle Ben, and how it 
was that we never heard any thing of or 
from him now. She replied that she hard- 
ly knew what to make of her grandfather's 
manner of carrying on for the last half year 
or more. He was apt to leave his home, 
she said, at any hour of the day or night ; 
going none knew whither, and returning no 
one might say when. And his dress, in hex 
opinion, was enough to frighten a hodman, 
or a scavenger of the roads, instead of the de- 
cent suit of kersey, or of Sabbath doeskins, 
such as had won the respect and reverence 
of his fellow-townsmen. But the worst of 
aU things was, as she confessed with tears 
in her eyes, that the poor old gentleman had 
something weighing heavily on his mind. 

" It will shorten his days. Cousin Ridd," 
she said, for she never would call me Cousiu 
John ; " he has no enjoyment of any thing 
that he eats or drinks, nor even in counting 
his money, as he used to do all Sunday ; in- 
deed no pleasure in any thing, unless it be 
smoking his pipe, and thinking, and staring 
at bits of brown stone, which he pulls every 
now and then out of his pockets. And the 
business he used to take such pride in is 
now left almost entirely to the foreman and 
to me." 

''And what will become of you, dear 
Ruth, if any thing happens to the old man ?" 

" I am sure I know not," she answered, 
simply ; " and I can not bear to think of it. 
It must depend, I suppose, upon dear grand- 
father's pleasure about me." 

''It must rather depend," said I, though 
having no buaineaa to Bay it, "upon your 



own good pleasure, Ruth ; for all the world 
will pay court to you." 

"That is the very thing which I never 
could endure. I have begged dear grand- 
father to leave no chance of that. When, he 
has threatened me with poverty, as he does 
sometimes, I have always met him truly, 
with the answer that I feared one thing a 
great deal worse than poverty, namely, to be 
an heiress. But I can not make him believe 
it. Only think how strange, Cousiu Ridd, I 
can not make him believe it." 

"It is not strange at all," I answered; 
"considering how he values money. Nei- 
ther would any one else believe you, except 
by looking into your true and very pretty 
eyes, dear." 

Now I beg that no one will snepect for a 
single moment, either that I did not mean 
exactly what I said, or meant a single atom 
more, or would not have said the same, if 
Loma had been standing by. What I had 
always liked in Ruth was the calm, straight- 
forward gaze and'beauty of her large brown 
eyes. Indeed I had spoken of them to Lor- 
na, as the only ones to be compared (though 
not for more than a moment) to her own for 
truth and light, but never for depth and 
softness. But now the little maiden drop- 
ped them, and turned away without reply. 

" I will go and see to my horse," I said ; 
"the boy that has taken him seemed sur^ 
prised at his having no horns on his fore- 
head. Perhaps he will lead him into the 
shop, and feed him upon broadcloth." 

" Oh, he is such a stupid boy," Ruth an- 
swered, with great sympathy : " how quick 
of you to observe that now: and you call 
yourself ' Slow John Ridd I' I never did see 
such a stupid boy : sometime!) he spoils my 
temper. But you must be back in half an 
hour at the latest, Cousin Ridd. You see 
I remember what you are, when once you 
get among horses, or cows, or things of that 
sort." 

" Things of that sort ! Well done, Ruth ! 
One would think you were quite a Cockney." 

Uncle Reuben did not come home to his 
dinner ; and his granddaughter said she had 
strictest orders never to expect him. There- 
fore we had none to dine with ns except the 
foreman of the shop, a worthy man, named 
Thomas Cookram, fifty years of age or so. He 
seemed to me to have strong intentions of 
his own about little Ruth ; and on that ac« 
count to regard me with a wholly undue 
malevolence. And perhaps, in order tq jus- 
tify him, I may have been more attentive to 
her than otherwise need have been ; at any 
rate, Ruth and I were pleasant, and he the 
very opposite. 

" My dear Cousin Ruth," I said, on pur- 
pose to vex Master Cockram, because he 
eyed us so heavily, and squinted so unluck- 
ily, " we have long been looking for you at 
our Plover's Barrows farm. You remember 
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bow you used to love I^untiug for eggs iu the 
morning) and hiding up in the tallat with 
Lizzie, for me to seek you among the hay, 
when the sun was down. Ah, Master Cock- 
ram, those are the things young people find 
their pleasure in, not in selling a yard of 
serge, and giving twopence -half -penny 
change, and writing ' settled ' at the bottom 
with a pencil that has blacked their teeth. 
Now, Master Cockram, you ought to come as 
far as our good farm at once, and eat two 
new-laid eggs for breakfast, and be made to 
look quite young again. Our good Annie 
would cook for you; and you should have 
the hot new milk, and the pope's eye from 
the mutton; and every foot of you would 
become a yard in about a fortnight." And 
hereupon I spread my chest, to show him an 
example. Ruth could not keep her counte- 
nance : but I saw that she thought it wrong 
of me, and would scold me, if ever I gave her 
the chance of taking those little liberties. 
However, he deserved it all, according to my 
young ideas, for his great impertinence in 
aiming at my cousin. 

But what I said was far less grievous to a 
man of honest mind than little Ruth's own 
behavior. I could hardly have believed that 
80 thoroughly true a girl, and one so proud 
and upright, could have got rid of any man 
80 cleverly as she got rid of Master Thomas 
Cockram. She gave him not even a glass of 
wine, but commended to his notice, with a 
8weet and thoughtful gravity, some invoice 
which must be corrected before her dear 
grandfather should return ; and to amend 
which, three great ledgers must be searched 
from first to last. Thomas Cockram wink- 
ed at me with the worst of his two wrong 
eyes ; as much as to say, ** I understand it ; 
but I can not help myseilf. Only you look 
out, if ever" — and before he had finished 
winking, the door was shut behind him. 
Then Ruth said to me in the simplest man- 
ner, "You have ridden far to-day. Cousin 
Ridd; and have far to ride to get home 
again. What will dear Aunt Ridd say if 
we send you away without nourishment? 
All the keys are in my keeping, and dear 
grandfather haa the finest wine, not to be 
matched in the west of England, as I have 
heard good judges say ; though I know not 
wine from cider. Do you like the wine of 
Oporto, or the wine of Xeres ?" 

" I know not one from the other, fair cous- 
in, except by the color," I answered : " but 
the sound of Oporto is nobler, and richer. 
Suppose we try wine of Oporto." 

The good little creature went and fetched 
a black bottle of an ancient cast, covered 
with dust and cobwebs. These I was anx- 
ious to shake aside ; and indeed I thought 
that the wine would be better for being 
roused up a little. Ruth, however, would 
not hear a single word to that purport ; and 
seeing that she knew more about it, I left 



her to manage it. And the result was very 
fine indeed, to wit, a sparkling rosy liquor, 
dancing with little flaked of light, and scent- 
ed like new violets. With this I was so 
pleased and gay, and Ruth so glad to see me 
gay, that we quite forgot how the time went 
on ; and though my fair cousin would not be 
persuaded to take a second glass herself, she 
kept on filling mine so fast that it was never 
empty, though I did my best to keep it so. 

" What is a little drop like this to a man 
of your size and strength. Cousin Ridd?" she 
said, with her cheeks just brushed with rose, 
which made her look very beautiful: "I 
have heard you say that your head is so 
thick — or rather so clear, you ought to say 
— that no liquor ever moves it." 

"That is right enough," I answered; 
" what a witch you must be, dear Ruth, to 
have remembered that now !" 

" Oh, I remember every word I have ever 
heard you say, Cousin Ridd ; because your 
voice is so deep, you know, and you talk so 
little. Now it is useless to say * no.' These 
bottles hold almost nothing. Dear grand- 
father will not come home, I fear, until long 
after you are gone. What will Aunt Ridd 
think of me, I am sure f You are all so 
dreadfully hospitable. Now not another 
* no,' Cousin Ridd. We must have another 
bottle." 

" Well, must is must," I answered, with a 
certain resignation. "I can not bear bad 
manners, dear ; and how old are you next 
birthday ?" 

"Eighteen, dear John," said Ruth, com- 
ing over with the empty bottle ; and I was 
pleased at her calling me " John," and had 
a great mind to kiss her. However I thought 
of my Lorna suddenly, and of the anger I 
should feel if a man went on with her so ; 
therefore I lay back in my chair, to wait for 
the other bottle. 

" Do you remember how we danced that 
night ?" I asked, while she was opening it ; 
" and how you were afraid of me first, be- 
cause I looked so tall, dear ?" 

" Yes, and so very broad. Cousin Ridd. I 
thought that you would eat me. But I have 
come to know since then how very kind and 
good you are." 

"And will you come and dance again at 
my wedding. Cousin Ruth f 

She nearly let the bottle fall, the last of 
which she was sloping carefully into a ves- 
sel of bright glass ; and then she raised her 
hand again, and finished it judiciously. And 
after that she took the window, to see that 
all her work was clear ; and then she pour- 
ed me out a glass, and said, with very pale 
cheeks, but else no sign of meaning about 
her, " What did you ask me. Cousin Ridd?" 

" Nothing of any importance, Ruth : only 
we are so fond of you. I mean to be mar- 
ried as soon as I can. Will you come and 
help us f 
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" To be sure I will, Cousin Ridd — unless, 
unless, deaf grandfather can not spare me 
from the business." She went away, and 
her breast was heaving like a rick of under- 
carried hay. And she stood at the window 
long, trying to make yawns of sighs. 

For my part, I knew not what to do. 
And yet I could think about it as I never 
could with Lorua, with whom I was always 
in a whirl, from the power of my love. So 
I thought some time about it, and perceived 
that it was the manliest way just to tell her 
every thing, except that I feared she liked 
me. But it seemed to me unaccountable 
that she did not even ask the name of my 
intended wife. Perhaps she thought that it 
must be Sally, or perhaps she feared to trust 
her voice. 

'' Come and sit by me, dear Kuth, and list- 
en to a long, long story, how things have 
come about with me." 

" No, thank you. Cousin Ridd," she an- 
swered; ''at least I mean that I shall be 
happy — that I shall be ready to hear you — 
to listen to yon, I mean of courgre. But I 
would rather stay where I am, and have the 
air — or rather be able to watch for dear 
grandfather coming home. He is so kind 
and good to me. What should I do with- 
out him r 

Then I told her how, for years and years, 
I had been attached to Loma, and all the 
dangers and difficulties which had so long 
beset us, and how I hoped that these were 
passing, and no other might come between 
us, except on the score of religion ; upon 
which point I trusted soon to overcome my 
mother's objections. And then I told her 
how poor, and helpless, and alone in the 
world my Lorna was, and how sad all her 
youth had been until I brought her away at 
last. And many other little things I men- 
tioned, which there is no need for me again 
to dwell upon. Ruth heard it all without 
a word, and without once looking at me ; 
and only by her attitude could I guess that 
she was weeping. Then, when all my tale 
was told, she asked in a low and gentle voice, 
but still without showing her fkce to me, 

"And does she love you. Cousin Riddf 
Does she say that she loves you, with — ^with 
all her heart ?" 

" Certainly she does," I answered. " Do 
you think it impossible for one like her to 
do so ?" 

She said no more, but crossed the room 
before I had time to look at her, and came 
behind my chair, and kissed me gently on 
the forehead. 

" I hope you may be very happy with — I 

mean in your new life," she whispered very 

softly ; " as happy as you deserve to be, and 

aa happy as you can make others be. Now 

how I have been neglecting you! I am 

gajte ashamed of myself for thinking only 

ofgrandfather^ and it makes me so low-spir- 



ited. You have told me a very nice ro- 
mance, and I have never even helped you to 
a glass of wine. Here, pour it for your- 
self, dear cousin ; I shall be back again di- 
rectly." 

With that she was out of the door in a 
moment: and when she came back, you 
would not have thought that a tear had 
dimmed those large bright eyes, or wander- 
ed down these pale clear cheeks. Only her 
hands were cold and trembling, and she 
made me help myself. 

Uncle Reuben did not appear at all ; and 
Ruth, who had promised to come and see us, 
and stay for a fortnight at our house (if her 
grandfather could spare her), now discover- 
ed, before I left, that she must not think of 
doing so. Perhaps she was right in deciding 
thus; at any rate, it had now became im- 
proper for me to press her. And yet I now 
desired tenfold that she should consent to 
come, thinking that Lorna herself would 
work the speediest cure of her passing 
whim. 

For such, I tried to persuade myself, was 
the nature of Ruth's regard for me; and 
upon looking back I could not charge my- 
self with any misconduct toward the little 
maiden. I had never sought her company, 
I had never trifled with her (at least until 
that very day), and being so engrossed with 
my own love, I had scarcely ever thought 
of her. And the maiden would never have 
thought of me, except as a clumsy yokel, 
but for my mother's and sister's meddling, 
and their wily suggestions. I believe they 
had told the little soul that I was deeply in 
love with her, although they both stoutly 
denied it. But who can place trust in a 
woman's word, when it comes to a question 
of match-making f 



CHAPTER LI. 

A VISIT FROM THE COUNSELOR. 

Now while I was riding home that even- 
ing, with a tender conscience about Ruth, 
although not a wounded one, I guessed but 
little that all my thoughts were needed 
much for my own affairs. So, however, it 
proved to be ; for as I came in, soon after 
dark, my sister Eliza met me at the comer 
of the bheese-room, and she said, " Don't go 
in there, John," pointing to mother's room, 
" until I have had a talk with you." 

" In the name of Moses," I inquired, hav- 
ing picked up that phrase at Dulverton, 
"what are you at about me now! There 
is no peace for a quiet feUow." 

" It is nothing we are at," she answered : 
" neither may you make light of it. It is 
something very important about Mistress 
Lioma "DooTift." 

'^ Let \i& ^iLSk'v^ V\i ^\> o\tfi^J' \ «ns^\ '''' \ <ia» 
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bear any thing about Loma except that she 
does not care for me.'' 

'^ It has nothing to do with that, John. 
And I am quite sure that you never need 
fear any thiug of that eorfc. She perfectly 
weairies me sometimes, although her Yoice 
is so soft and sweet, about your endless per- 
fections." 

" Bless her little heart I" I said : " the sub- 
ject is inexhaustible.'' 

" No doubt !" replied Lizzie, in the driest 
<aianner ; " especially to your sisters. How- 
ever, this is no time to joke. I fear you will 
get the worst of it, John. Do you know a 
man of about Gwenny's shape, nearly as 
broad as he is long, but about six times the 
size of Gwenny, and with a length of snow- 
white hair, and a thickness also, as the copses 
were last winter. He never can comb it, that 
is quite certain, with any comb yet invented." 

"Then you go and offer your services. 
There are few things you can not scarify. 
I know the man from your description, al- 
though I have never seen him. Now where 
is mf Lorua ?" 

"Your Loma is with Annie, having a 
good cry, I believe ; and Annie too glad to 
second her. She knows that this great man 
is here, and knows that he wants to see her. 
But she begged to defer the interview until 
dear John's return." 

"What a nasty way you have, of telling 
the very commonest piece of news !" I said, 
on purpose to pay her out. " What man 
will ever fancy you, you unlucky little snap- 
per? Now no more nursery talk for ni€f. 
I will go and settle this business. You had 
better go and dress your dolls, if you can 
give them clothes unpoisoned." Hereupon 
Lizzie burst into a perfect roar of tears, 
feeling that she had the worst of it. And I 
took her up and begged her pardon, although 
she scarcely deserved it ; for she knew that 
I was out of luck, and she might have spared 
iier satire. 

I was almost sure that the man who was 
oome must be the Counselor himself; of 
whom I felt much keener fear than of his 
son Carver. And knowing that his visit 
boded ill to me and Lorna, I went and 
sought my dear, and led her, with a heavy 
heart, from the maiden's room to mother's, 
to meet our dreadful visitor. 

Mother was standing by the door, making 
courtesies now and then, and listening to a 
long harangue upon the rights of state and 
land, which the Counselor (having found 
that she was the owner of her property, and 
knew nothing of her title to it) was encour- 
aged to deliver. My dear mother stood gaz- 
ing at him, spell-bound by his eloquence, 
and only hoping that he would stop. He 
was shaking his hair upon his shoulders, in 
the power of his words, and his wrath at 
some little things which he declared to be 
quite UljegaJ, 



Then I ventured to show myself, in the 
flesh, before him, although he feigned not to 
see me; but he advanced with zeal to Lor- 
na, holding out both hands at once. 

" My darling child, my dearest niece, how 
wonderfully well you look! Mistress Eidd, 
I give you credit. This is the country of 
good things. I never would have believed 
our Queen could have looked so royal. Sui'e- 
ly, of all virtues hospitality is the finest, and 
the most rom^^ntio. Dearest Loma, kiss your 
uncle ; it is quite a privilege." 

" Perhaps it is to you, sir," said Lorna, 
who could never quite check her sense of 
oddity; '^but I fear that you have smoked 
tobacco, which spoils reciprocity." 

" You are right, my child. How keen 
your scent is! It is always so with us. 
Your grandfather was noted for his olfac- 
tory powers. Ah, a great loss, dear Mrs. 
Bidd — a terrible loss to this neighborhood ! 
As one of our great writers says — I think it 
must be Milton — 'We ne'er shall look upon 
his like again.' " 

" With your good leave, sir," I broke in, 
" Master Milton could never have written so 
sweet and simple a line as that. It is one 
of the great Shakspeare." 

"Woe is me for my neglect!" said the 
Counselor, bowing airily; "this must be 
your son. Mistress Bidd, the great John, the 
wrestler. And one who meddles with the 
Muses ! Ah, since I was young, how every 
thing is changed, madam ! Except, indeed, 
the beauty of women, which seems to me to 
increase every year." Here the old villain 
bowed to my mother ; and she blushed*, and 
made another courtesy, and really did look 
very nice. 

"Now, though I have quoted the poets 
amiss, as your son informs me (for which I 
tender my best thanks, and must amend my 
reading), I can hardly be wrong in assum- 
ing that this young armiger must be the too 
attractive cynosure to our poor little maid- 
en. And, for my 'part, she is welcome to 
him. I have never been one of those who 
dwell upon distinctions of rank, and birth, 
and such like; as if they were iu the heart 
of nature, and must be eternal. In early 
youth I may have thought so, and been full 
of that little pride. But now I have long 
accounted it one of the first axioms of polit- 
ical economy — you are following me. Mis- 
tress Eidd ?" 

" Well, sir, I am doing my best ; but I can 
not quite keep up with you." 

"Never mind, madam ; I* will be slower. 
But your son's intelligence is so quick — " 

" I see, sir ; you thought that mine must 
be. But no; it all comes from his father, 
sjr. His father was that quick and clever — " 

"Ah, I can well suppose it, madam. And 
a credit he is to both of -^ovi. "^o^ ^\Rk ^^ 
turn to o\xT TanA»\>oii% — ^^ ^'g^.^sfe -^\svOq. ^«^ 
1 will apprec\aA«i— 1 m-aj^ li^^ "^^ ^^^^t^^^O- 
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think, as this yonng lady's legal guardian, 
although I have not had the honor of being 
formally appointed such. Her father was 
the eldest son of Sir Ensor Doone, and I 
happened to be the second son; and as 
young maidens can not be baronets, I sup- 
pose I am * Sir Cou^iselor.' Is it so, Mistress 
Bidd, according to your theory of geneal- 
ogy f" 

" I am sure I don't know, sir," my mother 
answered carefully : " I know not any thing 
of that name, sir, except in the Gk>spel of 
Matthew; but I see not why it should be 
otherwise." 

'^Good, madam! I may look upon that 
as your sanction and approval, and the col- 
lege of heralds shall hear of it. And in re- 
turn, as Loma's guardian, I give my full and 
ready consent to her marriage with your son, 
madam." 

"Oh how good of you, sir — how kind! 
Well, I always did say that the learnedest 
people were almost always the best and 
kindest, and the most simple-hearted." 

" Madam, that is a great sentiment. What 
a goodly couple they will be ! and if we can 
add him to our strength — " 

" Oh no, sir, oh no !" cried mother : " you 
really must not think of it. He has always 
been brought up so honest — " 

"Hem! that makes a difference. A de- 
cided disqualification for domestic life among 
the Doones. But, surely, he might get over 
those prejudices, madam f" 

" Oh no, sir ! he never can ; he never can, 
indeed. When he was only that high, sir, 
he could not steal even an apple when some 
wicked boys tried to mislead him." 

"Ah!" replied the Counselor, shaking his 
white head gravely; "then I greatly fear 
that his case is quite incurable. I have 
known such cases ; violent prejudice, bred 
entirely of education, and anti- economical 
to the last degree. And when it is so, it is 
desperate ; no man, after imbibing ideas of 
that sort, can in any way be useful." 

"Oh yes, sir, John is very useful. He can 
do as much work as three other men ; and 
you should see him load a sled, sir." 

" I was speaking, madam, of higher use- 
fulness — ^power of the brain and heart. The 
main thing for us upon earth is to take a 
large view of things. But while we talk 
of the heart, what is my niece Loma doing, 
that she does not come and thank me for 
my perhaps too prompt concession to her 
youthful fancies? Ah! if I had wanted 
thanks, I should have been more stubborn." 

Loma, being challenged thus, came up and 
looked at her uncle, with her noble eyes fixed 
full upon his, which beneath his white eye- 
brows glistened like dormer-windows piled 
with snow. 

^^or what am I to thank you, uncle T" 

'My dear niece, I have told you. For re- 
moyring the heaviest obstacle^ which to a 
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mind so well regulated could possibly have 
existed, between your dutiful self and the 
object of your affections." 

" Well, uncle, I should be very grateful if 
I thought that you did so from love of me, 
or if I did not know that you have something 
yet concealed from me." 

"And my consent," said the Counselor, 
" is the more meritorious, the more liberal, 
frank, and candid, in the face of an exist- 
ing fact, and a very clearly established one, 
which might have appeared to weaker minds 
in the light of an impediment; but to my 
loftier view of matrimony seems quite a rec- 
ommendation." 

" What fact do you mean, sir ? Is it one 
that I ought to know ?" 

"In my opinion it is, good niece. It 
forms, to my mind, so fine a basis for the in- 
variable harmony of the matrimonial state. 
To be brief — as I always endeavor to be, 
without becoming obscure — you two young 
X>eople (ah, what a gift is youth! one can 
never be too thankful for it) will have the 
rare advantage of commencing married life 
with a subject of common interest to dis- 
cuss, whenever you weary of — well, say of 
one another ; if you can now, by any means, 
conceive such a possibility. And perfect 
justice meted out : mutual good-will result- 
ing, from the sense of reciprocity. 

" I do not understand you, sir. Why can 
you not say what you mean at once ?" 

" My dear child, I prolong your suspense. 
Curiosity is the -most powerful of all femi- 
nine instincts, and therefore the most de- 
lightful, when not prematurely satisfied. 
However, if you must have my strong reali- 
ties, here they are. Your father slew dear 
John's father, and dear John's father slew 
yours." 

Having said thus much, the Counselor 
leaned back upon his chair, and shaded his 
calm white-bearded eyes from the rays of 
our tallow -candles. He was a man who> 
liked to look, rather than to be looked at. 
But Loma came to me for aid, and I went up 
to Lorna, and mother looked at both of us. 

Then feeling that I must speak first (as no 
one would begin it), I took my darling round 
the waist, and led her up to the Counselor, 
while she tried to bear it bravely, yet must 
lean on me, or did. 

" Now, Sir Counselor Doone," I said, with 
Lorna squeezing both my hands, I never yet 
knew how (considering that she was walk- 
ing all the time, or something like it), " you 
know right well. Sir Counselor, that Sir En- 
sor Doone gave approval." I can not tell 
what made me think of this ; but so it came 
upon me.' 

"Approval to what, good rustic John? 
To the slaughter so reciprocal f " 

"No, sir, not to that, even if it ever hap- 
pened, w\iYciVi 1 do Tiot believe. But to th 
i love "betw\x.\> \3Qft acA lisstvi^'', '^^^.Ocl 
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fitory shall not break, withoat more evidence 
than your word. And even so, slAll never 
break, if Loma thinks as I do." 

The maiden gave me a little touch, as 
mnch as to say, ^* You are right, darling ; 
give it to him again like that." However, I 
held my x)eace, well knowing that too many 
words do mischief. 

Then mother looked at me with wonder, 
being herself too amazed to si>eak ; and the 
Counselor looked, with great wrath in his 
eyes, which he tried to keep from burning. 

" How say you, then, John Ridd," he cried, 
stretching out one hand like Elijah : " is this 
a thing of the sort you love f Is this what 
you are used to ?" 

"So please your worship," I answered; 
" no kind of violence can surprise us, since 
first came Doones upon Esmoor. Up to that 
time none heard of harm, except of taking a 
purse, maybe, or cutting a strange sheep's 
throat. And the poor folk who did this were 
hanged, with some benefit of clergy. But 
ever since the Doones came first, we are used 
to any thing." 

" Thou varlet," cried the Counselor, with 
the color of his eyes quite changed with the 
sparkles of his fury, " is this the way we are 
to deal with such a low-bred clod as thoiif 
To question the doings of our people and to 
talk of clergy ! What I dream you not that 
we could have clergy, and of the right sort 
too, if we only cared to have them ? Tush ! 
Am I to spend my time arguing with a plow- 
taa Bob f " 

" If your worship will hearken to me," I 
answered very modestly, not wishing to 
speak harshly, with Loma looking up at me, 
" therQ are many things that might be said, 
without any kind of argument, which I 
would never wish to try with one of your 
worship's learning. And in the first place 
it seems to me that if our fathers hated one 
another bitterly, yet neither won the victory, 
only mutual discomfiture, surely that is but 
a reason why we should be wiser than they, 
and make it up in this generation by good- 
will and loving — ^' 

" Oh, John, you wiser than your father !" 
mother broke upon me here : " not but what 
yen might be as wise when you come to be 
old enough." 

" Young people of the present age," said 
the Counselor, severely, " have no right feel- 
ing of any sort upon the simplest matter. 
Loma Doone, stand forth from contact with 
that heir of parricide, and state, in your own 
mellifluous voice, whether you regard this 
Blanghter as a pleasant trifle." 

" You know, without any words of mine," 
she answered very softly, yet not withdraw- 
ing from my hand, " that although I have 
been seasoned well to every kind of outrage 
Qmong my gentle relatives, I have not yet so 
purely lost all sense of right and wrong as 
tx} receive what you have said as lightly as 



you declared it. You think it a happy b»- 
sis for our future concord. I do not quite 
think that, my uncle ; neither do I quite be- 
lieve that a word of it is true. In our hap- 
py valley, nine -tenths of what is said is 
false; and you were always wont to argue 
that true and false are but a blind turned 
upon a pivot. Without any failure of re- 
spect for your character, good uncle, I de^ 
cline politely to believe a word of what you 
have told me. And even if It were proved 
to me, all I can say is this, if my John will 
have me, I am his forever." 

This long si>eech was too much for her; 
she had overrated her strength about it, and 
the sustenance of irony. So at last she fell 
into my arms, which had long been waiting 
for her; and there she lay with no other 
sound except a gurgling in her throat. 

" You old villain !" cried my mother, shak- 
ing her fist at the Counselor, while I could 
do nothing else but hold and bend across my 
darling, and whisper to deaf ears, " What is 
the good of the quality, if this is all that 
comes of it f Out of the way ! You know 
the words that make the deadly mischief, 
but not the ways that heal them. Give me 
that bottle, if hands you have ; what is the 
use of Counselors f " 

I saw that dear mother was carried away ; 
and indeed I myself was something like it, 
with the pale face upon my bosom, and the 
heaving of the heart, and the heat and cold 
all through me, as my darling breathed or 
lay. Meanwhile fthe Counselor stood back, 
and seemed a little sorry ; although of course 
it was not in his power to be at all ashamed 
of himself. 

" My sweet love, my darling child," our 
mother went on to Lorna, in a way that I 
shall never forget, though I live to be a 
hundred ; " pretty pet, not a word of it is 
true, upon that old liar's oath ; and if every 
word were true, poor chick, you should have 
our John all the more for it. You and John 
were made by Gk)d, and meant for one an- 
other, whatever falls between you. Little 
lamb, look up and speak : here is your own 
John and I ; and the devil take the Coun- 
selor." 

I was amazed at mother's words, being so 
unlike her, whUe I loved her all the more 
because she forgot herself so. In another 
moment in ran Annie, ay, and Lizzie also, 
knowing by some mystic sense (which I 
have often noticed, but never could explain) 
that something was astir belonging to the 
world of women, yet foreign to fche eyes of 
men. And now the Counselor, being well- 
bom, although such a heartless miscreant, 
beckoned to me to come away; which I, be- 
ing smothered with women, was only too 
glad to do as soon as my own love would 
let go of me. 

*' That \ft t\ie ^NOwX, c»^\Jaea\5^ ^'SfiA.^^Jofc ^^ 
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with an apology at every step, and given 
him hot schnapps and water, and a cigarro 
of brave Tom Faggus ; " you never can say 
much, sir, in the way of reasoning (however 
gently meant and put), but what these 
women' will fly out. It is wiser to put a 
wild bird in a cage, and expect him to sit 
and look at you, and chirp without a feath- 
er rumpled, than it is to expect a woman to 
answer reason reasonably/' Saying this, he 
looked at his puff of smoke as if it contained 
more reason. 

" I am sure I do not know, sir," I answer- 
ed according to a phrase which has always 
been my favorite, on account of its general 
truth : moreover, he was now our guest, and 
had right to be treated accordingly : ** I am, 
as you see, not acquainted with the ways of 
women, except my mother and sisters." 

"Except not even them, my son," said the 
Counselor, now having finished his glass, 
without much consultation about it; "if 
you once understand your mother and sisters 
— why, you understand the lot of them." 

He made a twist in his cloud of smoke, 
and dashed his flnger through it, so that I 
could not follow his meaning, and in man- 
ners liked not to press him. 

"Now of this business, John," he said, 
after getting to the bottom of the second 
glass, and having a trifle or so to eat, and 
praising our chimney-corner; "taking you 
on the whole, you know, you are wonder- 
fully good people ; and instead of giving me 
up to the soldiers, as you ^ight have done, 
you are doing your best to make me drunk." 

" Not at all; sir," I answered ; " not at all, 
your worship. Let me mix you another 
glass. We rarely have a great gentleman 
by the side of our embers and oven. I only 
heg your pardon, sir, that my sister Annie 
(who knows where to And all the good pans 
and the lard) could not wait upon you this 
evening ; and I fear they have done it with 
dripping instead, and in a pan with the bot- 
tom burned. But old Betty quite loses her 
head sometimes, by dint of overscolding." 

"My son," replied the Counselor, stand- 
ing across the front of the fire, to prove his 
strict sobriety, " I meant to come down upon 
you to-night ; but you have turned the ta- 
bles upon me. Not through any skill on 
your part, nor through any paltry weakness 
as to love (and all that stuff, which boys 
and girls spin tops at, or knock dolls' noses 
together), but through your simple way of 
t£^ng me as a man to be believed, combined 
with the comfort of this place, and the choice 
tobacco and cordials. I have not enjoyed 
an evening so much, Grod bless me if I know 
when I" 

" Your worship," said I, " makes me more 

proud than I well know what to do with. 

Of all the tbinga that please and lead us 

into happy Bleep at night, the first and ohief- 

eetia to think that we hare pleased a visitor." 



"Then, John, thou hast desers^ed good 
sleep ; fir I am not pleased easily. But al- 
though our family is not so high now as it 
hath been, I have enough of the gentleman 
left to be pleased when good people try me. 
My father. Sir Ensor, was better than I in 
this great element of birth, and my son Car- 
ver is far worse. MIxm parentum, what is it, 
my boy f I hear that you have been at a 
grammar-school." 

" So I have, your worship, and at a very 
good one ; but I only got far enough to make 
more tail than head of Latin." 

"Let that pass," said the Counselor; 
" John, thou art all the wiser." And the old 
man shook bis hoary locks, as if Latin had 
been his ruin. I looked at him sadly, and 
wondered whether it might have so ruined 
me, but for God's mercy in stopping it. 



CHAPTER Lll. 

THE WAY TO MAKE THE CREAM RISE. 

That night the reverend Counselor, not 
being in such state of mind as ought to 
go alone, kindly took our best old bedstead, 
carved in panels, well enough, with the wom- 
an of Samaria. I set him up both straight 
and heavy, so that he need but close both 
eyes and keep his mouth just open ; and in 
the morning he was thankful for all that he 
could remember. 

I, for my part, scarcely knew whether he 
really had begun to feel good -will toward 
us, and to see that nothing else could be of 
any use to him, or whether he was merely 
acting so as to deceive us. And .it had 
struck me several times that he had made 
a great deal more of the spirit he had taken 
than the quantity would warrant, with a 
man so wise and solid. Neither did I quite 
understand a little story which Lorn a told 
me, how that in the night awaking, she had 
heard, or seemed to hear, a sound of feeling 
in her room, as if there had been some one 
groping carefully among the things within 
her drawers or wardrobe closet. But the 
noise had ceased at once, she said, when she 
sat up in bed and listened; and knowing 
how many mice we had, she took courage 
and fell asleep again. 

After breakfast the Counselor (who look- 
ed no whit the worse for schnapps, but even 
more grave and venerable) followed our An- 
nie into the dairy to see how we managed 
the clotted cream, of which he had eaten a 
basinful. And thereupon they talked a lit- 
tle ; and Annie thought him a fine old gen- 
tleman, and a very just one ; for he had no- 
bly condemned the people who spoke against 
Tom Faggus. 

"Your honor must plainly understand," 
said Aiin\e,'\ie>m^ ivo^ «lone with him, and 
[ spreading out\kftx\V^\. iv!3^<5te.\Ma5ia& q^i^n^s^i^ 



LORNA DOONE. 



187 



pans like butterflies, " that they are brought 
in here to cool, after being set in the basin- 
lioles, with the wood-ash under them, which 
I showed you in the back kitchen. And 
they must have very little heat, not enough 
to simmer even ; only just to make the bub- 
bles rise, and the scum upon the top set 
thick: and after that it clots as firm — oh, 
as firm as my two hands be.'' 

" Have you ever heard," asked the Coun- 
selor, who enjoyed this talk with Annie, 
'^ that if you pass across the top, without 
breaking the surface, a string of beads, or 
polished glass, or any thing of that kind, 
the cream will set three times as solid, and 
in thrice the quantity V 

" No, sir ; I have never heard that," said 
Annie, staring with all her simple eyes; 
'^ 'what a thing it is to read books, and grow 
learned! But it is very easy to try it; I 
will get my coral necklace ; it will not be 
<7itchcraft, will it, sir ?" 

'* Certainly not," the old man replied ; " I 
-will make the experiment myself; and you 
may trust me not to be hurt, my dear. But 
coral will not do, my child, neither will any 
thing colored. The beads must be of plain 
common glass; but the brighter they are 
the better." 

" Then I know the very thing," cried An- 
nie ; ^' as bright as bright can be, and with- 
out any color in it, except in the sun or can- 
dle-light. Dearest Loma has the very thing 
— a necklace of some old glass-beads, or I 
think they called them jewels ; she will be 
too glad to lend it to us. I will go for it in 
a moment." 

'* My dear, it can not be half so bright as 
your own pretty eyes. But remember one 
thing, Annie, you must not say what it is 
for; or even that I am going to use it, or 
any thing at all about it; else the charm 
will be broken. Bring it here without a 
word, if you know where she keeps it." 

" To be sure I do," she answered ; " John 
nsed to keep it for her. But she took it 
away from him last week, and she wore it 
when — I mean when somebody was here; 
and he said it was very valuable, and spoke 
with great learning about it, and called it 
by some particular name, which I forget at 
this moment. But valuable, or not, we can 
not hurt it, can we, sir, by passing it over 
the cream-pan ?" 

"Hurt it!" cried the Counselor: "nay, 
we shall do it good, my dear. It will help 
to raise the cream : and you may take my 
word for it, young maiden, none can do good 
in this world without in turn receiving it." 
Pronouncing this great sentiment, he looked 
so grand and benevolent, that Annie (as she 
said afterward) could scarce forbear from 
kissing him, yet feared to take the liberty. 
Therefore, she only ran away to fetch my 
Loma's necklace. 

Nowaslnck would have it — whether good 



luck or otherwise, you must not judge too 
hastily — my darling had taken it into her 
head, only a day or two before, that I was 
far too valuable to be trusted with her 
necklace. Now that she had some idea of 
its price and quality, she had begun to feai 
that some one, perhaps even Squire Faggus 
(in whom her faith was illiberal) might form 
designs against my health, to win the baw- 
ble from me. So, with many pretty coax- 
ings, she had led me to give it up ; which, 
except for her own sake, I was glad enough 
to do, misliking a charge of such importance. 

Therefore Annie found it sparkling in the 
little secret hole near the head of Loma's 
bed, which she herself had recommended for 
its safer custody; and without a word to 
any one she brought it down, and danced it 
in the air before the Counselor, for him to 
admire its lustre. 

" Oh, that old thing !" said the gentleman, 
in a tone of some contempt ; " I remember 
that old thing well enough. However, for 
want of a better, no doubt it will answer 
our purpose. Three times three, I pass it 
over. Crinklenm, cranknm, grass and clo- 
ver! What are you feared of, you silly 
child f " 

" Good sir, it is perfect witchcraft ! I am 
sure of that, because it rhymes. Oh, what 
would mother say to me ? Shall I ever go to 
heaven again ? Oh, I see the cream already !" 

"To be sure you do; but you must not 
look, or the whole charm will be broken, 
and the devil will fly away with the pan, 
and drown every cow you have got in it." 

" Oh, sir, it is too horrible. How could 
you lead me to such a sin? Away with 
thee, witch of Endor !" 

For the door began to creak, and a broom 
appeared suddenly in the opening, with our 
Betty, no doubt, behind it. But Annie, in the 
greatest terror, slammed the door, and bolt* 
ed it, and then turned again to the Coun- 
selor ; yet, looking at his face, had not the 
courage to reproach him. For his eyes roll- 
ed like two blazing barrels, and his white 
shagged brows were knit across them, and 
his forehead scowled in black furrows, so 
that Annie said that if she ever saw the 
devil, she saw him then, and no mistake. 
Whether the old man wished to scare her, or 
whether he was trying not to laugh, is more 
than I can tell you. 

"Now," he said, in a deep, stem whisper, 
" not a word of this to living soul ; neither 
must you, nor any other, enter this place 
for three hours at least. By that time the 
charm will have done its work : the pan will 
be cream to the bottom ; and you will bless 
me for a secret which will make your for- 
tune. Put the bawble under this pannikin, 
which none must lift for a day and a night. 
Have no feat, my &vcEt^\'ek>N«i\.ODL% ■\v<Ck\»^"\st«a5Giv 
of hann »\i«il <iOTaa \» -^wx^M^^^s^ ^J^^'^ ^^^^ 
1 ordeTs," 
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"Oh that I will, sir, that I will; if you 
only tell me what to do." 

" Go to your room, without so much as a 
single word to any one. Bolt yourself in, 
and for three hours now read the Lord's 
Prayer backward." 

Poor Annie was only too glad to escape 
bpon these conditions; and the Counselor 
kissed her upon the forehead, and told her 
not to make her eyes red, because they were 
much too sweet and pretty. She dropped 
them at this, with a sob and a courtesy, and 
ran away to her bedroom : but as for read- 
ing the Lord's Prayer backward, that was 
much beyond her; and she had not done 
three words quite right before the three 
hours expired. 

Meanwhile the Counselor was gone. He 
bade our mother adieu with so much dignity 
of bearing, and such warmth of gratitude, 
and the high-bred courtesy of the old school 
(now fast disappearing), that when he was 
gone, dear mother fell back on the chair 
which he had used last night, as if it would 
teach her the graces. And for more than 
an hour she made believe not to know what 
there was for dinner. 

" Oh the wickedness of the world ! Oh 
the lies that are told of people — or, rather, I 
mean the falsehoods — because a man is bet- 
ter born, and has better manners! Why, 
Loma, how is it that yon never speak about 
your charming uncle f Did you notice, Liz- 
zie, how his silver hair was waving upon his 
velvet collar, and how white his hands were, 
and every nail like an acorn ; only pink like 
fihell-fish, or at least like shells f And the 
way he bowed, and dropped his eyes, from 
his pure respect for me 1 And then, that he 
would not even speak, on account of his 
emotion, but pressed my hand in silence! 
Oh, Lizzie, you have read me beautiful 
things about Sir Gallyhead and the rest, 
but nothing to equal Sir Counselor." 

" You had better marry him, madam," said 
I, coming in very sternly ; though I knew I 
ought not to say it; "he can repay your 
adoration. He has stolen a hundred thou- 
sand pounds." 

" John," cried my mother, " you are mad !" 
And yet she turned as pale as death; for 
women are so quick at turning; and she 
inkled what it was. 

" Of course I am, mother ; mad about the 
marvels of Sir Galahad. He has gone off 
with my Loma's necklace. Fifty farms like 
ours can never make it good to Loma." 

Hereupon ensued grim silence. Mother 
looked at Lizzie's face, for she could not 
look at me ; and Lizzie looked at me, to 
know ; and as for me, I could have stamped 
almost on the heart of any one. It was not 
the value of the necklace — ^I am not so low 
a hound a^ that — ^nor was it even the d — d 

^oJJjr Bbown hy every one of us — ^It was the \ there 'was nothing under it, poor Annie fe- 
tbonght of Lorna'a sorrow for her ancient \ against t\ift ^«KL,^\a<^\i«^^^^xL^\si\«a^^-4 



plaything ; and even more, my fury at the 
breach of hospitality. 

But Lorna came up to me softly, as a 
woman should always come, and she laid 
one hand upon my shoulder, and she only 
looked at me. She even seemed to fear t.o 
look, and dropped her eyes, and sighed at 
me. Without a word, I knew by that how 
I must have looked like Satan ; and the evil 
spirit left my heart, when she had made me 
think of it. 

" Darling John, did you want me to think 
that you cared for my money more than for 
me?" 

I led her away from the rest of them, be- 
ing desirous of explaining things, when I 
saw the depth of her nature opened, like an 
everlasting well, to me. But she would not 
let me say a word, or do any thing by our- 
selves, as it were ; she said, " Your duty is 
to your mother ; this blow is on her, and not 
on me." 

I saw that she was right ; though how 
she knew it is beyond me : and I asked her 
Just to go in front, and bring my mother 
round a little. For I must let my passion 
pass ; it may drop its weapons quickly, but 
it can not come and go before a man has 
time to think. 

Then Lorna went up to my mother, who 
was still in the chair of elegance, and she 
took her by both hands, and said, 

"Dearest mother, I shall fret so if I see 
you fretting. And to fret will kill me, 
mother. They have always told me so." 

Poor mother bent on Lorna's shoulder, 
without thought of attitude, and laid her 
cheek on Loma's breast, and sobbed till Liz- 
zie was jealous, and came with two pocket- 
handkerchiefs. As for me, my heart was 
lighter (if they would only dry their eyes, 
and come round by dinner-time) than it had 
been since the day on which Tom Faggus 
discovered the value of that blessed and 
cursed necklace. None could say that I 
wanted Loma for her money now. And 
perhaps the Doones would let me have her, 
now that her property was gone. 

But who shall tell of Annie's grief? The 
poor little thing would have staked her life 
upon finding the trinket, in all its beauty, 
lying under the pannikin. She proudly chal- 
lenged me to lift it — which I had done long 
ere that, of course — if only I would take the 
risk of the spell for my incredulity. I told 
her not to talk of spells until she could spell 
a word backward, and then to look into the 
pan where the charmed cream should be. 
She would not acknowledge that the*cream 
was the same as all the rest was : and indeed- 
it was not quite the same, for the points of 
poor Loma's diamonds had made a few star — 
rays across the rich firm crust of yellow. 

But when we raised the pannikin, an 
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lately; and her face put all the white to 
Bcom. My love, who was as fond of her as 
if she had knoyni her for fifty years, here- 
upon ran up and caught her, and abused all 
diamonds. I will dwell no more npou An- 
nie's grief, because we felt it all so much. 
But I could not help telling her, if she want- 
ed a witch, to seek good Mother Melldrnm, a 
legitimate performer. 

That same night Master Jeremy Stickles 
(of whose absence the Counselor must have 
known) came back, with all equipment ready 
for the grand attack. Now the Doones knew, 
quite as well as we did, that this attack was 
threatening ; and that but for the wonderful 
weather it would have been made long ago. 
Therefore we, or at least our people (for I 
was doubtful about going), were sure to 
meet with a good resistance, and due prep- 
aration. 

It was very strange to hear and see, and 
quite impossible to account for, that now 
some hundreds of ooimtry people (who fear- 
ed to whisper so much as a word against the 
Doones a year ago, and would sooner have 
thought of attacking a church in service-time 
than Glen Doone) sharpened their old cut- 
lasses, and laid pitchforks on the grindstone, 
and bragged at every village cross, as if 
each would kill ten Doones himself, neither 
care to wipe his hands afterward. And this 
fierce bravery and tall contempt had been 
growing ever since the news of the attack 
upon our premises had taken good people by 
surprise ; at least as concerned the issue. 

Jeremy Stickles laughed heartily about 
Annie's new manner of charming the cream ; 
but he looked very grave at the loss of the 
jewels, so soon as he knew their value. 

"My son," he exclaimed, "this is very 
heavy. It will go ill with all of you to 
make good this loss, as I fear that you will 
have to do." 

" What \" cried I, with my blood running 
cold. " We make good the loss. Master 
Stickles! Every farthing we have in the 
world, and the labor of our lives to boot, 
will never make good the tenth of it." 

"It would cut me to the heart," he an- 
swered, laying his hand on mine, " to hear 
of such a deadly blow to you and your good 
mother. And this farm ; how long, John, 
has it been in your family ?" 

" For at least six hundred years," I said, 
with a foolish pride that was only too like 
to end in groans ; " and some people say, by 
a royal grant, in the time of the great King 
.Ufired. At any rate, a Bidd was with him 
throughout all his hiding-time. We have 
always held by the King and crown ; surely 
none will turn us out, unless we are guilty 
of treason f " 

•• My son," replied Jeremy, very gently, so 
that I could love him for it, " not a word to 
your good mother of this unlucky matter. 
Keep it to yourself my boy, and try to think 



but little of it. After all, I may be wrong ; 
at any rate, least said best mended." 

" But Jeremy, dear Jeremy, how can I bear 
to leave it so f Do you suppose that I can 
sleep, and eat my food, and go about, and 
look at other people, as if nothing at all had 
happened f And all the time have it on my 
mind that not an acre of all the land, nor 
even our old sheep-dog, belongs to us, of 
right, at all ! It is more than I can do, Jer- 
emy. Let me talk, and know the worst 
of it." 

"Very well," replied Master Stickles, see- 
ii^g that both the doors were closed; "I 
thought that nothing could move you, John, 
or I never would have told you. Likely 
enough I am quite wrong; and God send 
that I be so. But what I guessed at some 
time back seems more than a guess, now 
that you have told me about these wondrous 
jewels. Now will you keep, as close as death, 
every word I tell you f " 

" By the honor of a man, I will. Until 
you yourself release me." 

" That is quite enough, John. From you 
I want no oath ; which, according to my ex- 
perience, tempts a bad man to lie the more, 
by making it more important. I know yon 
now too well to swear you, though I have 
the power. Now, my lad, what I have to 
say will scare your mind in one way, and 
ease it in another. I think that you havG 
been hard pressed — ^I can read you like a 
book, John — by something which that old 
villain said, before he stole the necklace. 
You have tried not to dwell upon it; you 
have even tried to make light of it for the 
sake of the women: but on the whole it has 
grieved you mora than even this dastard 
robbery." 

" It would have done so, Jeremy Stickles, 
if I could once have believed it. And even 
without much belief, it is so against our 
manners, that it makes me miserable. Only 
think of loving Loma, only think of kissing 
her ; and then remembering that her father 
had destroyed the life of mine !" 

" Only think," said Master Stickles, imi- 
tating my very voice, " of Loma loving you, 
John, of Loma kissing you, John; and all 
the while saying to herself, ' This man's far 
ther murdered mine.' Now look at it in 
Loma's way, as well as in your own way. 
How one-sided all men are !" 

" I may look at it in fifty ways, and yet 
no good will come of it. Jeremy, I confess 
to you that I tried to make the best of it ; 
partly to baffle the Counselor, and partly be- 
cause my darling needed my help, and bore 
it so, and behaved to me so nobly. But to 
you in secret I am not ashamed to say that 
a woman may look over this easier than a 
man may." 

" Because her nature is larger, my son, 
when she truly loves, although her mind be 
smaller. Now, if I <i«aa. ^"wafc ^wv. \xssax 'Ossssi 
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secret burdsD, will yon bear, with streogth 
and courage, the other which I plant on 
you f " 

"I will do my best," said I. 

^' No man can do more/' said he ; and so 
began his story. 



CHAPTER LIII. 

I 

JEREMY FINDS OUT SOMETHING. 

" You know, my son," said Jeremy Stick- 
les, with a good pull at his pipe, because he 
was going to talk so much, and putting his 
legs well along in the settle ; ^* it has been 
my duty, for a wearier time than I care to 
think of (and which would have been un- 
bearable, except for your great kindness), 
to search this neighborhood narrowly, and 
learn every thing about every body. Now 
the neighborhood itself is queer, and people 
have different ways of thinking from what 
we are used to in London. For instance 
now, among your folk, when any piece of 
news is told, or any man's conduct spoken 
of, the very first question that arises in your 
minds is this : ' Was this action kind and 
good f ' Long after that, you say to your- 
selves, 'Does the law enjoin or forbid this 
thing f ' Now here is your fundamental er- 
ror ; for among all truly civilized people the 
foremost of all questious is, * How stands the 
law herein V And if the law approve, ho 
need for any further questioning. That this 
is so, you may take my word ; for I know 
the law pretty thoroughly. 

"Very well; I need not say any more 
about that, for I have shown that you are 
all quite wrong. I only speak of this sav- 
age tendency, because it explains so many 
things which have puzzled me among you, 
and most of all your kindness to men whom 
you never saw before ; which is an utterly 
illegal thing. It also explains your tolera- 
tion of these outlaw Doones so long. If your 
views of law had been correct, and law an 
element of your lives, these robbers could 
never have been indulged for so many years 
among you, but yon must have abated the 
nuisance." 

" Now, Stickles," I cried, " this is too bad I" 
he was delivering himself so grandly. " Why 
you yourself have been among us, as the bal- 
ance, and sceptre, and sword of law, for nigh 
upon a twelvemonth ; and have you abated 
the nuisance, or even cared to do it, until 
they began to shoot at you f " 

"My son," he replied, "your argument is 

quite beside the purpose, and only tends to 

ptove more clearly that which I have said 

of you. However, if yon wish to hear my 

stoTjr, no more interruptions. I may not 

Iiave a chance to tell you, perhaps for weeks, 

or I know not when, if once those yellows 

^d reds arrive, and be blessed to them, the 
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lubbers ! Well, it may be six months ago, 
or it may be seven, at any rate a good while 
before that cursed frost began, the mere 
name of which sends a shiver down every 
bone of my body, when I was riding one af- 
ternoon from Dnlverton to Watchett — " 

" Dulverton to Watchett f " I cried. " Now 
what does that remind me of Y I am sure, 
I remember something — " 

" Remember this, John, if any thing — that 
another word from thee, and thou hast no 
more of mine. Well, I was a little weary 
perhaps, having been plagued at Dulverton 
with the grossness of the people. For they 
would tell me nothing at all about their fel- 
low-townsman, your worthy Uncle Hucka- 
back, except that he was a God-fearing man, 
and they only wished I was like him. I 
blessed myself for a stupid fool, in thinking 
to have pumped them ; for by this time I 
might have known that, through your West- 
ern homeliness, every man in his own coun- 
try is something more than a prophet. And 
I felt, of course, that I had done more harm 
than good by questioning ; inasmuch as ev- 
ery soul in the place would run straightway 
and inform him that the King's man from 
the other side of the forest had been sifting 
out his ways and works." 

"Ah!" I cried, for I could not help it; 
"you begin to understand at last that we 
are not quite such a set of oafs as yon at 
first believed us." 

" I was riding on from Dulverton," he re- 
sumed with great severity, yet threatening 
me no more, which checked me more than 
fifty threats : " and it was late in the after- 
noon, and I was growing weary. The road 
(if road it could be called) turned suddenly 
down from the higher land to the very brink 
of the sea ; and rounding a little jut of cliff, 
I met the roar of the breakers. My horse 
was scared, and leaped aside ; for a norther- 
ly wind was piping, and driving hunks of 
foam across, as children scatter snow-balls. 
But he only sank to his fetlocks in the dry 
sand, piled with pop- weed ; and I tried to 
make him face the waves ; and then I looked 
about me. 

" Watchett town was not to be seen, on 
account of a little foreland, a mile or more 
upon my course, and standing to the right 
of me. There was room enough below the-- 
cliffs (which are nothing there to yours, « 
John) for horse and man to get along, al — 
though the tide was running high with 
northerly gale to back it. But close at ban 
and in the comer, drawn above the yello 
sands and long eyebrows of wrack-weed, 
snug a little house blinked on me as ever "^ 
saw, or wished to see. 

" Yon know that I am not luxurious, nei^ 
ther in any way ^ven to the common lu8t= 
of the flesh, John. My father never allowe— — 
his luaax to ^o^rr 8b loMxtlv ^oft of an inch 
\eng\ib., ooCiYLft ^«& «fc\iXxQitwsL\gK^^ \k=^1 
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and I try to follow iu his footsteps^ when- 
ever I think about it. Nevertheless, I do 
assure you tbat my view of that little house, 
and the way the lights were twinkling, so 
different from the cold and darkness of the 
rolling sea, moved the ancient Adam in me, 
if be could be found to move. I love not a 
bouse with too many 'Endows : being out of 
house and doors some three-quarters of my 
time, when I get inside k house I like to feel 
the difference. Air and light are good for 
people who have any lack of them ; and if a 
man once talks about them, 'tis enough to 
prove his need of them. But, as you well 
know, John Bidd, the horse who has been at 
work all day, with the sunshine on his eyes, 
sleeps better in dark stable, and needs no 
moon to help him. 

''Seeing, therefore, that this same inn had 
four windows, and no more, I thought to my- 
self how snug it was, and how beautifully I 
could sleep there. And so I made the old 
horse draw hand, which he was only too 
glad to do, and we olomb above the spring- 
tide mark, and over a little piece of tui'f, and 
struck the door of the hostelry. Some one 
came and peeped at me through the lattice 
overhead, which was full of bulls' eyes ; and 
then the bolt was drawn back, and a woman 
met me very courteously. A dark and for- 
eign-looking woman, very hot of blood, I 
doubt, but not altogether a bad one. And 
she waited for me to be first to speak, which 
an Englishwoman would not have doue. 

" * Can I rest here for the night f " I ask- 
ed, with a lift of my hat to her ; for she was 
Ho provincial dame, who would stare at me 
for the courtesy ; * my horse is weary from 
the sloughs, and myself but little better : 
besides that, we both are famished.' 

"*Yes, sir, you can rest and welcome. 
3ut of food, I fear, there is but little, unless 
of the common order. Our fishers would 
Uave drawn the nets, but the waves were 
violent. However, we have — what you call 
it f I never can remember, it is so hard to 
aay — the flesh of the hog salted.' 

" ' Bacon !' said I : * what can be better f 
And half a dozen eggs with it, and a quart 
of firesh-drawn ale. You make me rage with 
l&nnger, madam. Is it cruelty, or hospital- 
ity f 

" *Ah, good!' she replied, with a merry 
Smile, full of Southern sunshine ; ' you are 
tiot of the men round here : you can think, 
Qnd you can laugh !' 
, '' 'And most of all, I can eat, good madam. 
Xn that way I shall astonish you, even more 
'than by my intellect.' 

" She laughed aloud, and swung her 
shoulders, as your natives can not do ; and 
then she called a little maid to lead my horse 
tx) stable. However, I preferred to see that 
matter done myself, and told her to send the 
little maid for the frying-pan and the egg- 
hox. 



"Whether it were my natural wit and 
elegance of manner, or whether it were my 
London freedom and knowledge of the world, 
or (which is perhaps the most probable, be- 
cause the least pleasing supposition) my 
ready and permanent appetite, and appreci- 
ation of garlic — ^I leave you to decide, John : 
but perhaps all three combined to recom- 
mend me to the graces of my charming host- 
ess. When I say 'charming,' I mean of 
course by manners aiid by intelligence, and 
most of all by cooking; for as regards ex- 
ternal charms (most fleeting and fallacious)> 
hers had ceased to cause distress for I can 
not say how many years. She said that it 
was the climate — ^for even upon that subject 
she requested my opinion — and I answered, 
' If there be a change, let madam blame the 
seasons.' 

" However, not to dwell too much upon our 
little pleasantries (for I always get on with 
these foreign women better than with your 
Molls and Pegs), I became, not inquisitive, 
but reasonably desirous to know by what 
strange hap or hazard a clever and a hand- 
some woman, as she must have been some 
day, a woman, moreover, with great con' 
tempt for the rustic minds around her, could 
have settled here iu this lonely inn, with 
only the waves for company, and a boorish 
husband who slaved all day in turning a 
potter's wheel at Watchett. And what was 
the meaning of the emblem set above her 
door- way — a very unattractive cat sitting in 
a ruined tree ? 

" However, I had not very long to strain 
my curiosity ; for when she fouud out who 
I was, and how I held the King's commis- 
sion, and might be called an officer, her de- 
sire to tell me all was more than equal to 
mine of hearing it. Many and many a day 
she had longed for some one both skillful 
and trustworthy, most of all for some one 
bearing warrant from a court of justice. 
But the magistrates of the neighborhood 
would have nothing to say to her, declaring 
that she was a crack-brained woman, and a 
wicked, and even a foreign one. 

"With many grimaces she assured me 
that never by her own free-will would she 
have lived so many years in that hateful 
country, where the sky for half the year 
was fog, and rain for nearly the other half. 
It was so the very night when first her evil 
fortune brought her there ; and so, no doubt, 
it would be long after it had killed her. 
But if I wished to know the reason of her 
being there, she would tell me in few words, 
which I will repeat as briefly. 

" By birth she was an Italian, from the 
mountains of Apulia, who had gone to Bome 
to seek her fortunes, after being badly treat- 
ed in some love-affair. Her Christian name 
was Benita *, aa fox \vKt ^^aroaKssfc^'vScai^ ^^s^SJs^ 
make no ^\SoT«aaek \ft «cc3 w^a. ^^ifc\ss%^ 
, quick, aa^ Wi\.Vve> ^\,«sAx'W6J^N'i^\» ^«^ 
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down her troubles, she found employment in 
a large hotel ; and rising gradually, began to 
send mouey to her parents. And here she 
might have thriven well, and married well 
under sunny skies, and been a happy wom- 
an, but that some black day sent thither a 
rich and noble English family eager to be- 
hold the Pope. It was not, however, their 
fervent longing for the Holy Father which 
had brought them to St. Peter's roof, but 
rather their own bad luck in making their 
home too hot to hold them. For although 
in the main good Catholics, and pleasdnt re- 
ceivers of any thing, one of their number had 
given offense by the folly of trying to think 
for himself. Some bitter feud had been 
among them, Benita knew not how it was ; 
and the sister of the nobleman, who had 
died quite lately, was married to the rival 
claimant, whom they all detested. It was 
something about dividing land ; Benita knew 
not what it "was, 

" But this Benita did know, that they were 
all great people, and rich, and very liberal ; 
so that when they offered to take her, to at- 
tend to the children, and to speak the lan- 
guage for them, and to comfoi*t the lady, she 
was only too glad to go, little foreseeing the 
end of it. Moreover, she loved the children 
so, from their pretty ways and that, and the 
things they gave her, and the style of their 
dresses, that it would have broken her heart 
almost never to see the dears again. 

"And so, in a very evil hour, she accept- 
ed the service of the noble Englishman, and 
sent her father an old shoe filled to the 
tongue with money, and trusted herself to 
fortune. But even before she went she 
knew that it could not turn out well ; for 
the laurel leaf which she threw on the fire 
would not crackle even once, and the horn 
of the goat came wrong in the twist, and 
the heel of her foot was shining. This made 
her sigh at the starting-time; and after that 
what could you hope for ? 

" However, at first all things Went well. 
My lord was as gay as gay could be, and 
never would come inside the carriage when 
a decent horse could be got to ride. He 
would gallop in front at a reckless pace, 
without a weapon of any kind, delighted 
with the pure blue air, and throwing his 
heart around him. Benita had never seen 
any man so admirable, and so childish. As 
innocent as an infant; and not only con- 
tented, but noisily happy with any thing. 
Only other people must share his joy ; and 
the shadow of sorrow scattered it, though it 
Were but the shade of poverty. 

" Here Benita wept a little ; and I liked 
her none the less, and believed her ten times 
more, in virtue of a tear or two. 

"And so they traveled through Northern 
IMj} and tbronghont the south of France, 
taakiag their way anyhow; sometimes in 
coaches, sometimes in carta, sometimes upon 



mule-back, sometimes even afoot and weary, 
but always as happy as could be. The chil< 
dren laughed, and grew, and throve (espe- 
cially the young lady, the elder of the two), 
and Benita began to think that omens must 
uot be relied upon. But suddenly her faith 
in omens was confirmed forever. 

" My lord, who was quite a young man 
still, and laughed at English arrogance, rode 
on in front of his wife and friends, to catch 
the first of a famous view on the French side 
of the Pyrenee hiUs. He kissed his hand to 
his wife^ and said that he would save her the 
trouble of coming. For those two were so 
one in one, that they could make each other 
know whatever he or she had felt. And so 
my lord went round the corner, with a fine 
young horse leaping up at the steps. 

" They waited for him long and long ; but 
he never came again; and within a week 
his mangled body lay in a little chapel' 
yard ; and if the priests only said a quarter 
of the prayers they took the money for, Qod 
knows they can have no throats left, only a 
relaxation. 

" My lady dwelt for six months more — it 
is a melancholy tale (what true tale is not 
so!) — scarcely able to believe that all her 
fright was not a dream. She would not 
wear a piece or shape of any mourning- 
clothes; she would no); have a x>erson cry, 
or any sorrow among us. She simply dis- 
believed the thing, and trusted Grod to right 
it. The Protestants, who have no faith, can 
not understand this feeling. Enough that 
so it was ; and so my lady went to heaven. 

" For when the snow came down in au- 
tumn on the roots of the Pyrenees, and the 
chapel-yard was white with it, many people 
told the lady that it was time for her to go. 
And the strongest plea of all was this, that 
now she bore another hope of rex)eating her 
husband's virtues. So at the end of Octo- 
ber, when wolves came down to the farm- 
lands, the little English family went home 
toward their England. 

" They landed somewhere on the Devon- 
shire coast, ten or eleveu years agone, and 
staid some days at Exeter, and set out thence 
in a hired coach, without any prox>er attend- 
ance, for Watchett, in the north of Somerset. 
For the lady owned a quiet mansion in the 
neighborhood of that town, and her one de- 
sire was to find refuge there, and to meet 
her lord, who was sure to come (she said) 
when he heard of his new infant. There- 
fore, with only two serving - men and two 
maids (including Benita), the party set forth 
from Exeter, and lay the first night at Bamp- 
ton. 

"On the following mom they started 
bravely, with earnest hope of arriving at 
their journey's end by daylight. But the 
roads were soft and very deep, and the 
Blonghs 'wetQ out \\i ^\dA«A\ «sid the heavy 
, coach "bxokft ^o^wu va. "\i\i'& ^'sAfb, «eA iin^^ 



LORNA DOONE. 



/ 



193 



mending at Dalverton; and so they lost 
three hours or more, and would have been 
wiser to sleep there. But her ladyship 
would not hear of it; she must he home 
that night, she said, and her husband would 
be waiting. How could she keep him wait- 
ing now, after such a long, long time f 

'' Therefore, although it was afternoon, and 
the year now come to December, the horses 
were put to again, and the heavy coach went 
up the hill, with the lady and her two chil- 
dren, and Beuita, sitting inside of it ; the 
other maid, and two serving-men (each man 
with a great blunderbuss) mounted upon the 
outside, and upon the horses three Exeter 
postilions. Much had been said at Dulver- 
ton, and even back at Hampton, about some 
great fireebooters, to whom all Exmoor owed 
suit and service, and paid them very punc- 
tufidly. Both the serving-men were scared, 
even over their ale, by this. Bat the lady 
only said, ' Drive on ; I know a little of high- 
waymen : they never rob a lady.' 

" Through the fog and through the muck 
the coach went on, as best it might ; some- 
times foundered in a slough, with half of the 
horses splashing it, and sometimes knuckled 
up on a bank, and straining across the mid- 
dle, while all the horses kicked at it. How- 
ever, they went on till dark as well as might 
be expected. But when they came, all thank- 
ing God, to the pitch and slope of the sea- 
bank leading on toward Watchett town, and 
where my horse had shied so, there the little 
boy jumped up and clapped his hands at the 
water ; and there (as Benita said) they met 
their fate, and could not fly it. 

"Although it was past the dusk of day, 
the silver light from the sea flowed in, and 
crowed the cliffs, and the gray sand-line, 
and the drifts of wreck, and wrack -weed. 
It showed them also a troop of horsemen 
waiting imder a rock hard by, and ready to 
dash upon them. The xK>stilions lashed to- 
ward the sea, and the horses strove in the 
depth of sand, and the serving-men cocked 
their blunderbusses, and cowered away be- 
hind them; but the lady stood up in the 
carriage bravely, and neither screamed nor 
spoke, but hid her son behind her. Mean- 
while the drivers drove into the sea till the 
leading horses were swimming. 

"But before the waves came into the 
coach, a score of fierce men were round it. 
They cursed the postilions for mad cowards, 
and cut the traces, and seized the wheel- 
horses, all wild with dismay in the wet and 
the dark. Then, while the carriage was 
heeling over, and weJl-nigh upset in the wa- 
ter, the lady exclaimed, ' I know that man ! 
He is our ancient enemy ;' and Benita (fore- 
seeing that all their boxes would be turned 
inside out, or carried away) snatched the 
most valuable of the jewels, a magniflcent 
necklace of diamonds, and cast it over the 
^^ttlo girl's head, and buried it under her 
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traveling-cloak, hoping go to save it. Then 
a great wave, crested with foam, rolled in, 
and the coach was thrown on its side, and 
the sea rushed in at the top and the win- 
dows, apon shrieking, and clashing, and 
fainting away. 

" What followed Benita knew not, as one 
might well suppose, herself being stunned 
by a blow on the head, besides being palsied 
with terror. ' See, I have the mark nowj - 
she said, ' where the jamb of the door came 
down on me !' But when she recovered hei 
senses, she found herself lying upon the sand ; 
the robbers were out of sight, and one of the 
serving-men was bathing her forehead with 
sea- water. For this she rated him well, hav- 
ing taken already too much of that article ; 
and then she arose and ran to her mistress, 
who was sitting upright on a little rock, 
with her dead boy's face to her bosom, some- 
times gazing upon him, and sometimes quest- 
ing round for the other one. 

"Although there were torches and links 
around, and she looked at her child by the 
light of them, no one dared to approach the 
lady, or speak, or try to help her. Each man 
whispered his fellow to go, but each hung 
back himself, and muttered that it was too 
awful to meddle with. And there she would 
have sat all night, with the flue little fellow 
stone dead in her arms, and her tearless eyes 
dwelling upon him, and her heart but not 
her mind thinking, only that the Italian 
woman stole up softly to her side alid whis- 
pered, ' It is the will of Grod.' 

" * So it always seems to be,' were all the 
words the mother answered; and then she 
fell on Benita's neck; and the men were 
ashamed to be near her weeping; and a 
sailor lay down and bellowed. Surely these 
men are the best. 

"Before the light of the morning came 
along the tide to Watchett, my lady had 
met her husband. They took her into the 
town that night, but not to her own castle ; 
and so the power of womanhood (which is 
itself maternity) came over swiftly upon her. 
The lady, whom all people loved (though at 
certain times particular), lies in Watchett 
little church-yard, with son and heir at her 
right hand, and a little babe, of sex un- 
known, sleeping on her bosom. 

"This is a miserable tale," said Jere- 
my Stickles, brightly ; " hand me over the , 
schnapps, my boy. What fools we are to 
spoil our eyes for other people's troubles! 
Enough of our own to keep them clean, al- 
though we all were chimney-sweeps. There 
is nothing like good hollands when a man 
becomes too sensitive. Restore the action 
of the glands ; that is my rule, after weep- 
ing. Let me make you another, John. You 
are quite low-spiiited." 

But although Master Jeremy carried on 
so (as became his manhood), and laughed «.t 
the ssdloi'B \>«i\\.07dxi^\ \S^<5«& \!£ka \iS5aa^k ^ 
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knew as well tliat tears were in his brave 
keen eyes, as if I had dared to look for them, 
or to show mine own. 

"And what was the lady's uamet" I ask- 
ed; "and what became of the little girlf 
fitnd why did the woman stay there f " 

"Well!" cried Jeremy Stickles, only too 
glad to be cheerful again : " talk of a woman 
after that I As we used to say at school — 
*Who dragged whom, how many times, in 
what manner, round the wall of what f ' But 
to begin last first, my John (as becomes a 
woman), Benita staid in that blessed place 
because she could not get away from it. The 
Doones — if Doones indeed they were, about 
which you of course know best — ^took every 
stiver out of the carriage : wet or dry, they 
took it. And Benita could never get her 
wages ; for the whole affair is in Chancery, 
and they have appointed a receiver." 

"Whew!" said I, knowing something of 
London, and sorry for Benita's chance. 

" So the poor thing was compelled to drop 
all thought of Apulia, and settle down on the 
brink of Exmoor, where you get all its evils, 
without the good to balance them. She 
married a man who turned a wheel for mak- 
ing the blue Wat<jhett ware, partly because 
he could give her a house, and partly because 
he proved himself a good soul toward my 
lady. There they are, and have three chil- 
dren ; and there you may go and visit them." 

" I understand all that, Jeremy, though 
you do tfell things too quickly, and I would 
rather have John Fry's style ; for he leaves 
one time for his words to melt. Now for my 
second question. What became of the little 
maid!" 

"You great oaf !" cried Jeremy Stickles; 
"you are rather more likely to know, I 
should think, than any one else in all the 
kingdoms." 

" If I knew, I should not ask you. Jere- 
my Stickles, do try to be neither conceited 
nor thick-headed." 

" I will when you are neither," answered 
Master Jeremy; "but you occupy all the 
room, John. No one else can get in with 
you there." 

" Very well, then, let me out. Take me 
down in both ways." 

"If ever you were taken down ; you must 
have your double joints ready now. And 
yet in other ways you will be as proud and 
set up as Lucifer. As certain sure as I stand 
here, that little maid is Lorna Doone." 



CHAPTER LIV. 

MUTUAL DISCOMFITURE. 

It muBt not be supposed that I was alto- 
gether so thick ^beaded as Jeremy would. >... *« ,,.v. 
nave made me out But it is part of myVaNvhWe. 
character that I like other people to tlmilt\ it, Tftm< 



me slow, and to labor hard to enlighten me, 
while all the time I can say to myself, "This 
man is shallower than I am ; it is pleasant 
to see his shoals come up while he is sound- 
ing mine so!" Not that I would so behave, 
God forbid, with any body (be it man or 
woman) who in simple heart approached me 
with no gauge of intellect. But when the 
upper hand is taken, upon the faith of one's 
patience, by a man of even smaller wits (not 
that Jeremy was that, neither could he have 
lived to be thought so), why it naturally 
happens that we knuckle under, with an 
ounce of indignation. 

Jeremy's tale would have moved me great- 
ly both with sorrow and anger, even with- 
out ray guess at first, and now my firm be- 
lief, that the child of those unlucky parents 
was indeed my Lonia. And as I thought of 
the lady's troubles, and her faith in Provi- 
dence, and her cruel, childless death, and 
then imagined how my darling would be 
overcome to hear it, you may well believe 
that my quick replies to Jeremy Stickles's 
banter were but as the flourish of a drum to 
cover the sounds of pain. * 

For when he described the heavy coach 
and the persons in and upon it, and the 
breaking down at Dulvorton, and the place 
of their destii^ation, as well as the time and 
the weather, and the season of the year, my 
heart began to bum within me, and my mind 
replaced the pictures, flrst of the foreign 
lady's maid by the pump caressing me, and 
then of the coach struggling up the hill, and 
the beautiful dame, and the fine little boy, 
with the white cockade in his hat ; but most 
of all the little girl, dark-haired and very 
lovely, and having even in those days the 
rich soft look of Lorna. 

But when he spoke of the necklace throwi 
over the head of the little maiden, and of hei 
disappearance, before my eyes arose at onc<. "^ 
the flashing of the beacon fire, the loneli 
moors embrowned with light, the tramp ol 
the outlaw cavalcade, and the helpless chil( 
head downward lying across the robber'fi 
saddle-bow. Then I remembered my ow 
mad shout of Boyish indignation, and mai 
veled at the strange long way by which thi 
events of life come round. And while 
thought of my own return, and childish at 
tempt to hide myself from sorrow in th- 
sawpit, and the agony of my mother's 
it did not fail to strike me as a thing o: 
omen that the self-same day should be, hot' 
to my darling and myself, the blackest an. 
most miserable of all youthful days. 

The King's Commissioner thought it wh 
for some good reason of his own, to conoei 
from me for the present the name of tl 
poor lady supposed to be Lorna's mothei 
and knowing that I could easily now discc 
er it without him, I let that question abi< 
liv^<^QL\^«&\i*d^ a.fi'aid to he 
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wealthier she proved to be, the smaller was 
my chance of winuing such a wife for plain 
John Kidd. Not that she would give me 
up — ^that I never dreamed of; but that oth- 
ers would interfere; or indeed I myself 
might find it only honest to relinquish her. 
That last thought was a dreadful blow, and 
took my breath away from me. 

Jeremy Stickles was quite decided — and 
of oourse the discovery being his, he had a 
right to be so — that not a word of all these 
things must be imparted to Lorna herself, 
or even to my mother, or any one whatever. 
" Keep it tight as wax, my lad," he cried, 
with a wink of great expression ; " this be- 
longs to me, mind ; and the credit, ay, and 
the premium, and the right of discount, are 
altogether mine. It would have taken you 
fifty years to put two and two together so 
as I did, like a clap of thunder. Ah I God 
has given some men brains ; and others have 
good farms and money, and a certain skill 
iu the lower beasts. Each must use his 
special talent. You work your farm, I work 
my brains. In the end, my lad, I shall beat 
yoa." 

" Then, Jeremy, what a fool you must be, 
if you cudgel your brains to make money of 
this, to open the barn-door to lie, and show 
me all your threshing." 

" Not a whit, my son. Quite the opposite. 
Two men always thresh better than one. 
And here I have you bound to use your flail, 
one two, with mine, and yet in strictest 
honor bound not to bushel up till I tell you." 
" But," said I, being much amused by a 
Londoner's brave, yet uncertain, use of 
Bimplest rural metaphors, for he had wholly 
forgotten the winnowing, " surely if I bush- 
el up, even when you tell me, I must take 
half-measure." 

" So you shall, my boy," he answered, 
*'if we can only cheat those confounded 
knaves of Equity. You shall take the beau- 
ty, my son, aud the elegance, and the love, 
and all that — and, my boy, I will take the 
money." 

This he said in a way so dry, and yet so 
richly unctuous, that being gifted somehow 
by God with a kind of sense of queerness, I 
fell back in my chair and laughed, though 
the underside of my laugh was tears. 

" Now, Jeremy, how if I refuse to keep 
this half as tight as wax f Yon bound me 
to no such partnership before you told the 
Btory ; and I am not sure, by any means, of 
your right to do so afterward." 

"Tush!" he replied; "I know you too 
well to look for meanness in you. If from 
pare good-will, John Bidd, and anxiety to 
lelieve you, I made no condition precedent, 
you are not the man to take advantage as 
a lawyer might. I do not even want your 
promise. As sure as I hold this glass, and 
drink your health and love in another drop 
(forced on me by pathetic words)i so surely 



will you be l^ound to me until I do release 
you. Tush ! I know men well by this time : 
a mere look of trust from one is worth an- 
other's ten thousand oaths." 

" Jeremy, you are right," I answered ; " at 
least as regards the issue. Although per- 
haps you were not right in leading me into 
a bargain like this, without my own con- 
sent or knowledge. But supposing that we 
should both be shot in this grand attack on 
the valley (for I mean to go with you now, 
heart and soul), is Lorna to remain unsold 
of that which changes,all her life f " 

" Both shot !" cried Jeremy Stickles : " my 
goodness, boy, talk not like that! Aud 
those Doones are cursed good shots too. 
Nay, nay, the yellows shall go in front ; we 
attack on the Somerset side, I think. I from 
a hill will reconnoitre as behooves a general, 
you shall stick behind a tree, if we can only 
find one big enough to hide you. You and 
I to be shot, John Ridd, with all this inferior 
food for powder anxious to be devoured f" 

I laughed, for I knew his cool hardihood 
and never-flinching courage ; and, sooth to 
say, no coward would have dared to talk 
like that. 

" But when one comes to think of it," he 
continued, smiling at himself; ''some pro- 
vision should be made for even that un- 
pleasant chance. I will leave the whole in 
writing, with orders to be opened, etc., etc. 
— Now no more of that, my boy ; a cigarro 
after schnapps, and go to meet my yellow 
boys." 

His " yellow boys," as he called the Som- 
ersetshire train-bands, were even now com- 
ing down the valley from the "London- 
road," as every one since I went up to town, 
grandly entitled the lane to the moors. 
There was one good point about these men, 
that having no discipline at all, they made 
pretense to none whatever. Nay rather, 
they ridiculed the thing, as below men of 
any spirit. On the other hand. Master 
Stickles's troopers looked down on these na- 
tive fellows from a height which I hope they 
may never tumble, for it would break the 
necks of all of them. 

Now these fine natives came along, sing- 
ing, for their very lives, a song the like of 
which set down here would oust my book 
from modest people, and make every body 
say, "This man never can have loved Lor- 
na." Therefore, the less of that the better ; 
only I thought, " What a difference from the 
goodly psalms of the ale-house !" 

Having finished their canticle, which con- 
tained more mirth than melody, they drew 
themselves up, in a sort of way supposed 
by them to be military, each man with heel 
and elbow struck into those of his neigh- 
bor, and saluted the Eang's Commissioner. 
"Why, where are yoarof&cec&t" ^»k&^\&a»r 
tex StickXfta*, "\io^n \a V\» ^'ai^ -j^-vi. Vwfe» ^^ 
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grill; and a knowing look passed along their 
faces, even up to the man by the gate-post. 
'^ Are you going to tell me, or not," said Jere- 
my, "what is become of your officers?" 

" Plaise, zur," said one little fellow at last, 
being nodded at by the rest to speak, in 
right of his known eloquence ; " hus tould 
Harfizers, as a wor no nade of 'un, now 
King's man hieizell wor coom, a puppose vor 
to command us laike." 

"And do you mean to say, you villains," 
cried Jeremy, scarce knowing whether to 
laugh or to swear, or what to do, "that 
your officers took their dismissal thus, and 
let you come on without them ?" 

"What could 'em do?" asked the little 
man, with reason certainly on his side : " bus 
zent 'em about their business, and they was 
glad enough to goo." 

" Well I" said poor Jeremy, turning to me ; 
" a pretty state of things, John ! Three- 
score cobblers, and farming-men, plasterers, 
tailors, and kettles-to-mend ; and not a man 
to keep order among them except my bless- 
ed self, John ? And I trow there is not one 
among them could hit a barn door flying. 
The Doones will make riddles of all of us." 

However, he had better hopes when the 
dons of Devon appeared, as they did in about 
an hour's time ; fine fellows, and eager to 
prove themselves. These had not discarded 
their officers, but marched in good obedience 
to them, and were quite prepared to fight the 
men of Somerset (if need be) in addition to 
the Doones. And there was scarcely a man 
among them but could have trounced three 
of the yellow men, and would have done it 
gladly too, in honor of the red facings. 

" Do you mean to suppose. Master Jeremy 
Stickles," said I, looking on with amaze- 
ment, beholding also all our maidens at 
the up-stair windows wondering, " that we, 
my mother a widow woman, and I a young 
man of small estate, can keep and support 
all these precious fellows, both yellow ones 
and red ones, until they have taken the 
Doone Glen ?" 

" God forbid it, my son I" he replied, lay- 
ing a finger upon his lip : " Nay, nay, I am 
not of the shabby order when I have the 
strings of government. Kill your sheep at 
famine prices, and knead your bread at a 
figure expressing the rigors of last winter. 
Let Annie make out the bill every day, and 
I at night will double it. You may take my 
word for it. Master John, this spring harvest 
shall bring you in three times as much as 
last autumn's did. If they cheated you in 
town, my lad, you shall have your change 
in the country. Take thy bill, and write 
down quickly." 

However, this did not meet my views of 
what an honcet man should do ; and I went 
to consult my mother about it, as all the ac- 
connta would he made in her name. 
Dear mother thought that if the King 



paid only half again as much as other peo' 
pie would have to pay, it would be perhaps 
the proper thing, the half being due for loyal- 
ty ; and here she quoted an ancient saying, 

"The King and his staff 
Be a man and a half;** 

which, according to her jndgment, ruled be- 
yond dispute the law of the present ques- 
tion. To argue with her after that (which 
she brought up with such triumph) would 
have been worse than useless. Therefore I 
just told Annie to make the bills at a third 
below the current market prices, so that the 
upshot would be fair. She promised me hon- 
estly that she would, but with a twinkle in 
her bright blue eyes, which she must have 
caught from Tom Faggus. It always has 
appeared to me that stern and downright 
honesty upon money matters is a thing not 
understood of women, be they as good as 
good can be. 

The yellows and the rods together num- 
bered a hundred and twenty men, most of 
whom slept in our bams and stacks ; and 
besides these we had fifteen troopers of the 
regular army. You may suppose that all 
the country was turned upside down about 
it ; and the folk who came to see them drill 
— by no means a needless exercise — were a 
greater plague than the soldiers. The offi- 
cers, too, of the Devonshire band were such 
a torment to us, that we almost wished their 
men had dismissed them, as the Somerset 
troop had done with theirs. For we could 
not keep them out of our house, being all 
young men of good family, and therefore 
not to be met with bars. And having now 
three lovely maidens (for even Lizzy might 
be called so, when she cared to please), 
mother and I were at wit's ends, on account 
of those blessed officers. I never got a wink 
of sleep, they came whistling under the win- 
dow so ; and directly I went out to chase 
them, there was nothing but a cat to see. 

Therefore all of us were right glad (ex- 
cept perhaps Farmer Snowe, from whom we 
had bought some victuals at rare price) 
when Jeremy Stickles gave orders to march, 
and we began to try to do it. A good deal 
of boasting went overhead, as our men de- 
filed along the lane, and the thick broad 
patins of pennywort jutted out between the 
stones, ready to heal their bruises. The 
parish choir came part of the way, and the 
singing -loft from Countisbury; and they 
kept our soldiers' spirits up with some of 
the most pugnacious Psalms. Parson Bow- 
den marched ahead, leading all our van and 
file, as against the Papists, and promising to 
go with us till we came to l^uUet distance. 
Therefore we marched bravely on, and chil- 
dren came to look at us. And I w^onder- 
ed where Uncle Reuben was, who ought to 
have led tVie cwlveiius (whereof we had no 
less thau t\rceft) \ix^\^ci\ft^ oiov^i^^ wJv^ \A£^^ 
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fonnd him; and then I thongbt of little 
Ruth ; and^ without any fault on my part, 
my heart went down within me. 

The culverins were laid on bark, and all 
our horses pulling them, and looking round 
every now and then, with their ears curved 
np like a squirreled nut, and their noses 
tossing anxiously, to know what sort of 
plow it was man had been pleased to put be- 
hind them — man, whose endless whims and 
wildness they could never understand, any 
more than they could satisfy. However, 
they pulled their very best — as all our horses 
always do — and the culverins went up the 
hill, without smack of whip, or swearing. 
It had been arranged, very justly no doubt, 
and quite in keeping with the spirit of the 
Constitution, but, as it proved, not too wise- 
ly, that either body of men should act in its 
own county only. So when we reached the 
top of the hill, the sons of Devon inarched 
on, and across the track leading into Doone- 
gate, so as to fetch round the western side, 
and attack with their culverin from the cliffs, 
whence the sentry had challenged me on the 
night of my passing the entrance. Mean- 
while the yellow lads were to stay upon the 
eastern highland, whence Uncle Reuben and 
myself had reconnoitred so long ago; and. 
whence I had leaped into the valley at the 
time of the great snow-drifts. And here 
they were not to show themselves, but keep 
their culverin in the woods until their cous- 
ins of Devon appeared on the opposite para- 
pet of the glen. 

The third culverin was intrusted to the 
fifteen troopers, who with ten picked soldiers 
from either trained band, making in all five- 
and-thirty men, were to assault the Doone- 
gate itself, while the outlaws were placed 
between two fires from the eastern cliff and 
the western. And with this force went Jer- 
emy Stickles, and with it went myself, as 
knowing more about the passage than any 
other stranger did. Therefore, if I have put 
it clearly, as I strive to do, you will see that 
j4he Doones must repulse at once three si- 
lultaneous attacks, from an army number- 
ig in the whole one hundred and thirty-five 
ten, not including the Devonshire officers ; 
;y men on each side, I mean, and thirty- 
'6 at the head of the valley. 
iThe tactics of this grand campaign ap« 
to me so clever, and beautifully or- 
»d, that I commended '^ Colonel Stickles," 
ivery body now called him, for his great 
ity and mastery of the art of war. He 
itted that he deserved high praise, but 
that he was not by any means equally 
an of success, so large a proportion of 
»rc6B being only a raw militia, brave 
no doubt for any thing, when they 
leir way to it, but knowing little of 
', and wholly unused to be shot at. 
all the Doones were practiced 
\en, being copipelled when lads (like 




the Balearic slingers) to strike down their a 
meals before tasting them. And then Col- \ 
onel Stickles asked me whether I myself [ 
could stand fire ; he knew that I was not a I 
coward, but this was a different question. 
I told him that I had been shot at once or 
twice before; but nevertheless disliked it 
as much as almost any thing. Upon that, 
he said that I would do ; for that when a 
man got over the first blush of diffidence, 
he soon began to look upon it as a puff of 
destiny. 

I wish I could only tell what happened in 
the battle of that day, especially as nearly 
all the people round these parts, who never 
saw gun-fire in it, have gotten the tale so 
much amiss; and some of them will even 
stand in front of my own hearth, and con- 
tradict me to the teeth, although at the time 
they were not born, nor their fathers put 
into breeches. But in truth I can not tell 
exactly even the part in which I helped; 
how then can I be expected, time by time, 
to lay before you all the little ins and oi^ts 
of places where I myself was not f Only I 
can contradict things which I know could 
not have been, and what I plainly saw should 
not be controverted in my own house. 

Now we five-and-thirty men lay back, a 
little way round the corner, in the hollow 
of the track which leads to the strong Doone- 
gate. Our culverin was in among us, load- 
ed now to the muzzle, and it was not com- 
fortable to know that it might go off at any 
time. Although the yeomanry were not 
come (according to arrangement), some of 
us had horses there, besides the horses who 
dragged the cannon, and now were sniffing 
at it. And there were plenty of spectators 
to mind these horses for us as soon as we 
should charge ; inasmuch as all our Mends 
and neighbors, who had so keenly prepared 
for the battle, now resolved to take no part, 
but look on, and praise the winners. 

At last we heard the loud bang^bang) 
which proved that Devon and Somerset were 
pouring their indignation hot into the den 
of malefiEictors, or at least so we supposed ; 
therefore at double-quick march we advanced 
round the bend of the cliff which had hidden 
us, hoping to find the gate undefended, and 
to blow down all barriers with the fire of 
our cannon. And indeed it seemed likely 
at first to be so, for the wild and mountain- 
ous gorge of rock appeared to be all in pure 
loneliness, except where the colored coats 
of our soldiers, and their metal trappings, 
shone with the sun behind them. There- 
fore we shouted a loud hurra, as for an easy 
victory. 

But while the sound of our cheer rang back 
among the crags above us, a shrill clear 
whistle cleft the air for a single moment^ 
and then a douwi <i«^Yas»\^5^<5^^^,^2cA^^^^ 
among us ^•a'w Taai^«sovs&\^'aft^ '$sRs^«ts^ 
I out men ToVieA o^6t,\sufe \Jafe TSisJ^^o!^'' 
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like Britons, Jeremy and myself in front, 
while we heard the horses plunging at the 
loaded gun behind us. "Now, my lads," 
cried Jeremy, " one dash, and we are beyond 
them !'* For he saw that the foe was over- 
head in the gallery of brush- wood. 

Our men with a brave shout answered 
him, for his courage was fine example ; and 
we leaped in under the feet of the foe before 
they could load their guns again. But here, 
when the foremost among us were past, an 
awful crash rang behind us, with the shrieks 
of men, and the din of metal, and the horri- 
ble screaming of liorses. The trunk of the 
tree had been launched overhead, and crash- 
ed into the very midst of us. Our cannon 
was under it, so were two men, and a horse 
with his poor back broken. Another horse 
vainly struggled to rise, with his thigh-bone 
smashed and protruding. 

Now I lost all presence of mind at this, 
for I loved both those good horses, and 
shouting for any to follow me, dashed head- 
long into the cavern. Some five or six men 
came after me, the foremost of whom was 
Jeremy, when a storm of shot whistled and 
pattered around me, with a blaze of light 
and a thunderous roar. On I leaped like a 
madman, and pounced on one gunner, and 
hurled him across his culver! n ; but the oth- 
ers had fled, and a heavy oak door fell to 
with a bang behind them. So utterly were 
my senses gone, and naught but strength re- 
maining, that I caught up the cannon with 
both hands, and dashed it, breech-first, at the 
door-way. The solid oak burst with the 
blow, and the gun stuck fast, like a build- 
er's putlog. 

But here I looked round in vain for any to 
come and follow up my success. The scanty 
light showed me no figure moving through 
the length of the tunnel behind me ; only a 
heavy groan or two went to my heart, and 
chilled it. So I hurried back to seek Jer- 
emy, fearing that he must be smitten down. 

And so indeed I found him, as well as 
three other poor fellows, struck by the 
charge of the culverin, which had passed so 
close beside me. Two of the four were as 
dead as stones, and growing cold already, 
but Jeremy and the other could manage to 
groan just now and then. So I turned my 
attention to them, and thought no more of 
fighting. 

Having so many wounded men, and so 
many dead among us, we loitered at the 
cavern's month, and looked at one another, 
wishing only for somebody to come and take 
command of us. But no one came ; and I 
was grieved so much about poor Jeremy, be- 
sides being wholly unused to any violence 
of bloodshed, that I could only keep his 
head up, and try to stop him from bleeding. 
And be looked up at me pitifully, being per- 
haps in abaae of thought, as a calf looks at 
^ butcher. 
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The shot had taken him in the month: 
about that no doubt could be, for two of 
his teeth were in his beard, and one of his 
lips was wanting. I laid bis shattered face 
on my breast, and nursed him as a woman 
might. But he looked at me with a jerk at 
this ; and I saw that he wanted coolness. 

While here we staid, quite out of danger 
(for the fellows from the gallery could by no 
means shoot us, even if they remained there, 
and the oaken door whence the others fled 
was blocked up by the culverin), a boy who 
had no business there (being in fact our 
clerk's apprentice to the art of shoe-making) 
came round the comer upon us in the man- 
ner which boys, and only boys, can use with 
grace and freedom; that is to say, with a 
sudden rush, and a sidelong step, and an im- 
pudence. 

"Got the worst of it!" cried the boy: 
"better be off, all of you. Zomerzett and 
Devon a-vighting; and the Doones have 
drashed 'em both. Maister Ridd, even thee 
be drashed." 

We few, who yet remained of the force 
which was to have won the Doone-gate, 
gazed at pne another like so many fools, and 
nothing more. For we still had some faint 
hopes of winning the day, and reoovering 
our reputation, by means of what the other 
men might have done without us. And we 
could not understand at all how Devonshire 
and Somerset, being embarked in the same 
cause, should be fighting with one another. 

Finding nothing more to be done in the 
way of carrying on the war, we laid poor 
Master Stickles and two more of the wound- 
ed upon the carriage of bark and hurdles, 
whereon our gun had lain, and we rolled the 
gun into the river, and harnessed the horses 
yet alive, and put the others out of their 
pain, and sadly wended homeward, feeling 
ourselves to be thoroughly beaten, yet ready 
to maintain that it was no fault of ours 
whatever. And in this opinion the women 
joined, being only too glad and thankful to 
see us come home alive again. 

Now, this enterprise having failed so, 
prefer not to dwell too long upon it, onl; 
just to show the mischief which lay at t 
root of the failure. And this mischief w 
the vile jealousy betwixt red and yello 
uniform. Now I try to speak impartially, 
belonging no more to Somerset than I do 
Devonshire, living upon the borders, an 
bom of either county. The tale was told 
by one side first, and then quite to a diffe 
ent tune by the other, and then by both 
gether, with very hot words of reviling, an^ 
a desire to fight it out again. And puttin — 
this with that, the truth appears to be 
follows : 

The men of Devon, who bore red facin 
had a long way to go round the hills befo- 
they could g|6t VoXo tob ^oaition on iliQ w< 
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Cbat their cousins iu yellow.wonld claim the 
-whole of the glory if allowed to be first with 
the firing^ these worthy fellows' waited not 
to take good aim with their cannoi;!; seeiug 
the others about to shoot, but fettled it any- 
how on the slope, pointing in a general di- 
rection ; acd trusting in God for aimworthi- 
ness, laid the rope to the breech, and fired. 
Ko;(v, as Providence ordained it, the shot, 
which was a casual mixture of any thing 
considered hard — for instance, jog-bottoms 
and knobs of doors — the whole of this per- 
nicious dose came scattering and shattering 
among the unfortunate yellow men upon the 
opposite cliff, killing one and wounding two. 
Now what did the men of Somerset do 
but, instead of waiting for their fiiends to 
send round and beg pardon, train their gun 
full mouth upon them, and with a Ticious 
meaning shoot f Nor only this, but they 
loudly cheered when they saw four or five 
redcoats lie low ; for which savage feeling 
not even the remarks of the Devonshire men 
concerning their coats could entirely excuse 
them. Now I need not tell the rest of it, for 
the tale makes a man discontented. Enough 
that both sides waxed hotter and hotter 
with the fire of destruction. And but that 
the gorge of the cliffs lay between, very few 
would have lived to tell of it ; for our West- 
ern blood becomes stiff and firm when churn- 
ed with the sense of wrong in it. 

At last the Doones (who must have laud- 
ed at the thunder passing overhead), recall- 
ing their men from the gallery, issued out of 
Gwenny's gate (which had been wholly over- 
looked) and fell on the rear of the Somer- 
set men, and slew four beside their cannon. 
Then, while the survivors ran away, the 
outlaws took the hot culverln, and rolled it 
down into their valley. Thus, of the three 
gnns set forth that morning, only one ever 
came home again, and that was the gun of 
the Devonshire men, who dragged it home 
themselves, with the view of making a boast 
about it. 

This was a melancholy eijd of our brave 

Betting out ; and every body blamed every 

One else, and several of us wanted to have 

the whole thing over again, as then we must 

have righted it. But upon one point all 

Agreed, by some reasoning not clear to me, 

that the root of the evil was to be found 

in the way Parson Bowden went up the hill 

^ith his hat on, and no cassock. 



CHAPTER LV. 

GETTING INTO CHANCERY. 

Two of the Devonshire officers (Captains 
^^ke and Dalian) now took command of the 
Xuen who were left, and ordered all to go 
\iome again, commending much the bravery 
^which had been displayed on all sides, and 



the loyalty to the King, and the English 
constitution. This last word always seems 
to me to settle every thing when said, be- 
cause nobody understands it, and yet all can 
puzzle their neighbors. So the Devonshire^ 
men, having beans to sow (which t^iey ought 
to have done on Good-Friday), went home, 
and our Somerset friends only staid for two 
days more to backbite them. 

To me the whole thing was purely griev- 
ous ; not from any sense of defeat (though 
that was bad enough), but from the pain and 
anguish caused by death, and wounds, and 
mourning. " Surely we have woes enough," 
I used to think of ian evening, when the poor 
fellows could not sleep, or rest, or let others 
rest around them ; '^ surely all this smell of 
wounds is not incense men should pay to the 
Grod who made them. Death, when it comes 
and is done with, may be a bliss to any one ; 
but the doubt of life or death, when a man 
lies, as it were, like a trunk upon the saw- 
pit, and a grisly head looks up at him, and 
the groans of pain are cleaving him, this 
would be beyond all bearing, but for Na- 
ture's sap — sweet hope." 

Jeremy Stickles lay and tossed, and thrust 
up his feet in agony, and bit with his lip- 
less mouth the clothes, and was proud to see 
blood upon them. He looked at us ever so 
many times, as much as to say, "Fools, let 
me die; then I shall have some comfort;" 
but we nodded at him sagely, especially the 
women, trying to convey to him on no ac- 
count to die yet. And then we talked to 
one another (on purpose for him to hear us) 
how brave he was, and not the man to knock 
under in a hurry, and how he should have 
the victory yet, and how well he looked, 
considering. 

These things cheered him a little now, and 
a little more next time ; and every time we 
went on so, he took it with less impatience. 
Then once when he had been very quiet, and 
not even tried to frown at us, Aiinie leaned 
over and kissed his forehead, and spread the 
pillows and sheet, with a curve as delicate 
as his own white ears ; and then he feebly 
lifted hands, and prayed to God to bless her. 
And after that he came round gently, though 
never to the man he had been, and never to 
speak loud again. 

For a time (as I may have implied be- 
fore) Master Stickles's authoiity, and man- 
ner of levying duties, had not been taken 
kindly by the people round our neighbor- 
hood. The manors of East Lynn and West 
Lynn, and even that of Woolhanger — al- 
though Just then all three were at issue 
about some rights of wreck, and the hang- 
ing of a sheep -stealer (a man of no great 
eminence, yet claimed by each, for the sake 
of his clothes) — ^ these three, having their 
rights impugned, or even superseded^ aa 
they de(i\ate>§L,\f5 Wi'ft Q^«^«r«^% <5?l sis^^^^c^ 
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to oppose the King's Commissioner. How- 
ever, Jeremy had contriyed to conciliate the 
whole of them, not so much by any thing 
engaging in his deportment, or delicate ad- 
dress, as by holding out bright hopes that 
the plunder of the Doone Glen might be^ 
come divisible among the adjoining manors. 
Kow I have never discovered a thing which 
the lords of manors (at least in our part of 
the world) do not believe to belong to them- 
selves, if only they could get their rights. 
And it did seem natural enough that if the 
Doones were ousted, and a nice collection of 
prey remained, this should be parted among 
the people having elder rights of plunder. 
Nevertheless, Master Jeremy knew that the 
soldiers would have the first of it, and the 
King what they could not carry. 

And perhaps he was punished justly for 
language so misleading, by the general in- 
dignation of the people all around us, not at 
his failure, but at himself, for that which he 
could in nowise prevent. And the stewards 
of the manors rode up to our house on pur- 
pose to reproach him, and were greatly vexed 
with all of us, because he was too iU to see 
them. 

To myself (though by rights the last to be 
thought of among so much pain and trouble) 
Jeremy's wound was a great misfortune in 
more ways than one. In the first place, it 
deferred my chance of imparting either to 
my mother or to Mistress Lorna my firm be- 
lief that the maid I loved was not sprung 
from the race which had slain my father, 
neither could he in any way have offended 
against her family. And this discovery I 
was yearning more and more to declare to 
them, being forced to see (even in the midst 
of all our warlike troubles) that a certain 
difference was growing betwixt them both, 
and betwixt them and me. For although 
t<h6 words of the Counselor had seemed to 
fail among us, being bravely met and scat- 
tered, yet our courage was but as wind fling- 
ing wide the tare-seeds, when the sower casts 
them from his bag. The crop may not come 
evenly, many places may long lie bare, and 
the field be all in patches ; yet almost every 
vetch will spring, and tiller out, and stretch 
across the scatterings where the wind puffed. 

And so dear mother and darling Lorna 
now had been for many a day thinking, 
worrying, and wearing about the matter be- 
tween us. Neither liked to look at the oth- 
er as they used to do, with mother admiring 
Loma's eyes, and grace, and form of breed- 
ing, and Lorna loving mother's goodness, 
softness, and simplicity. And the saddest 
and most hurtful thing was that neither 
could ask the other of the shadow falling be- 
tween them. And so it went on, and deep- 
ened 

In che next place. Colonel Stlckles's illness 
was a grievous thing to us, in that we had 
iio one no^ to command the troopers. Ten 



of these were still alive, and so well ap- 
proved to us, that they could never fancy 
aught, whether for dinner or supper, without 
its being forthcoming. If they wanted trout, 
they should have it ; if colloped venidon, or 
broiled ham, or sabnon from Lynmouth and 
Trentisoe, or truf&es from the woodside, all 
these were at the warrior's service until the j 
lusted for something else. Even the wound- 
ed men ate nobly ; all except poor Jeremy, 
who was forced to have a young elder-shoot, 
with the pith drawn, for to feed him. And 
once when they wanted pickled loach (from 
my description of it), I took up my boyish 
sport again, and pronged them a good jarfuL 
Therefore none of them could complain : and 
yet they were not satisfied; perhaps for 
want of complaining. 

Be that as it might, we knew that if they 
once resolved to go (as they might do at 
any time, with only a. corporal over them), 
all our house, and all our goods, ^y, and our 
own precious lives, would and must be at 
the mercy of embittered enemies. For now 
the Doones, having driven back, as every 
one said, five hundred men — though not 
thirty had ever fought with them — were in 
such feather all round the country, that 
nothing was too good for them. Offerings 
poured in at the Doone -gate faster than 
Doones could away with them, and the sym- 
pathy both of Devon and Somerset became 
almost oppressive. And perhaps this wealth 
of congratulation, and mutual good feeling 
between plunderer and victim, saved us from 
any piece of spite ; kindliness having won 
the day, and every one loving every one. 

But yet another cause arose, and this the 
strongest one of all, to prove the need of 
Stickles's aid, and calamity of his illness. 
And this came to our knowledge first, with* 
out much time to think of it. For two men 
appeared at our gate one day, stripped to 
their shirts, and void of horses, and looking 
very sorrowful. Now, having some fear of 
attack from the Doones, and scarce know- 
ing what their tricks might be, we received 
these strangers cautiously, desiring to know 
who they were before w© let them see all our 
premises. 

However, it soon became plain to us that 
although they might not be honest fellows, 
at any rate they were not Doones ; and so 
we took them in, and fed, and left them to 
tell their business. And this they were glad 
enough to do, as men who have been mal- 
treated almost always are. And it was not 
for us to contradict them, lest our victuals 
should go amiss. 

These two very worthy fellows — nay, 
more than that by their own account, being 
downright martyrs — were come, for the 
public benefit, from the Court of Chancery, 
sitting for every body's good, and boldly re- 
dressing evil. This Court has a power of 
scent uuknovm to the Common-law practi' 
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tionex^; and slowly, yet surely, tracks its 
game; even as the great lumbering dogs 
now introduced from Spain, and called by 
some people " pointers," differ from the swift 
gaze-hound, who sees his prey and runs him 
down, in the manner of the common law- 
yers. If a man's ill fate should drive him 
to make choice between these two, let him 
rather be chased by the hounds of law, than 
tracked by the dogs of Equity. 

Now, as it fell in a very black day (for all 
except the lawyers). His Majesty's Court of 
Chancery, if that be what it called itself, 
gained scent of poor Loma's life, and of all 
that might be made of it. Whether through 
that brave young lord who ran into such 
peril, or through any of his friends; or 
whether through that deep old Counselor, 
whose game none might penetrate; or 
through any disclosures of the Italian wom- 
an, or even of Jeremy himself; none just 
now could tell us : only this truth was too 
clear — Chancery had heard of Lorna, and 
then had seen how rich she was ; and never 
delayiug in one thing, had opened mouth, 
and swallowed her. 

The Doones, with a share of that dry hu- 
mor which was in them hereditary, had wel- 
comed the two apparitors (if that be the 
proper name for them) and led them kindly 
down the valley, and told them then to serve 
their writ. Mislikiug the look of things, 
these poor men began to fumble among their 
clothes ; upon which the Doones cried, " Off 
with them ! Let us see if your message be 
on your skins." And with no more manners 
than that, they stripped and lashed them 
out of the valley, only bidding them come to 
us, if they wanted Lorna Doone : and to us 
they came accordingly. Neither were they 
sure at first but that we should treat them 
so; ibr they had no knowledge of west 
country, and thought it quite a godless place, 
wherein no writ was holy. 

"We however comforted and cheered them 
so considerably that, in gratitude, they show- 
ed their writs, to which they had stuck like 
leeches. And these were twofold ; one ad- 
dressed to Mistress Lorna Doone, so called, 
and bidding her keep in readiness to travel 
whenever called upon, and commit herself 
to nobody, except the accredited messengers 
of the jight honorable Court ; while the oth- 
er was addressed to all subjects of His Maj- 
esty, having custody of Lorna Doone, or any 
power over her. And this last both threat- 
ened and exhorted, and held out hopes of 
recompense, if she were rendered truly. My 
mother and I held consultation over both 
these documents, with a mixture of some 
wrath and fear, and a fork of great sorrow 
to stir them. And now having Jeremy 
Stickles's leave, which he gave with a nod 
when I told him all, and at last made him 
understand it, I laid bare to my mother as 
well what I knew as what I merely sur- 



mised or guessed, concerning Loma's par- 
entage. All this she received with great 
tears, and wonder, and fervent thanks to 
God, and still more fervent praise of her 
son, who had nothing whatever to do with 
it. However, now the question was, how to 
act about these writs. And herein it was 
most unlucky that we could not have Mas- 
ter Stickles, with his knowledge of the world, 
and especially of the law courts, to advise us 
what to dO) and to help in doing it. And 
firstly, of the first I said, " We have rogues 
to deal with : but try we not to rogue them." 

To this, in some measure, dear mother 
agreed, though she could not see the justice 
of it, yet thought that it might be wiser, be- 
cause of our want of practice. And then I 
said, '^ Now, we are bound to tell Lorna, and 
to serve her citation upon her, which these 
good fellows have given us." 

"Then go and do it thyself, my son," 
mother replied with a mournful smile, mis- 
doubting what the end might be. So I took 
the slip of brown parchment, and went to 
seek my darling. 

Lorna was in her favorite place, the little 
garden which she tended with such care and 
diligence. Seeing how the maiden loved it, 
and was happy there, I had labored hard to 
fence it from the dangers of the wood. And 
here she had corrected me, with better taste, 
and s^nse of pleasure, and the joys of mus- 
ing. For I meant to shut out the brook, 
and build my fence inside of it ; but Lorna 
said no; if we must have a fence, which 
could not but be injury, at any rate leave 
the stream inside, and a pleasant bank be- 
yond it. And soon I perceived that she was 
right, though not so much as afterward ; for 
the fairest of all things in a garden, and in 
summer-time most useful, is a brook of crys- 
tal water ; where a man may come and med- 
itate, and the flowers may lean and see them- 
selves, and the rays of the sun are purfled. 
Now partly with her own white hands, and 
partly with Gwenny's red ones, Lorna had 
made of this sunny spot a haven of beauty 
to dwell in. It was not only that colors lay 
in the harmony we would seek of them; 
neither was it the height of plants, sloping 
to one another; nor even the delicate tone 
of foliage following suit, and neighboring. 
Even the breathing of the wind, soft and 
gentle in and out, moving things that need 
not move, and passing longer-stalked ones, 
even this was not enough, among the flush 
of fragrance, to tell a man the reason of his 
quiet satisfaction. But so it shall forever 
be. As the river we float upon (with wine, 
and flowers, and music) is nothing at the 
well-spring but a bubble without reason. 

Feeling many things, but thinking, with- 
out much to guide me over the grass-plats 
laid between, I went up to Lorna. She in 
a shower of damask roses, raised her eyes, 
and looked at me. And even noyr m ^^s^s^^ib 
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dweet eyes, so deep with loving - kiudness, 
and soft maiden dreamings, there seemed to 
be a slight unwilling, half-confessed with- 
drawal ; overcome by love and duty, yet a 
painful thing to see. 

" Darling," I said, " are your spirits good f 
Are you strong enough to-day to bear a tale 
of cruel sorrowy but which perhaps, 'when 
your tears are shed, will leave you all the 
happier f " 

"What can you meanf she answered, 
trembling, not having been very strong of 
late, and now surprised at my manner : " are 
you come to give me up, John t" 

" Not very likely," I replied ; " neither do 
I hope such a thing would leave you all the 
happier. Ob, Loma, if you can think that so 
quickly as you seem to have done ; now you 
have every prospect, and strong temptation 
to it. You are far, far above me in the world, 
and I have no right to claim you. Perhaps, 
when you have heard these tidings, you will 
say, ^ John Bidd, begone : your life and mine 
are parted.' " 

« Will I f " cried Loma, with all the bright- 
ness of her playful ways returning: "you 
very foolish and jealous John, how shall I 
punish you for this f Am I to forsake ev- 
ery flower I have, and not even know that 
the world goes round, while I look up at you 
the whole day long, and say, * John, I love, 
love, love you f * " 

During these words, she leaned upon me, 
half in gay imitation of what I so often made 
her do, and half in depth of earnestness, as 
the thrice-repeated word grew stronger, and 
grew warmer, with and to her heart. And 
as she looked up at the finish, saying "you" 
so musically, I was much inclined to clasp 
her round ; but remembering who she was, 
forbore ; at which she seemed surprised with 
me. 

" Mistress Lorna," I replied, with I know 
not what temptation, making little of her 
cisi.resses, though more than all my heart to 
me, " Mistress Lorna, you must keep your 
rank, and proper dignity. You must never 
look at me with any thing but pity now." 

" I shall look at you with pity, John," 
said Lorna, trying to laugh it off, yet not 
knowing what to make of me, " if you talk 
any more of this nonsense, knowing me as 
you ought to do. I shall even begin to think 
that you and your friends are weary of me, 
and of so long supporting me, and are only 
seeking cause to send me back to my old 
misery. If it be so, I will go. My life mat- 
ters little to any one." Here the great 
bright tears arose } but the maiden was too 
proud to sob. 

" Sweetest of all sweet loves," I cried, for 
the sign of a tear defeated me, " what pos- 
sibility could make me ever give up Loma t" 
^^Deareat of all deara,'^ she answered, " if 
j^oa dearly love me, what possibility ooiild 
make me ever give yon up, dear I" 



Upon that there was no more forbearing, 
but I kissed and clasped her, whether she 
were Countess, or whether Queen of En- 
gland ; mine she was, at least in heart ; and 
mine she should be wholly. And she being 
of the same opinion, nothing was said be- 
tween us. ' 

" Now, Loma," said I, as she hung on my 
arm, willing to trust me anywhere, " come 
to your little plant-house, and hear my mov- 
ing story." 

" No story can move me much, dear," she 
answered, rather faintly, for any excitement 
staid with her ; " since I know your strength 
of kindness, scarcely any tale can move me, 
unless it be of yourself, love, or of my poor 
mother." 

" It is of your poor mother, darling. Can 
you bear to hear it t" And yet I wondered 
why she did not say as much of her father. 

" Yes, I can hear any thing. But although 
I can not see her, and have long forgotten, 
I could not bear to hear ill of her." 

" There is no ill to hear, sweet child, ex- 
cept of evil done to her. Lorna, you are of 
an ill-starred race." 

" Better that than a wicked race/' she 
answered, with her usual quickness, leaping 
at conclusion : " tell me I am not a Boone, 
and I will — ^but I can not love you more." 

"You are not a Doone, my Loma; for 
that, at least, I can answer, though I know 
not what your name is." 

"And my father — your father— what I 
mean is — " 

" Your father and mine never met one an- 
other. Your father was killec^ by an acci- 
dent in the Pyrenean mountains, and your 
mother by the Doones; or at least they 
caused her death, and carried you away from 
her." 

All this, coming as in one breath upon the 
sensitive maiden, was more than she could 
bear all at once ; as any but a fool like me 
must of course have known. She lay back 
on the garden bench, with her black hair 
shed on the oaken bark, while her color went 
and came ; and only by that, and her quiv- 
ering breast, could any one say that she liv 
and thought. And yet she pressed my han 
with herS; that now I might tell her all of it» 




CHAPTER LVL 

JOHN BECOMES TOO POPULAR. 

No flower that I have ever seen, either i 
shifting of light and shade, or in the pearr 
moming, may vie with a fair young wo 
an's face when tender thought and qui 
emotion vary, enrich, and beautify it. Th 
my Loma hearkened softly, almost witho 
word or gesture, yet with sighs and glan 
teWing, a\id thi^ pressure of my hand, h 
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When at last my tale was done, she tarned 
away, and wept bitterly for the sad fate of 
her parents. But, to my surprise, she spoke 
not even a word of wrath or rancor. She 
seemed to take it all as fate.'' 

'^Lorna, darling," I said at length, for 
men are more impatient in trials of time 
than women are, "do you not' even wish to 
know what your proper name is t" 

"How can it matter to me, John?" she 
answered, with a depth of grief which made 
me seem a trifler. "It can never matter 
now, when there are none to share it." 

" Poor little soul !" was all I said, in a tone 
of purest pity ; and to my surprise she turn- 
ed upon me, caught nie in her arms, and 
loved me as she never had done before. 

"Dearest, I have you," she cried; "you, 
and only you, love. Having you, I want no 
other. All my life is one with yours. Oh, 
John, how can I treat you so ?" 

Blushing through the wet of weeping, 
and the gloom of pondering, yet she would 
not hide her eyes, but folded me, and dwelt 
on me. 

" I can not believe," in the pride of my 
joy, I whispered into one little ear, " that 
you could ever so love me, beauty, as to give 
up the world for me." 

"Would you give up your farm for me, 
John ?" cried Loma, leaping back and look- 
ing, with her wondrous power of light, at 
me ; " would you give up your mother, your 
sisters, your home, and all that you have 
in the world, and every hope of your life, 
John ?" 

"Of course I would. Without two 
thoughts. You know it ; you know it, Lor- 
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na. 

" It is true that I do," she answered, in 
& tone of deepest sadness ; " and it is this 
power of your love which has made me love 
you so. No good can comet of it ; no good. 
Clod's face is set against selfishness." 

As she spoke in that low tone, I gazed at 
"the clear lines of her face (where every curve 
'was perfect), not with love and wonder only, 
but with a strange new sense of awe. 

"Darling," I said, "come nearer to me. 
Give me surety against that. For God's 
sake never frighten me with the thought 
that He would part us." 

"Does it, then, so frighten youf" she 
'whispered, coming close to me ; "I know it, 
dear; I have known it long; but it never 
frightens me. It makes me sad, and very 
lonely, till I can remember!", 

" Till you can remember what t" I asked, 
with a long, deep shudder; for we are so 
superstitious. 

" Until I do remember, love, that you will 
soon come back to me, and be my own for- 
ever. This is what I always think of; this 
is what I liope for." 

Although her eyea were so glorious, and 
beaming with eternity, this distant sort of 



beatitude was not much to my liking. I 
wanted to have my love on earth, and my 
dear wife in my own home, and children in 
good time, if God should please to send us 
any. And then I would be to them exactly 
what my father was to me. And besiSes 
all this, I doubted much about being fit for 
heaven, where no plows are, and no cattle, 
unless sacrificed bulls went thither. 

Therefore I said, "Now kiss me, Loma, 
and don't talk any nonsense." And t^e dar- 
ling came and did it ; being kindly obedi- 
ent, as the other world often makes us. 

"You sweet love," I said at this, being 
slave to her soft obedience, " do you suppose 
I should be content to leave you until Elys- 
ium f " 

" How on earth can I tell, dear John, 
what you will be content with ?" 

" You, and only you," said I ; " the whole 
of it lies in a dy liable. Now you know my 
entire want, and want must be my comfort." 

"But surely if I have money, sir, and 
birth, and rank, and all sorts of grandeur, 
you would never dare to think of me." 

She drew herself up with an air of pride, 
as she gravely pronounced these words, and 
gave me a scornful glance, or tried; and 
turned away as if to enter some grand coach 
or palace; while I was so amazed and 
grieved in my raw simplicity, especially 
after the way in which she had first received 
my news (so loving and warm-hearted), that 
I never said a word, but stared and thought, 
" How does she mean it ?" 

She saw the pain upon my forehead, and 
the wonder in my eyes ; and leaving coach 
and palace too, back she flew to me in a mo- 
ment, as simple as simplest milkmaid. 

" Oh you fearfully stupid John — you in- 
expressibly stupid John," she cried, with 
both arms round my neck, and her lips upon 
my forehead; "you have called yourself 
thick-headed, John, and I never would be- 
lieve it. But now I do with all my heart. 
Will you never know what I am, love t" 

"No, Loma, that I never shall. I can 
understand my mother well, and one, at 
least, of my sisters, and both the Snowe girls 
very easily, but you I never understand; 
only love you all the more for it." 

" Then never try to understand me, if the 
result is that, dear John. And yet I am the 
very simplest of all foolish, simple creatures. 
Nay, I am wrong ; therein I yield the palm 
to you, my dear. To think that I can act 
so I No wonder they want me in London as 
an ornament for the stage, John." 

Now in after-days, when I heard of Loma 
as the richest, and noblest, and loveliest lady 
to be found in London, I often remembered 
that little scene, and recalled every word 
and gesture, wondering what lay under it. 
Even now, whilft \t "^^a csjoa&fo SssssgosssSsSsa. 
once to ^OTaNit ttio^ <i\ft«t ^<5«^ ^^^^"ssksSs^^^ 
\ \jTig\it ^ie» \xe«iXi^^^% «»% T.^^'stfOw^^s^^'^^^ 
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how mach the world would have to do with 
it) and that the best and truest people can 
not shake themselves quite free. How- 
ever, for the moment, I was very proud, and 
showed it. 

And herein differs fact from fancy, things 
as they befall us from things as we would 
have them, human ends from human hopes ; 
that the first are moved by a thousand, and 
the last on two wheels only, which (being 
named) are desire and fear. Hope, of course, 
is nothing more than desire with a telescope, 
magnifying distant matters, overlooking 
near ones; opening one eye on the objects, 
closing the other to aU objections. And if 
hope be the future tense of desire, the future 
of fear is religion — at least with too many 
of us. 

Whether I am right or wrong in these 
small moralities, one thing is sure enough, 
to wit, that hope is the &u9test traveler, at 
any rate in the titne of youth. And so I 
hoped that Lorna might be proved of blame- 
less family, and honorable rank and fortune; 
and yet none the less for that, love me and 
belong to me. So I led her into the house, 
and she fell into my mother's arms ; and I 
left them to have a good cry of it, with An- 
nie ready to help them. 

If Master Stickles should not mend enough 
to gain his speech a little, and declare to us 
all he knew, I was to set out for Watchett, 
riding upou horseback, and there to hire a 
oart with wheels, such as we had not begun 
as yet to use on Exmoor. For all our work 
went on broad wood, with runners and with 
earth-boards ; and many of us still looked 
upon wheels (though mentioned in the Bible) 
as the Invention of the evil one, and Phara- 
oh's especial property. 

Now instead of getting better. Colonel 
Stickles grew worse and worse, in spite of 
all our tendence of him, with simples and 
with nourishment, and no poisonous medi- 
cines, such as doctors would have given him. 
And the fault of this lay not with us, but 
purely with himself and his unquiet consti- 
tution. For he roused himself up to a per- 
fect fever when, through Lizzie's giddiness, 
he learned the very thing which mother and 
Annie were hiding from him with the ut- 
most care, namely, that Sergeant Bloxham 
had taken upon himself to send direct to 
London, by the Chancery officers, a full re- 
port of what had happened, and of the ill- 
ness of his chief, together with an urgent 
prayer for a full battalion of King's troops, 
^d a plenary commander. 

This Sergeant Bloxham, being senior of 

the surviving soldiers, and a very worthy 

man in his way, but a trifle oyerzealouB, 

had succeeded to the captaincy upon his 

master's disablement. Then, with desire to 

serve Ma country and show his education, 

he Bat up moat part of three nights, and 

frrote this wonderful report by the aid of 



our stable lantern. It was a very fine piece 
of work, as three men to whom he read it 
(but only one at time) pronounced, being 
under seal of secrecy. Aiid all might have 
gone well with it, if the author could only 
have held his tongue when near the ears of 
women. But this was beyond his sense, as 
it seems, although so good a vmter. For 
having heard that our Lizzie was a famous 
judge of literature (as indeed she told al- 
most every one), he could not contain him- 
self, but must have her opinion upon his 
work. 

Lizzie sat on a log of wood, and listened 
with all her ears up, having made proviso 
that no one else should be there to inter- 
rupt her. And she put in a syllable here 
and there, and many a time she took out one 
(for the sergeant overloaded his gun more 
often than undercharged it, like a liberal 
man of letters) ; and then she declared the 
result so good, and the style to be so ele- 
gant, so chaste, and yet so fervent, that the 
sergeant broke his pipe in three, and fell in 
love with her on the spot. Now this has 
led me out of my way — as things are al- 
ways doing, partly through their own per- 
verseness, partly through my kind desire to 
give fair turn to all of them, and to all the 
people who do them. If any one expects of 
me a strict and well-drilled story, standing 
" at attention " all the time, with hands at 
the side like two wens on my trunk, and 
eyes going neither right nor left, I trow 
that man has been disappointed many a 
page ago, and has left me to my evil ways ; 
and if not, I love his charity. Therefore let 
me seek his grace, and get back, and just 
begin again. 

That great dispatch was sent to London 
by the Chancery officers, whom we fitted up 
with clothes, and for three days fattened 
them ; which in strict justice they needed 
much, as well as in point of equity. They 
were kind enough to be pleased with us, 
and accepted my new shirts generously: 
and urgent as their business was, another 
week (as they both declared) could do no 
harm to nobody, and might set them upon 
their legs again. And knowing, although 
they were London men, that fish do live in 
water, these two fellows went fishing all 
day, but never landed any thing. How* 
oyer, their holiday was cut short ; for the 
sergeant, having finished now his narrative 
of proceedings, was not the man to let it hang 
fire, and be quenched perhaps by Stickles. 

Therefore, having done their business, and 
served both citations, these two good men 
had a pannier of victuals put up by dear 
Annie, and borrowing two of our horses, 
rode to Dunster, where they left them, and 
hired on toward London. We had not time 
to like them much, and so we did not miss 
them, es^^QiaSV^ Vn out ^gceat anxiety about 
poor 'NLastot ^^\Os\fi&. 
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• Jeremy lay between life and death for at 
least a fortnight. If the link of chain had 
flown upward (for half a link of chain it was 
which took him in the mouth so), even one 
inch upward, the poor man could have need- 
ed ^o one except Parson Bowden ; for the 
bottom of his skull, which holds the brain 
as in an egg-cup, must have clean gone from 
him. But striking him horizontally, and a 
little upon the skew, the metal came out 
at the back of his neck, and (the powder 
not being strong, I suppose) it lodged in his 
leather collar. 

Now the rust of this iron hung in the 
wound, or at least we thought so ; though 
since I have talked with a man of medicine, 
I am not so sure of it. And our chief aim 
was to purge this rust; when rather we 
should have stopped the hole, and let the 
oxide do its worst, with a plug of new flesh 
on both sides of it. 

At last I prevailed upon him by argu- 
ment that he must get better, to save him- 
self from being ignobly and unjustly super* 
seded; and hereupon I reviled Sergeant 
Bloxham more fiercely than Jeremy^s self 
could have done, and indeed to such a pitch 
that Jeremy almost forgave him, and be- 
came much milder. And after that his fe- 
ver and the inflammation of his wound di- 
minished very rapidly. 

However, not knowing what might hap- 
pen, or even how soon poor Lorna might be 
taken from our power, and, falling into law- 
yers' hands, have cause to wish herself most 
heartily back among the robbers, I set forth 
one day for Watchett, taking advantage of 
the visit of some troopers from an outpost, 
who would make our house quite safe. I 
rode alone, being fully primed, and having 
no misgivings. For it was said that even 
the Doones had begun to fear me, since I 
cast their culverin through the door, as 
above related ; and they could not but be- 
lieve, from my being still untouched (al- 
though so large an object) in the thickest 
of their fire, both of gun and cannon, that I 
must bear a charmed life, proof against ball 
and bullet. However, I knew that Carver 
Doone was not a likely man to hold any su- 
perstitious opinions ; and of him I had an 
instinctive dread, although quite ready to 
(syce him. 

Siding along, I meditated upon Loma's 

liistory ; how many things were now begin- 

ziiug to unfold themselves which had been 

obscure and dark ! For instance, Sir Ensor 

X>oone'8 consent, or, to say the least, his in- 

<iifference, to her marriage with a yeoman ; 

^hich in a man so proud (though dying) 

^ad greatly puzzled both of us. But now, 

^f she not only proved to be no grandchild 

^f the Doone, but even descended from his 

^tiemy, it was natural enough that he should 

^^1 no great repugnance to her humiliation. 

Aj3d that Lorna'a father bad been a foe to 



the hotise of Doone, I gathered from hei 
mother's cry when she beheld their leader. 
Moreover that fact would supply their mo- 
tive in carrying off the unfortunate little 
creature, and rearing her among them, and 
as one of their own fEuuily, yet hiding her 
true birth from her. She was a '^ great 
card," as we say, when playing all-fours at 
Christmas-time ; and if One of them could 
marry her before she learned of right and 
wrong, vast property, enough to buy par- 
dens for a thousand Doones, would be at 
their mercy. And since I was come to know 
LfOma better, and she to know me thorough- 
ly — many things had been outspoken which 
her early bashfulness had kept covered from 
me. Attempts, I mean, to pledge her love 
to this one, or that other ; some of which, 
perhaps, might have been successful, if there 
had not been too many! 

And then, as her beauty grew richer and 
brighter. Carver Doone was smitten strong- 
ly, and would hear of no one else as a suitor 
for her, and by the terror of his claim drove 
off aU the others. Here, too, lay the expla- 
nation of a thing which seemed to be against 
the laws of human nature, and upon which 
I longed, but dared not, to cross -question 
Lorna. How could such a lovely girl, al- 
though so young, and brave, and dlBtant, 
have escaped the vile affections of a lawless 
company f 

But now it was as clear as need be. For 
any proven violence would have utterly vi- 
tiated all claim upon her grand estates ; at 
least as those claims must be urged before a 
court of equity. And therefore all the elders 
(with views upon her real estate) kept strict 
watch on the youngers, who confined their 
views to her personality. 

Now I do not mean to say that all this, or 
the hundred other things which came crowd- 
ing consideration, were half as plain to me 
at the time as I have set them down above. 
Far be it from me to deceive you so. No 
doubt my thoughts were then <lark and hazy, 
like an oil-lamp full of fun;^8 ; and I have 
trimmed them, as when tbey burned, with 
scissors sharpened long afterward. All I 
mean to say is tMs, thAX jogging along to a 
certain tune of thehocrse's feet which we call 
" three half-pence and two-pence," I saw my 
way a little intr- some things which had 
puzzled me. 

When I knod^ed at the little door, whose 
sill was gritt:]^and grimed with sand, no one 
came for a very long time to answer me, or 
to let me in. Not wishing to be unmanner- 
ly, I waited a long time, and watched the 
sea, from which the wind was blowing, and 
whose many lips of waves — ^though the tide 
was half-way out — spoke to and refreshed 
me. After a while I knocked again, for my 
horse was becorom^ \jL\sai^gr3 \ "asaSL ^ s^jsi^A. 
wMIft alter tloL^t a^-aMi^^i ^q\s5» ^^\s«» ^Cssssssw^ 
1 the key-iioVQ, 
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" Who is that wishes to enter ?" 

" The boy who was at the pump," said I, 
'* when the carriage broke down at Dulver- 
ton. The boy that lives at Oh — ah ; and 
some day you would come seek for him." 

*' Oh yes, I remember, certainly. My lee- 
tle boy with the fair white skin. I have de- 
sired to see him, oh, many, yes, many times." 

She was opening the door while saying 
this, and then she started back in affright 
that the little boy should have grown so. 

"You. can not be that leetle boy. It is 
quite impossible. Why do you impose on 
me ?" \ 

" Not only am I that little boy who made 
the water to flow for yon till the nebule 
came upon the glass, but also I am come to 
tell you all about your little girl." 

" Come in, you very great leetle boy," she 
answered, with her dark eyes brightened. 
And I went in, and looked at her. She was 
altered by time as much as 1 was. The 
slight and graceful shape was gone; not 
that I remembered any thing of her figure, 
if you please, for boys of twelve are not yet 
prone to note the shapes of women, but that 
her lithe straight gait had struck me as be- 
ing so unlike our people. Now her time for 
walking so was past, and transmitted to her 
children. Yet her face was comely still, and 
full of strong intelligence. I gazed at her, 
and she at me ; and we were sure of one an- 
other. 

" Now what will ye please to eat t" she 
asked, with a lively glance at the size of my 
mouth : " that is always the first thing you 
people ask in these barbarous places." 

" I will tell you by-and-by," I answered, 
misliking this satire upon us : " but I might 
begin with a quart of ale, to enable me to 
speak, madam." 

" Very well. One quevart of be-or :" she 
called out to a little maid, who was her eld- 
est child, no doubt. " It is to be expected, 
sir. Be-or, be-or, be-or, all day long, with 
you Englishmen !" 

" Nay," I replied ; " not all day long, if 
madam will excuse me. Only a pint at 
breakfast -time, and a pint and a half at 
eleven o'clock, and a quart or so at dinner. 
And then no more till the afternoon; and 
half a gallon at supper-time. No one can 
object to that." 

"Well, I suppose it is right," she said, 
with an air of resignation: "God knows. 
But I do not understand it. It is ^good 
for business,' as you say, to preclude every 
thing." 

"And it is good for us, madam," I answer- 
ed with indignation, for beer is my favorite 
beverage : " and I am a credit to beer, mad- 
am ; and so are all who trust to it." 

"At any rate you are, young man. If 
Ifeer baa made yon grow m large, I will put 
my cbildreu upon it ; it ia too late for me to 
befftn. The smell to me ia hateful." 






Now I only set down that to show how 
perverse those foreign people are. They 
will drink their wretched, heartless stuff, 
such as they call claret, or wine of Medoc, or 
Bordeaux, or what not, with no more mean- 
ing than sour rennet, stirred with the Qulp 
from the cider-press, and strained through 
the cap of our Betty. This is very well for 
them, and as good as they deserve, no doubt, 
and meant perhaps by the will of God for 
those unhappy natives. But to bring it oves^ 
to England and set it against our home- 
brewed ale (not to speak of wines from Port- 
ugal), and sell it ^t ten times the price, as a 
cure for British bile, and a great enlighten- 
ment, this, I say, is the vilest feature of the 
age we live in. 

Madam Benita Odam — for the name of 
the man who turned the wheel proved to be 
John Odam — showed me into a little room 
containing two chairs and a fir-wood table, 
and sat down on a three-legged seat and 
studied me very steadfastly. This she had 
a right to do ; and I, having all my clothes 
on now, was not disconcerted. It would not 
become me to repeat her judgment upon my 
appearance, which she delivered as calmly 
as if I were a pig at market, and as proudly 
as if her own pig. And she asked me wheth- 
er I had ever got rid of the black marks on 
my breast. 

Not wanting to talk about myself (though 
very fond of doing so, when time and season 
favor), I led her back to that fearful night 
of the day when first I had seen her. She 
was not desirous to speak of it, because of 
her own little children : however, I drew her 
gradually to recollection of Lorna, and then 
of the little bo^ who died, and the poor 
mother buried with him. And her strong, 
hot nature kindled, as she dwelt upon 
these things ; and my wrath waxed within 
me; and we forgot reserve and prudence 
under the sense of so vile a wrong. She 
told me (as nearly as might be) the very 
same story which she had told to Master 
Jeremy Stickles; only she dwelt upon it 
more, because of my knowing the outset 
And being a woman, with an inkling of my 
situation, she enlarged upon the little maid, 
more than to dry Jeremy. 

" Would you know her again t" I asked, 
being stirred by these accounts of Lorna 
when she was five years old: "would yon. 
know her as a full-grown maiden f " 

" I think I should," she answered ; " it i* 
not possible to say until one sees the pe'xr- 
son : but from the eyes of the little girl, 1 
think that I must know her. Oh, the po^i^i 
young creature ! Is it to be believed tl». ^* 
the cannibals devoured her! What a peojg^l® 
you are in this country ! Meat, meat, mea"t>-" 

As she raised her hands and eyes in h^^^' 
ror at our carnivorous propensities, to wh»-^^ 
Bhe cVeaiVj «b\.\.T\W^ftd the disappearance ^^ 
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ter that sad story. For thoagh it is said at 
the preseut day, and will doubtless be said 
hereafter that the Doones had devoured a 
baby once, as they came up Hork>.ck hill, af- 
ter fighting hard in the market-place,! knew 
that the tale was utterly false; for, cruel 
and brutal as they were, their taste was very 
correct and choice, and indeed one might 
say fastidious. Nevertheless, I could not 
stop to argue that matter with her. 

" The little maid has not been devoured,'' 
I said to Mistress Odam : ^' and now she is a 
tall young lady, and as beautiful as can be. 
If I sleep in your good hostel to-night, after 
going to Watchett town, will you come with 
me to Oare to-morrow, and see your little 
maiden ?" 

"I would like — and yet I fear. This 
country is so barbarous. And I am good to 
eat — my God, there is much picking on my 
bones !" 

She surveyed herself with a glance so 
mingled of pity and admiration, and the 
truth of her words was so apparent (only 
that it would have taken a week to get at 
the bones before picking)^ that I nearly lost 
good manners ; for she really seemed to sus- 
pect even me of cannibal inclinations. How- 
ever, at last I made her promise to come 
with me on the morrow, presuming that 
Master Odam could by any means be per- 
suaded to keep her company in the cart, as 
propriety demanded. Having little doubt 
that Master Odam was entirely at bin wife's 
command, I looked upon that matter as set- 
tld4) and set off for Watchett, to see the 
grave of Lorna's poor mother, and to hire a 
cart for the morrow. 

And here (as so often happens with men) 
I succeeded without any trouble or hinder- 
ance, where I had looked for both of them, 
namely, in finding a suitable cart ; whereas 
the other matter, in which I could have ex- 
pected no difficulty, came very near to de- 
feat me. For when I heard that Loma's fa- 
ther was the Earl of Dugal — as Benita im- 
pressed upon me with a strong enforcement, 
as much as to say, "Who are you, young 
man, to come even asking about her ?''--» 
then I never thought but that every body in 
Watchett town must know all about the 
tombstone of the Countess of Dugal. 

This, however, proved otherwise. For 
Lord Dugal had never lived at Watchett 
Grange, as their place was called, neither 
had his name become familiar as its owner. 
Because the Grange had only devolved to 
him' by will, at the end of a long entail, 
when the last of the Fitz-Pains died out ; 
and though he liked the idea of it, he had 
gone abroad without taking seisin. And 
upon news of his death, John Jones, a rich 
gentleman from Landaff^ had taken posses- 
sion, as next of right, and hushed up all the 
story. And though, even at the worst of 
times, a Jadjr of high rank and wealth could 



not be robbed, and as bad as murdered, and 
then buried in a little pldce, without moving 
some excitement, yet it had been given out, 
on purpose and with diligence, that this was 
only a foreign lady traveling for her health 
and pleasure along the sea-coast of England. 
And as the poor thing never spoke, and sev- 
eral of her servants and her baggage looked 
so foreign, and she herself died in a collar of 
lace unlike any made in England, all Watch- 
ett, without hesitation, pronounced her to be 
a foreigner. And the English serving-man 
and maid, who might have cleared up every 
thing, either were bribed by Master Jones, 
or else decamped of their own accord with 
the relics of the baggage. So the poor 
Countess of Dugal, almost in sight of her 
own grand house, was buried in an un- 
known grave, with her pair of infants, with' 
out a plate, without a tombstone (worse 
than all), without a tear, except from the ' 
hired Italian woman. Surely my poor Lor- 
na came of an ill-starred family. 

Now, in spite ot all this, if I had only 
taken Benita with me, or even told her what 
I wished, and craved her directions, there 
could have been no trouble. But I do as- 
sure you that among the stupid people at 
Watchett (compared with whom our folk of 
Oare, exceeding dense though being, are as 
Hamlet against Dogberry), what with one 
of them and another, and the firm conviction 
of all the town that I could be come only to 
wrestle, I do assure you (as I said before) 
that my wits almost went out of me. And 
what vexed me yet more about it was, that 
I saw my own mistake in coming myself to 
seek out the matter, instead of sending some 
unknown person. For my face and form 
were known at that time (and still are so) 
to nine people out of every ten living in forty 
miles of me. Not through any excellence, 
or any thing of good desert in either the one 
or the other, but simply because folks will 
be fools on the rivalry of wrestling. The 
art is a fine one in itself, and demands a lit- 
tle wit of brain, as well as strength of body : 
it binds the man who studies it to temper- 
ance and chastity, to self-respect, and most 
of all to an even and sweet temper ; for I 
have thrown stronger men than myself (when 
I was a mere sapling, and before my strength 
grew hard on me) through their loss of tem- 
per. But though the art is an honest one, 
surely they who excel therein have a right 
(like all the rest of mankind) to their own 
private life. 

Be that either way — and I will not speak 
too strongly, for fear of indulging my own an- 
noyance — anyhow, all Watchett town cared 
ten times as much to see John Ridd as to 
show him what he wanted. I was led to 
every public-house, instead of to the church* 
yard •, and. twente^ \a\iV«^ "^ewi T^aA;:? ^'^t ^ass^ 
in lien oi a easi^e^ \gcK^^-^^«^^* vvT^^sssssasst- 
i zett thou\)ee?^\., 3«a^^.^^,«^^^-^^ssss^ss«^^^ 
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thou Shalt be. Thee carl theezell a Davon- 
sheer man ! Whoy, thee lives in Znmmer- 
cett; and in Zionmerzett thee wast barn, 
lad." And so it went on till I was weary, 
thongh very much obliged to them. 

Dull and solid as I am, and with a wild 
duck waiting for me at good Mistress Odam's, 
I saw that there was nothing for it but to 
yield to these good people, and prove me a 
man of Somerset by eating a dinner at their 
esqpense. As for the church-yard, none would 
hear of it, and I grieved for broaching the 
matter. 

But how was I to meet Loma again, with- 
out having done the thing of all things which 
I had promised to see to ? It would never 
do to tell her that so great was my popular- 
ity, and so strong the desire to feed me, that 
I could not attend to her mother. Least of 
all could I say that every one in "Watchett 
knew John Ridd, while none had heard of 
the Countess of Dugal. And yet that was 
about the truth, as I hinted very delicately 
to Mistress Odam that evening. But she 
(being vexed about her wild duck, and not 
having English ideas on the matter of sports, 
and so on) made a poor unwitting face at 
me. Nevertheless Master Odam restored 
me to tny self-respect ; for he stared at me 
till I went to bed, and he broke his hose 
with excitement. For, beiog in the leg-line 
myself, I wanted to know what the muscles 
were of a man who turned a wheel all day. 
I had never seen a tread-mill (thongh they 
have one now at Exeter), and it touched me 
much to learn whether it were good exercise. 
And herein, from what I saw of Odam, I in- 
cline to think that it does great harm ; as 
moving the muscles too much in a line, and 
without variety. 



CHAPTER LVII. 

LOBNA KNOWS HER NURSE. 

Having obtained from Benita Odam a 
very close and full description of the place 
where her poor mistress lay, and the marks 
whereby to know it, I hastened to Watchett 
the following morning before the sun was 
up, or any people were abeut. And so, with- 
out interruption, I was in the church-yard 
at sunrise. 

In the farthest and darkest nook, over- 
grown with grass, and overhung by a weep- 
ing tree, a little bank of earth betokened 
the rounding off of a hapless life. There 
was nothing to tell of rank or wealth, of 
love, or even pity : nameless as a peasant 
lay the last (as supposed) of a mighty race. 
Only some unskillful hand, probably Master 
i>dajD% under his wife^s teaching, had carved 
a rude Id., and a ruder D,, upon a large peb- 
lile Urom the beacb, and set it up as a head- 



1 gathered a little grass for Loma, and 6 
sprig of the weeping tree, and then returned 
to the " Forest Cat," as Benita's lonely inn 
was called. « For the way is long from Watch- 
ett to Oare; and though you may ride it 
rapidly, as the Doones had done on that fa- 
tal night, to travel on wheels, with one horse 
only, is a matter of time and of prudence. 
Therefore we set out pretty early, three of 
us, and a baby, who could not well be left 
behind. The wifa of the man who owned 
the cart had uudertaken to mind the busi- 
ness, and the other babies, upon condition 
of having the keys of all the taps left with 
her. 

As the manner of journeying over the 
moor has been described oft enough already, 
I will say no more, except that we all ar- 
rived, before dusk of the summer's day, safe 
at Plover's Barrows. Mistress Benita was 
delighted with the change from her dull, 
hard life ; and she made many excellent ob- 
servations, such as seem natural to a foreign- 
er looking at our country. 

As luck would have it, the first who came 
to meet us at the gate was Lorn a, with noth- 
ing whatever upon hier head (the weather 
being summerly) but her beautiful hair shed 
round her, and wearing a sweet white frock 
tucked in, and showing her figure perfectly. 
In her joy she ran straight up to the cart, 
and then stopped and gazed at Benita. At 
one glance her old nurse knew her : ^' Oh the 
eyes, the eyes !" she cried, and was over the 
rail of the cart in a moment, in spite of all 
her substance. Loma, on the other hand, 
looked at her with some doubt and wonder, 
as though having right to know much about 
her, and yet unable to do so. But when the 
foreign woman said something in Roman 
language, and flung new hay from the cart 
upon her, as if in a romp of childhood, the 
young maid cried, "Oh, Nita, Nita!"i and 
fell upon her breast and wept, and after that 
looked round at us. 

This being so, there could be no doubt as 
to the power of proving Lady Loma's birth 
and rights, both by evidence and token. 
For though we had not the necklace now — 
thanks to Annie's wisdom — ^we had the ring 
of heavy gold, a very ancient relic, with 
which my maid (in her simple way) had 
pledged herself to me. And Benita knew 
this ring as well as she knew her own fin- 
gers, having heard a long history about it ; 
and the effigy on it of the wild cat was the 
bearing of the house of Lome. 

For though Loma's father was a nobl&* 
man of high and goodly lineage, her mother 
was of yet more ancient and renowned de- 
scent, being the last in line direct from the 
great and kingly chiefs of Lome. A wild 
and headstrong race they were, and must 
have every thing their own way. Hot blood 
was evftT amoTi^ \3tifeTSi, e^eiv ot oaa house- 
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iban once had defied the King of Scotland) 
waned and fell among themselves by contin- 
ual quarreling. And it wUs of a piece with 
this, that the Doones (who were an offset by 
the mother's side, holding in co-partnership 
some large property, which had come by the 
spindle, as we say) should fall out with the 
Earl of Lome, the last but one of that title. 
'^ The daughter of this nobleman had mar- 
ried Sir Ensor Doone ; but this, instead of 
healing matters, led to fiercer conflict. I 
never could quite understand all the ins and 
outs of it, Tf hich none bnt a lawyer may go 
through, and keep his head at the end of it. 
The motives of mankind are plainer than 
the motions they produce. Especially when 
charity (such as found among us) sits to 
judge the former, and is never weary of it ; 
while reason does not care to trace the lat- 
ter complications, except for fee or title. 

Therefore it is enough to say that, know- 
ing Loma to be direct in heirship to vast 
property, and bearing especial spite against 
the house of which she was the last, the 
Doones had brought her up with full inten- 
tion of lawful marriage, and had carefully 
secluded her from the wildest of their young 
gallants. Of course, if they ha^ been next iu 
succession, the child would have gone down 
the water-fall, to save any further trouble ; 
but there was an intercepting branch of 
some honest family ; and they being outlaws, 
i^ould have a poor chance (though the law 
loves outlaws) against them. Only Loma 
was of the stock, and Lorna they must mar- 
ry. And what a tiiumph against the old 
Earl for a cursed Doone to succeed him ! 

As for their outlawry, groat robberies, and 
grand murders, the veiiest child nowadays 
must know that money heals the whole of 
that. Even if they had murdered people 
of a good positiou, it would only cost about 
twice as much to prove their motives loyal. 
But they had never slain any man above the 
rank of yeoman ; and folk even said th^ 
my father was the highest of their victims ; 
for the death of Lorua's mother and brother 
waa never set to their account. 

Pure pleasure it is to any' man to reflect 
upon all these things. How truly we dis- 
cern clear justice, and how well we deal it. 
If any poor man steals a sheep, having ten 
children starving, and regarding it as mount- 
ain game (as a rich man does a hare), to the 
gallows with him. If a man of rank beats 
down a door, smites the owner upon the 
head, and honors the wife with attention, it 
ia ft thing to be grateful for, and to slouch 
smitten head the lower. 

While we were full of all these things, 
and wondering what would happen next, or 
what we ought ourselves to do, another very 
^portant matter called for our attention, 
^is was no less than Annie's marriage to 
^he Sqnire F&ggna, We bad tried to put it 
«fl^ again; for, in spite of all advantages, 

14 



neither my mother nor myself had any 
real heart for it. Not that we dwelt upon 
Tom's short-comings, or rather, perhaps, his 
going too far at the time when he worked 
the road so. All that was covered by the 
King's pardon, and universal respect of the 
neighborhood. But our scruple was this — 
and the more we talked, the more it grew 
upon us — that we both had great misgivings 
as to his future steadiness. 

For it would be a thousand pities, we said, 
for a fine, well -grown, and pretty maiden 
(such as our Annie was), useful too in so 
many ways, and lively, and warm-hearted, 
and mistress of £500, to throw herself away 
on a man with a kind of a turn for drinking. 
If that last were even hinted, Annie would 
be most indignant, and ask, with cheeks as 
red as roses, who had ever seen Master Fag- 
gus any the worse for liquor indeed ? Her 
own opinion was, in truth, that he took a 
great deal too little, after all his hard work, 
and hard riding, and coming over the hiUs 
to be insulted ! And if ever it lay in her 
power, and with no one to grudge him his 
trumpery glass, she would see that poor Tom 
had the nourishment which his cough and 
his lungs required. 

His lungs being quite as sound as mine, 
this matter was out of all argument; so / 
mother and I looked at one another, as 
much as to say, ^' Let her go up stairs ; she 
will cry, and come down more reasonable." 
And while she was gone, we used to say the 
same thing over and over again, but with- 
out perceiving a cure for it.^ And we al- 
most .always finished up with the following 
reflection, which sometimes came from moth- 
er's lips, and sometimes from my own : ** Well, 
well, there is no telling. None can say how 
a man may alter when he takes to matri- 
mony. But if we could only make Annie 
promise to be a little firm with him !" 

I fear that all this talk on our part only 
hurried matters forward, Annie being more 
determined every time we pitied her. And 
at last Tom Faggus came, and spoke as if he 
were on the King's road, with a pistol at my 
head, and one at mother's. '' No more fast 
and loose," he cried; ^^ either one thing or 
the other. I love the maid, and she loves 
me ; and we will have one another, either 
with your leave, or without it. How many 
more times am I to dance over these vile 
hills, and leave my business, and get noth- 
ing more than a sigh or a kiss, and ^ Tom, I 
must wait for mother t' You are famous 
for being straightforward, you Bidds. Just 
treat me as I would treat you, now." 

I looked at my mother ; for a glance from 
her would have sent Tom out of the win- 
dow; but she checked me with her hand, 
and said, " You have some ground of com- 
plaint, sir, I ^MY TLCA, ^wk^ Vt. ^^^ ^ ^^^'^ 
be aa sttaigYvtioT^w^ ^'VOa^ 1«^ ^^ '^"^^'^ '^ 
iKidd ia au^^oB^ei \» \i^ ^1 ^^ «aSs.^ss?i- 
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self have all along disliked your marriage 
with Aitnie. Not for what yoa have been 
so much, as for what we fear you will be. 
Have patience one moment, if you please. 
We do not fear your taking to the highway 
life again; for that you are too clever, no 
doubt, now that you have property. But 
we fear that you will take to drinking, and 
to squandering money. There are many ex- 
amples of this around us, and we know what 
the fate of the wife is. It has been hard to 
tell you this, under our own roof, and with 
our own — " Here mother hesitated. 

" Spirits, and cider, and beer," I broke in ; 
'' out with it, like a Ridd, mother ; as he will 
have all of it." 

" Spirits, and cider, and beer," said moth- 
er very firmly, after me ; and then she gave 
way and said, ** You know, Tom, you are wel- 
come to every drop, and more of it." 

Now Tom must have had a far sweet- 
er temper than ever I could claim; for I 
should have thrust my glass away, and nev- 
ex taken another drop in the house where 
such a check had met me. But instead of 
that. Master Faggus replied, with a pleasant 
, smile, 

*^ I know that I am welcome, good moth- 
er ; and to pi-ove it, I will have some more." 

And thereupon he mixed himself another 
glass of hollands with lemon and hot water, 
yet pouring it very delicately. 

^* Oh, I have been so miserable — take a 
little more, Tom," said mother, handing the 
bottle. 

" Yes, take a little more," I said ; " you 
have mixed it overweak, Tom." 

" If ever there was a sober man," cried 
Tom, complying with our request ; " if ever 
there was in Christendom a man of perfect 
sobriety, that man is now before you. Shall 
we say to-morrow week, mother ? It will 
suit your washing-day." 

"How very thoughtful you are, Tom! 
Now John would never have thought of 
that, in spite of all his steadiness." 

"Certainly not," I answered, proudly; 
"when my time comes for Lorna, I shall not 
study Betty Muxworthy." 

In this way the Squire got over us ; and 
Farmer Nicholas Snowe was sent for, to coun- 
sel with mother about the matter, and to set 
his two daughters sewing. 

When the time for the wedding came, 

there was such a stir and commotion as had 

never been known in the parish of Oare since 

my father's marriage. For Annie's beauty 

and kindliness had made her the pride of 

the neighborhood, and the presents sent her 

from all around were enough to stock a shop 

with. Master Stickles, who now could walk, 

and who certainly owed his recovery, with 

the blessing of God, to Annie, presented her 

wUJi a mighty Bible, silver-clasped, and very 

liandsome, beating the parson's out and out, 

and for which he had Bent to Taunton. Even. 






the common troopers, having tasted her cook^ 
ery many times (to help out their poor ra- 
tions), clubbed together, and must have given 
at least a week's pay apiece, to have turned 
out what they did for her. This was no less 
than a silver pot, well designed, but suited 
surely rather to the bridegroom's taste than 
bride's. In a word, every body gave her 
things. 

And now my Lorna came to me, with a 
spring of tears in appealing eyes — for she 
was still somewhat childish, or rather, I 
should say, more childish now than when 
she lived in misery — and she placed her lit- 
tle hand in mine, and she was half afraid to 
speak, and dropped her eyes for me to ask. 

" What is it, little darling ?" I asked, as I 
saw her breath come fast ; for the smallest 
emotion moved her form. 

" You don't think, John, you don't think, 
dear, that yon could lend me any money f " 

" All I have got," I answered ; " how much 
do yon want, dear heart f" 

" I have been calculating ; and I fear that 
I can not do any good with less than ten 
pounds, John." 

Here she looked up at me with horror ai 
the grandeur of the sum, and not knowing 
what I could think of it. But I kept m^ 
eyes from hers. " Ten pounds !" I said, iii 
my deepest voice, on purpose to have it out 
in comfort, ^hen she should be frighten- 
ed : " what can you want with ten pounds, 
child?" 

" That is my concern," said Lorna« pluck- 
ing up her spirit at this : " when a lady asks 
for a loan, no gentleman pries into the cause 
of her asking it." 

" That may be, as may be," I answered, in 
a Judicial manner: "ten pounds, or twenty, 
you shall have. But I must know the pur- 
port." 

*'Then that you never shall know, John. 
I am very sorry for asking you. It is not 
of the smallest consequence. Oh dear, no." 
Herewith she was running away. 

" Oh dear, yes," I replied ; " it is of ve^ 
great consequence; and I understand the 
whole of it. You want to give that stupid 
Annie, who has lost you a hundred thou- 
sand pounds, and who is going to be mar- 
ried before us, dear — God only can tell why, 
being my younger sister — ^you want to give 
her a wedding present. And yon shall do 
it, darling, because it is so good of you. 
Don't you know your title, love? How 
humble you are with us humble folk. You 
are Lady Lorna something, so far as I can 
make out yet ; and you ought not even to 
speak to us. Yon will go away, and dis- 
dain us." 

" If you please, talk not like that, John. 
I will have nothing to do with it, if it comes 
between you and me, John." 

" Xon. can Tio\.\xs\^ '^wvisfelf," said I. And 
then. B\ie No^^^ ^«^> ^"^ ^wsvi^^ ^oA^ ^ws^a* 
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And rank and birth xvcire banished from be- 
tween our lips in no time. 

"What can I get her good enough? I 
am sure I do not know/' she asked: "she 
has been so kind and good to me, and she 
is snch a darling. How I shall miss her, 
to be sure! By-the-bye, you seem to tbink, 
John, that I shall be rich some day.'' 

"Of course you will. As rich as the 
French King who keeps ours. Would the 
Lord Chancellor trouble himself about you, 
if you were poor ?" 

" Then if I am rich, perhaps you would 
lend me twenty pounds, dear John. Ten 
pounds would be very mean for a wealthy 
person to give her." 

To this I agreed, upon condition that I 
should make the purchase myself, whatev- 
er it might be-^for nothing could be easier 
than to cheat Loma about the cost — until 
time should come for her paying me. And 
this was better than to cheat her for the 
benefit of our family. For this end, and for 
many others, I set off to Dnlverton, bearing 
more commissions, more messages, and more 
questions, than a man of thrice my memory 
might carry so far as the comer where the 
saw-pit is. And to make things worse, one 
girl or other would keep on running up to 
me, or oven after me (when started), with 
something or other she had just thought of, 
which she could not possibly do without, 
and which I must be sure to remember, as 
the most important of the whole. 

To my dear mother, who had partly out- 
lived the exceeding value of trifles, the most 
important; matter seemed to insure Uncle 
Beuben's countenance and preseuce at the 
marriage. And if I succeeded in this, I 
might well forget all the maidens' trump- 
ery. This she would have been wiser to 
tell me when they were out of hearing, for 
I left her to ii^ht her own battle with them ; 
and langhing ^t her predicament, promised 
to do the best I could for all, so far as my 
wits would go. 

Uncle Reuben was not at home ; but Ruth, 
who received me very kindly, although with- 
out any expressions of joy, was sure of his 
return in the afternoon, and persuaded me 
to wait for him. Ai^d by the time that I 
bad finished all I could recollect of my or- 
ders, even with paper to help me, the old 
gentleman rode into the yard, and was more 
surprised than pleased to see me. But if he 
was sarprised, I was more than that — I was 
utterly astonished at the change in his ap- 
pearance since the last time I had seen him. 
From a hale, and rather heavy man, gray- 
haired^ but plump and ruddy, he was al- 
tered to a shrunken, wizened, trembling, 
and almost decrepit figure. Instead of curly 
and comely locks, grizzled indeed, but plen- 
tiful, he had only a few lank white hairs 
scattered and £a,tteDed upon his forehead. 
JBut the greatest change of all was in the 



expression of his eyes, which had been so 
keen, and restless, and bright, and a little 
sarcastic. Bright indeed they still were, 
but with a slow, unhealthy lustre; theh* 
keenness was turned to perpetual outlook, 
their restlessness to a haggard want. As 
for the humor which once gleamed there 
(which people who fear it call sarcasm), it 
had been succeeded by stares of terror, and ' 
then mistrust and shnuking. There was 
none of the interest in mankind which is 
needful even for satira. 

"Now what can this be?" thought I to 
myself: "has the old man lost all his prop- 
erty, or taken too much to strong waters f " 

"Come iuside, John Ridd," he said: "I 
will have a talk with you. It is cold out 
here, and it is too light. Come inside, John 
Ridd, boy.'j 

I followed him into a little dark room, 
quite different from Ruth Huckaback's. It 
was closed from the shop by an old division 
of boarding, hung with tanned canvas; and 
the smell was very close and faint. Here 
there was a ledger -desk, and a couple of 
chairs, and a long-legged stool. 

"Take the stool," said Uncle Reuben, 
showing me in very quietly,"^ it is fitter for 
your height, John. Wait a moment ; there 
is no hurry." 

Then he slipped out by another door, and 
closing it quickly after him, told the fore- 
man and waiting-men that the business of 
the day was done. They had better all go 
home at once, and he would see to the fast- 
enings. Of course they were only too glad 
to go ; but I wondered at his sending them, 
with at least two hours of daylight left. 

However, that was no business of mine, 
and I waited and pondered whether fair 
Ruth ever came into this dirty room, and 
if so, how she kept her hands from it. For 
Annie would have bad it upside down in 
about two minutes, and scrubbed, and brush- 
ed, and dusted, until it looked quite another 
place ; and yet all this done without scold- 
ing and crossness, which are the curse of 
clean women, and ten times worse than the 
dustiest dust. 

Uncle Ben came reeling in, not from any 
power of liquor, but because he was stiff 
from horseback, and weak from work and 
worry. 

" Let me be, John, let me be," he said, as 
I went to help him : " this is an unked dreary 
place; but many a hundred of good gold 
Carolus has been turned in this place, John." 

"Not a doubt about it, sir," I answered, in 
my loud and cheerful manner ; " and many 
another hundred, sir; and may you long en- 
joy them !" 

" My boy, do you wish me to die t" he ask- 
ed, coming up close to my stool, and T:«*^as.^- 
ing me w\t\L a. ^\iT«^^ \>Dk$yQL^ NJssax-^'^'^ 
gaze ; " man^ do. Tio -5 ws., ^<^tts^.V 
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You know better than that, Uncle Ben. Or 
else I am sorry for you. I want yon to live 
as long as possible, for the sake of — " Here 
I stopped. 

" For the sake of what, John ? I know it 
is not for my own sake. For the sake of 
what, my boy ?" 

" For the sake of Ruth," I answered ; " if 
you must hasre all the truth. Who is to 
mind her when you are gone ?" 

'^ But if you knew that I had gold, or a 
manner of getting gold far more than ever 
the sailors got out of the Spanish galleons — 
far more than ever was heard of; and the 
secret was to be yours, John ; yours after 
me, and no other soul's — then you would 
wish me dead, John.'' Here he eyed me as 
if a speck of dust in my eyes should not es- 
cape him. 

"You are wrong. Uncle Ben; altogether 
wron g. For all the gold ever heard or dream- 
ed of, not a wish would cross my heart to rob 
you of one day of life." 

At last he moved his eyes from mine, but 
without any word or sign to show whether 
he believed or disbelieved. Then he went 
to a chair, and sat with his chin upon the 
ledger-desk ; as^if the effort of probing me 
had been too much for his weary brain. 
*' Dreamed of! All the gold ever dreamed 
of! As if it were but a dream !" he mutter- 
ed : and then he closed his eyes, to think. 

" Good Uncle Reuben," I said to him, " you 
have been a long way to-day, sir. Let me 
go and get you a glass of good wine. Cous- 
in Ruth knows where to find it." 

" How do you know how far I have been t" 
he asked, with a vicious look at me. "And 
Cousin Ruth! You are very pat with my 
granddaughter's name, young man I" 

" It would be hard upon me, sir, not to 
know my own cousin's name." 

"Very well. Let that go by. You have 
behaved very badly to Ruth. She loves you, 
and you love her not." 

At this I was so wholly amazed — not at 
the thing itself, I mean, but at his knowledge 
of it — that I could not say a single word, 
but looked, no doubt, very foolish. 

" You may well be ashamed, young man," 
he cried, with some triumph over me; "you 
are the biggest of all fools, as well as a con- 
ceited coxcomb. What can you want more 
than Ruth ? She is a little damsel truly : but 
finer men than you, John Ridd, with all your 
boasted strength and wrestling, have wedded 
smaller maidens. And as for quality and 
value — ^bots ! one inch of Ruth is worth all 
your seven feet put together. 

Now I am not seven feet high, nor ever 

was six feet eight inches, in my very prime 

of life ; and nothing vexes me so much as to 

make me out a, ^iaut, and above human sym- 

patbjr, and human scale of weakness. It 



only for Ruth's sake I held it. But UncU 
Ben (being old and worn) was vexed by not 
having any answer, almost as muoh as a 
woman is. 

" You want me to go on," he continued, 
with a look of spite at me, "about my poor 
Rnth's love for you, to feed your cursed van- 
ity. Because a set of asses call you the 
finest man in England, there is no maid (I 
suppose) who is not in love with you. I be- 
lieve you are as deep as you are long, John 
Ridd. Shall I ever get to the bottom of your 
character t" 

This was a little too much for me. Any 
insult I could take (with good-will) from a 
white-haired man, and one who was my rel- 
ative, unless it touched my love for Loma, 
or my conscious modesty. Now both of 
these were touched to the quick by the sen- 
tences of the old gentleman. Therefore, 
without a word, I went; only making a bow 
to him. 

But women, who are (beyond all doubt) 
the mothers of all mischief, also nurse that 
babe to sleep when he is too noisy. And 
there was Ruth, as I took my hoi-se (with a 
trunk of frippery on him), poor little Ruth 
was at the bridle, and rusting all the knops 
of our town-going harness with tears. 

" Good-bye, dear," I said, as she bent her 
head away from me ; " shall I put you up on 
the saddle, dear f " 

" Cousin Ridd, you may take it lightly," 
said Ruth, turning full upon me, " and very 
likely you are right, according to your na- 
ture " — ^this was the only cutting thing the 
little soul ever said to me — " but oh. Cousin 
Ridd, you have no idea of the pain yoii will 
leave behind you." 

" How can that be so, Ruth, when I am as 
good as ordered to be off the premises ?" 

"In the first place, Cousin Ridd, grand- 
father will be angry with himself for having 
so ill-used you. And now he is so weak and 
poorly, that he is always repenting. In the 
next place, I shall scold him first, until he 
admits his sorrow; and when he has ad- 
mitted it, I shall scold myself for scolding 
him. And then he will come round again, 
and think that I was hard on him, and end 
perhaps by hating you — for he is like a 
woman now, John." 

That last little touch of self-knowledge in 
Ruth, which she delivered with a gleam of 
some secret pleasantry, made me stop and 
look closely at her, but she pretended not to 
know it. " There is something in this child," 
I thought, " very different from other girls. 
What it is I can not tell ; for one very sel- 
dom gets at it." 

At any rate, the upshot was that the good 
horse went back to stable and had another 
feed of com, while my wrath sank within 
me. There are two things, according to my 
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hot tempers out of ns. The first is to see 
our favorite creatures feediDg^ and licking 
ap their food^ and happily snuffling over it, 
yet sparing time to be grateful, and showing 
taste and perception ; the other is to go gar- 
dening boldly in the spring of the year with- 
out any misgiving about it, and hoping the 
utmost of every thing. If there be a third 
anodyne, approaching these two in power, 
it is to smoke good tobacco well, and watch 
the setting of the moon ; and if this should 
only be over the sea, the result is irresistible. 

Master Huckaback showed no especial 
signs of joy at my return, but received me 
with a little grunt, which appeared to me 
to mean, "Ah, I thought he would hardly 
be fool enough to go." I told him how sor- 
ry I was for having in some way offended 
him; and he answered that I did well to 
grieve for one at least of my offenses. To 
this I made no reply, as behooves a man 
dealing with cross and fractious people : and 
presently he became better -tempered, and 
sent little Ruth for a bottle of wine. She 
gave me a beautiful smile of thanks for my 
forbearance as she passed, and I knew by 
her manner that she would bring the best 
bottle iu all the cellar. 

As I had but little time to spare (although 
the days were long and light), we were 
forced to take our wine with promptitude 
and rapidity; and whether this loosened my 
uncle's tongue, or whether he meant before- 
hand to sx>eak, is now almost uncertain. 
But true it is that he brought his chair very 
near to mine, after three or four glasses, and 
sent Ruth away upon some errand which 
seemed of small importance. At this I was 
vexed : for the room always looked so differ- 
ent without her. 

" Come, Jack," he said, " here's your health, 
young fellow, and a good and obedient wife 
to you. Not that your wife will ever obey 
you, though ; you are much too easy temper- 
ed. Even a bitter and stormy woman might 
live in peace with you. Jack. But never 
you give her the chance to try. Marry some 
sweet little thing, if you can. If not, don't 
marry any. Ah I we have the maid to suit 
you, my lad, in this old town of Dulverton." 

"Have you so, sir? But perhaps the 
maid might have no desire to suit me." 

"That you may take my word she has. 
The color of this wine will prove it. The 
sly little hussy has been to the cobwebbed 
arch of the cellar, where she has no right to 
go for any one under a magistrate. How- 
ever, I am glad to see it ; and we will not 
spare it, John. After my time, somebody, 
whoever marries little Ruth, will find some 
rare wine there, I trow, and perhaps not 
know the difference." 

Thinking of this, the old man sighed, and 
expected me to sigh after him. But a sigh 
is not (like a yawn) infections ; and we are 
aU more ptbne to be sent tq sleep than to 
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sorrow by one another. Not but what a sigh 
sometimes may make us think of sighing. 

"Well, sir," cried I, in my sprightliest 
manner, which rouses up most people, " here's 
to your health and dear little Ruth's ; and 
may you live to knock off the cobwebs from 
every bottle in under the arch. Uncle Reu- 
ben, your life, and health, sir!" 

With that I took my glass thoughtfully, 
for it was wondrous good ; and Uncle Ben 
was pleased to see me dwelling pleasantly 
on the subject, with parenthesis, and self- 
commune, and oral judgment unpronounced, 
though smacking of fine decision. "Curia 
vult advisari," as the lawyers say; which 
means, " Let us have another glass, and then 
we can think about it." 

" Come now, John," said Uncle Ben, lay- 
ing hid wrinkled hand on my knee, when he 
saw that none could heed us, " I know that 
you have a sneaking fondness for my grand- 
child Ruth. Don't interrupt me now ; you 
have ; and to deny it will only provoke me." 

" I do like Ruth, sir," I said boldly, for 
fear of misunderstanding; "but I do not 
love her." 

"Very well; that makes no difference. 
Liking may very soon be loving (as some 
people call it), when the maid has money to 
help her." 

" But if there be, as there is in my case — " 

"Once for all, John, not a word. I do 
not attempt to lead you into any engage- 
ment with little Ruth, neither will I blame 
you (though I may be disappointed) if no 
such engagement should ever be. But 
whether you will have my grandchild, or 
whether you will not — and such a chance 
is rarely offered to a fellow of your stand- 
ing " — Uncle Ben despised all farmers — " in 
any case I have at last resolved to let you 
know my secret, and for two good reasons. 
The first is that it wears me out to dwell 
upon it all alone, and the second is that I 
can trust you to fulfill a promise. More- 
over, you are my next of kin, except among 
the womankind ; and you are just the man I 
want to help me in my enterprise." 

"And I will help you, sir," I answered, 
fearing some conspiracy, " in any thing that 
is true, and, loyal, and according to the laws 
of the realm." 

"Ha, ha!" cried the old man, laughing 
until his eyes ran over, and spreading out 
his skinny hands upon his shining breeches, 
"thou hast gone the same fools' track as 
the rest ; even as spy Stickles went, and all 
precious troopers. Landing of anns at 
Glenthorne and Lynmouth, wagons escort- 
ed across the moor, sounds of metal, and 
booming noises! Ah! but we managed it 
cleverly, to cheat even those so near to us. 
Disaffection at Taunton, signs of insurrec- 
tion at D\ilx«kTV.o\i,x«^^?is^^'Q!VNajr3 \ac«XNKt ^si^. 

And not e.^«^n ^oxl \iCi «as^^^ «^^ ^^^^ 
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though we thought at odo tlnie that you 
watched us. Kow who, do you Buppoee^ is 
at the bottom of all this Exmoor insur- 
gency, all this Western rebellion — not that 
I say there is none, mind — but who is at 
the bottom of it ?" 

" Either Mother Melldnim," said I, being 
now a little angry, " or else old Nick him- 
self." 

" Nay, old Uncle Reuben f" Saying this, 
Master Huckaback cast back his coat and 
stood up, and made the most of himself. 

" Well !" cried I, being now quite come to 
the limits of my intellect, " then after all, 
Captain Stickles was right in calling you a 
rebel, sir !" 

" Of course he was : could so keen a man 
be wrong about an old fool like me f But 
come and see our rebellion, John. I will 
trust you now with every thing. I will 
take no oath from you, only your word 
to keep silence ; and most of all from your 
mother." 

"I will give you my word," I said, al- 
though liking not such pledges ; which make 
a man think before he speaks in ordinary 
company, against his usual practice. How- 
ever, I was now so curious, that I thought 
of nothing else ; and scarcely could believe 
at all that Uncle Ben was quite right in his 
head. 

'• Take another glass of wine, my son," he 
cried, with a cheerful countenance, which 
made him look more than ten years young- 
er ; " you shall come into partnership with 
me ; your strength will save us two horses, 
and we always fear the horse-work. Come 
and see our rebellion, my boyj you are a 
made man from to-night." 

^^But where am I to come and see itf 
Where am I to find it, sir ?" 

" Meet me," he answered, yet closing his 
hands, and wrinkling with doubt his fore- 
head ; *'* come alone, of course, and meet me 
at the Wizard's Slough at ten to-morrow 
morning. 
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CHAPTER LVm. 

MASTER huckaback's SECRET. 

Knowing Master Huckaback to be a man 
of his word, as well as one who would have 
others so, I was careful to be in good time 
the next morning by the side of the Wiz- 
ard's Slough. I am free to admit that the 
name of the place bore a feeling of uneasi- 
ness, and a love of distance, in some measure, 
to my heart. But I did my best not to think 
of this : only I thought it a wise precaution, 
and due^ for the sake of my mother and 
Loma, to load my gun with a dozen slugs 
wade from the lead of the old church-porch, 
Jaid by, long since, against witchcraft. 
I am well aware that some people now 
^^/n to doubt about witchcraft; or at any 



rate feign to do so, beiug desiixms to disbe- 
lieve whatever they are afraid of. This 
spirit is growing too common among us, and 
will end (unless we put a stop to it) in the 
destruction of all religion. And as regards 
witchcraft, a man is bound either to believe 
in it, or to disbelieve the Bible. For even in 
the New Testament) discarding many things 
of the Old, such as sacrifices, and sabbath, 
an4 fasting, and other miseries, witchcraft is 
clearly si>oken of as a thing that must ton- 
tiuue, that the Evil One be not utterly rob- 
bed of his vested intei'ests. Hence let no 
one tell me that witchcraft; is done away 
with ; for I will meet him with St. Paul, 
than whom no better man, and few less su- 
perstitious, can be found in all the Bible. 

Feeling these things more in those days 
than I feel them now, I fetched a goodish 
compass round by the way of the Cloven 
rocks, rather than cross Black Barrow Down 
in a reckless and unholy manner. There 
were several spots upon that Down cursed, 
and smitten, and blasted, as if thunder-bolts 
had fallen there, and Satan sat to keep them 
warm. At any rate, it was good (as every 
one acknowledged) not to wander there too 
much, even with a doctor of divinity up<»n 
one arm, and of medicine upon the other. 

Therefore I, being all alone, and on foot 
(as seemed the wisest), preferred a course 
of roundabout; and starting about eight 
o'clock, without mentioning my business, 
arrived at the month of the deep descent, 
such as John Fry described it. Now this 
(though I have not spoken of it) was not 
my first time of being there. For although 
I could not bring myself to spy upon Uncle 
Beuben as John Fry had done, yet I thought 
it no ill manners, after he had left our house, 
to have a look at the famous place where 
the malefactor came to life, at least in John's 
opinion. At that time, however, I saw noth- 
ing except the great ugly black morass with 
the grizzly reeds around it ; and I did not 
care to go very near it, much less to pry on 
the farther side. 

Now, on the other hand, I was bent to get 
at the very bottom of this mystery (if there 
were any), having less fear of witch or wiz- 
ard, with a man of Uncle Reuben's wealth 
to take my part, and see me through. So I 
rattled the ramrod down my gun, just to 
know if the charge were right, after so much 
walking ; and finding it full six inches deep, 
as I like to have it, went boldly down the 
steep gorge of rock with a firm resolve to 
shoot any witch, unless it were good Mother 
Melldrum. Nevertheless, to my surprise, all 
was quiet, and fair to look at, in the decline 
of the narrow way, with great stalked ferns 
coming forth like trees, yet hanging like cob- 
webs over one. And along one side a little 
spring was getting rid of its waters. Any 
man. in\g)Q.t ^\a^ ^Ai<\ Ai^vc^^ qt \\& might go 
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none to say that ho was makiug a fool of 
himself. 

When I came to the foot of this ravine, 
and over against the great black slough, 
there was no sign of Master Huckaback, nor 
of any other living man, except myself, in 
the silence. Therefore I sat in a niche of 
rock, gazing at the slongh, and pondering 
the old tradition abdut it. 

They say that, in the ancient times, a 
mighty necromancer lived in the wilderness 
of Exmoor. Here, by spell and incailtation, 
be built himself a strong, high palace, eight- 
sided like a spider's web, and standing on a 
central steep ; so that neither man nor beast 
could cross the moor without his knowledge. 
If he wished to rob and slay a traveler, or to 
have wild ox or stag for food, he had noth- 
ing more to do than sit at one of his eight 
windows, and point his unholy book at him. 
Any moving creature at which that book 
was pointed must obey the call, and come 
from whatever distance, if sighted once by 
the wizard. 

This was a bad condition of things, and 
all the country groaned under it ; and Ex- 
moor (although the most honest place that 
a man could wish to live in) was beginning 
to get a bad reputation, and all through that 
vile wizard. No man durst even go to steal 
a sheep or a pony, or so much as a deer for. 
dinner, lest he should be brought to book by 
a far bigger rogue than he was. And this 
went on for many years, though they prayed 
to God to abate it. But at last, when the 
wizard was getting fat and haughty upon 
bis high stomach, a mighty deliverance came 
to Exmoor, and a warning, and a memory. 
For one day the sorcerer gazed from his 
window facing the south-east of the com- 
pass ; and he yawned, having killed so many 
men, that now he was weary of it. 

'' 'Ifackins," he cried, or some such oath, 
both profane and uncomely, ** I see a man on 
the verge of the sky-line going along labori- 
ously. A pilgrim, I trow, or some such fool, 
with the nails of his boots inside them. Too 
thin to be worth eating, but I will have him 
for the fun of the thing ; and most of those 
saints have got money." * 

With these words, he stretched forth his 
legs on a stool, and pointed the book of hea- 
thenish spells back upward at the pilgrim. 
Now this good pilgrim was plodding along 
soberly and religiously, with a pound of flints 
in either boot, and not an ounce of meat in- 
side him. He felt the spell of the wicked 
book, but only as a horse might feel a " gee- 
wugf addressed to him. It was in the pow- 
er of this good man either to go on or turn 
aside, and see out the wizard's meaning. 
And for a moment he halted and stood, like 
one in two minds about a thing. Then the 
wizard clapped one cover to, in a jocular 
and insulting manner j and the sound of 
Of came to the pilgrim*^ ear, about five 



miles in the distance, like a great gun fired 
at him. 

" By our Lady," he cried, " I must see to 
this, although my poor feet have no skin be- 
low them. I will teach this heathen mis 
creant how to scoff at Glastonbury." 

Thereupon he turned his course, and plow- 
ed along through the moors and bogs toward 
the eight-sided palace. The wizard sat on 
his chair of comfort, and with the rankest 
contempt observed the holy man plowing 
toward him. "He has something good in 
his wallet, I trow," said the black thief to 
himself; "these fellows get always the pick 
of the wine, and the best of a woman's mon- 
ey." Then he cried, " Come in, come in, 
good sir," as he always did to every one. 

"Bad sir, I will not come in," said the 
pilgrim ; "neither shall you come out again. 
Here are the bones of all you have slain, and 
here shall your own bones be." 

" Hurry me not," cried the sorcerer ; " that 
is a thing to think about. How many miles 
hast thou traveled this day ?" 

But the pilgrim was too wide awake ; for 
if he had spoken of any number bearing no 
cross upon it, the necromancer would have 
had him like a ball at bando-play. There- 
fore he answered, as truly as need be, " By 
the grace of our Lady, nine." 

Now nine is the crossest of all cross num- 
bers, and full to the lip of all crotchets. So 
the wizard staggered back, and thought, and 
inquired again with bravery, "Where can 
you find a man and wife, one going up hill, 
and one going down, and not a word spoken 
between them ?" 

"In a cucumber-plant," said the modest 
saint, blushing even to think of it } and the 
wizard knew he was done for. 

" You have tried me with ungodly ques- 
tions," continued the honest pilgrim, with 
one hand still o^er his eyes, as he thought 
of the feminine cucumber ; " and now I will 
ask you a pure one. To whom of mankind 
have you ever done good since God saw fit 
to make you f" 

The wizard thought, but could quote no 
one; and he looked at the saint, and the 
saint at him, and both their hearts were 
trembling. " Can you mention only one ?" 
asked the saint, pointing a piece of the true 
cross at him, hoping he might cling to it : 
" even a little child will do : try to think 
of some one." 

The earth was rocking beneath their 
feet, and the palace windows darkened on 
them with a tint of blood ; for now the 
saint was come inside, hoping to save the 
wizard. 

" If I must tell the pure truth," said the 
wizard, looking up at the arches of his win- 
dows, " I can tell of only one to whom I ever 
have done ^wA.*^ * 

"On^ \vV\\. Qlox wi'Ck N& ^^'^^^ ^XLWv^^^^^ 
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of oae, and this cross will save you. Lay 
your thnmb on the end of it." 

'^ Nay, that I can not do, great saint. The 
devil have mercy upon me !" 

All this while the palace was sinking, and 
blackness coming over them. 

''Thou hast all but done for thyself/' said 
the saint, with a glory burning round his 
head, " by that last invocation. Yei give 
us the name of the one, my firiend, if one 
there be ; it will save thee, with the cross 
upon thy breast. All is crashing round us ; 
dear brother, who is that one t" 

"My own self," cried the wretched wiz- 
ard. 

"Then there is no help for thee." And 
with that the honest saint went upward, 
and the wizard, and all his palace, and even 
the crag that bore it, sank to the bowels of 
the earth ; and over them was nothing left 
except a black bog fringed with reed, of the 
tint of the wizard's whiskers. The saint, 
however, was all right, after sleeping off the 
excitement, and he founded a chapel some 
three miles westward; and there he lies 
with his holy relic ; and thither in after-ages 
came (as we all come home at last) both my 
Lorna's Aunt Sabina, and her guardian £n- 
sor Doone. 

While yet I dwelt upon this strange sto- 
ry, wondering if it all were true, and why 
inch things do not happen now, a man on 
horseback appeared as suddenly as if he had 
risen out of the earth, on the other side of 
the great black slough. At first I was a 
little scared, my mind being in the tune 
for wonders ; but presently the white hair, 
whiter from the blackness of the bog be- 
tween us, showed me that it was Uncle Reu' 
ben come to look for me that way. Then 
I left my chair of rock, and waved my hat 
and shouted to him, and the sound of my 
voice among the crags and lonely corners 
frightened me. 

Old Master Huckaback made no answer, 
but (so far as I could guess) beckoned me to 
come to him. There was just room between 
the fringe of reed and the belt of rock around 
it for a man going very carefully to escape 
■that horrible pit-hole. And so I went round 
to the other side, and there found open space 
enough, with stunted bushes, and starveling 
trees, and straggling tufts of rushes. 

" You fool, you are frightened," said Un- 
cle Ben, as he looked at my face after shak- 
ing hands: "I want a young man of stead- 
fast courage, as well as of strength and si- 
lence. And after what I heard of the bat- 
tle at Glen Doone, I thought I might trust 
you for courage." 

" So you may," said I, " wherever I see 
mine enemy ; but not where witch and wiz- 
ard be." 

^'Tnsb, great fool F cried Master Huok- 
aback; ** the only witch or wizard here is 
ibe one that bewitcheth all men. Now fast- 



en up my horse, John B^dd, and not too neai 
the slough, lad. Ah I we have chosen our 
entrance wisely. Two good horsemen, and 
their horses, coming hither to spy us ont, 
are gone mining on their own account (and 
their last account it is) down this good wiz- 
ard's bog-Jiiole." 

With these words Uncle Reuben clutched 
the mane of his horse and came down, as a 
man does when his legs are old ; and as I 
myself begin to do at this time of writing. 
I offered a hand, but he was vexed, and 
would have naught to do with it. 

" Now follow me, step for step," he said, 
when I had tethered his horse to a tree; 
" the ground is not death (like the wizard's 
hole), but many parts are treacherous. I 
know it well by this time." 

Without any more ado, he led me in and 
out the marshy places to a great round hole 
or shaft, bratticed up with timber. I nev- 
er had seen the Uke before, and wondered 
how they could want a well, with so much 
water on every side. Around the month 
were a few little heaps of stuff unused to 
the daylight ; and I thought at once of the 
tales I had heard concerning mines in Corn- 
wall, and the silver cup at Combe -Martin, 
sent to the Queen Elizabeth. 

" We had a tree across it, John," said Un 
cle Reuben, smiling grimly at my sudden 
shrink from it : " but some rogue came spy- 
ing here just as one of our men went up. 
He was frightened half out of his life, I be^ 
lieve, and never ventui'ed to come again^ 
But we put the blame of that upon you. 
And I see that we were wrong, John." 
Here he looked at me with keen eyes, though 
weak. 

" You were altogether wrong," I answer- 
ed. "Am I mean enough to spy upon any 
one dwelling with us t And more than that, 
Uncle Reuben, it was mean of you to sup- 
pose it." 

"All ideas are different," replied the old 
man to my heat, like a little wom-ont rill 
running down a smithy; "you with your 
strength, and youth, and all that, are in- 
clined to be romantic. I take things as I 
have known them, going on for seventy 
years. Now will you come and meet the 
wizard, or does your courage fail you t" > 

"My courage must be none," said I, "if 
I would not go where you go, sir." 

He said no more, but signed to me to lift 
a heavy wooden corb with an iron loop 
across it, and sunk in a little pit of earth, 
a yard or so from the mouth of the shaft. 
I raised it, and by his direction dropped it 
into the throat of the shaft, where it hung 
and shook from a great cross-beam laid aft 
the level of the earth. A very stout thick 
rope was fastened to the handle of the oorhy 
and ran across b pulley hanging from the 
centre oi t\i^'V^«av,^'D)&t\x^\icQ out of sight 
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"I will first descend," he said; "your 
weight is too great for safety. When the 
bucket comes up again, follow me, if your 
heart is good." 

Then he whistled down, with a quick, 
sharp noise, and a whistle from helow re- 
plied ; and he climbed into the vehicle, and 
the rope ran through the pulley, and Uncle 
Ben went merrily down, and was out of sight 
before I had time to think of him. 

Now, being left on the bank like that, and 
in full sight of the goodly heaven, I wrestled 
hard with my flesh and bipod about going 
down into the pit-hole. And but for the 
pale shame of the thing, that a white-headed 
man should adventure so, and green youth 
doubt about it, never could I have made 
up my mind ; for I do love air and heaven. 
However, at last up came the ^bucket ; and 
with a short, sad prayer I went into what- 
ever might happen. 

My teeth would chatter, do all I could ; 
ISut the strength of my arms was with me ; 
and by them I held on the grimy rope, and 
80 eased the foot of the corb, which threat- 
ened to go away fathoms under me. Of 
course I should still have been safe enough, 
being like an egg in an egg-cup, too big to 
care for the bottom ; still I wished that all 
should be done in good order, without ex- 
citement. 

The scoopings of the side grew black, and 
the patch of sky above more blue, as, with 
many thoughts of Lorna, a long way under- 
ground I sank. Then I was fetched up at 
the bottom with a jerk and rattle ; and but 
for holding by the rope so, must have tum- 
bled over. Two great torches of bale-resin 
showed me all the darkness, one being held 
by Uncle Ben, and the other by a short, 
square man with a face which seemed well 
known to me. 

« HaU to the world of gold, John Ridd," 
said Master Huckaback, smiling in the old 
dry manner; "bigger coward never came 
down the shaft, now did he. Carfax f " 

" They be all alike," said the short, square 
man, " fust time as they does it." 

" May I go to heaven," I cried, " which is 
a thing quite out of sight " — ^for I always 
have a vein of humor, too small to be follow- 
ed by any one — " if ever again of my own 
accord I go so far away from it!" Uncle 
Ben grinned less at this than at the way I 
knocked my shin in getting out of the buck- 
et ; and as for Master Carfax, he would not 
even deign to smile. And he seemed to look 
upon my entrance as an interloping. 

For my part, I had naught to do, after 
rubbing my bruised leg, except to look about 
me, so far as the dullness of light would 
help. And herein I seemed, like a mouse in 
a trap, able no more than to run to and fro, 
and knock himself, and stare at things. For 
here was a little channel grooved with posts 
on either side of it, and ending with a hea^ 



of darkness, whence the sight came back 
again ; and there Was a scooped place, like 
a funnel, but pouring only to darkness. So 
I waited for somebody to speak first, not 
seeing my way to any thing. 

" You seem to be disappointed, John," said 
Uncle Beuben, looking blue by the light of 
the flambeaux ; " did you expect to see the 
roof of gold, and the sides of gold, and the 
floor of gold, John Ridd ?" 

" Ha, ha !" cried Master Carfax ; " I reckon 
her did ; no doubt her did." 

" You are wrong," I replied : " but I did 
expect to see something better than dirt and 
darkness." 

" Come on, then, my lad, and we will show 
you something better. We want your great 
arm on here, for a job that has beaten the 
whole of us." 

With these words Uncle Ben led the way 
along a narrow passage, roofed with rock 
and floored with slate -colored shale and 
shingle, and winding in and out, until we 
stopped at a great stone block, or boulder, 
lying across the floor, and as large as my 
mother's best oaken wardrobe. Beside it 
were several sledge-hammers, battered, and 
some with broken helves. 

"Thou great villain!" cried Uncle Ben, 
giving the boulder a little kick ; " I believe 
thy time is come at last. Now, John, give 
us a sample of the things they tell of thee. 
Take the biggest of them sledge-hammers 
and crack this rogue in two for us. We 
have tried at him for a fortnight, and he is 
a nut worth cracking. But we have no man 
who can swing that hammer, though all in 
the mine have handled it." 

" I will do my very best," said I, pulling 
off my coat and waistcoat, as if I were going 
to wrestle; "but I fear he will prove too 
tough for me." 

"Ay, that her wull," grunted Master Car- 
fax ; " lack'th a Camishman, and a beg one 
too, not a little charp such as I be. There 
be no man outside Camwall as can crack 
that boolder." 

"Bless my heart," I answered, "but I 
know something of you, my friend, or at 
any rate of your family. Well, I have beat- 
en most of your Cornishmen, though not my 
place to talk of it. But mind, if I crack this 
rock for you, I must have some of the gold 
inside it." 

"Dost think to see the gold come turn* 
bling out like the kernel of a nut, thou 
zany f " asked Uncle Reuben, pettishly : 
"now wilt thou crack it, or wilt thou notT 
For I believe thou canst do it, though only 
a lad of Somerset." 

Uncle Reuben showed by saying this, and 
by his glance at Carfax, that he was proud 
of his county, and would be disappointed 
for it, if I failad tci ^stw^V. >iJaRk\iWs5^^«t. '^^i^ 
begged Ymn. to ^too^ '^^ ^^'crtOo. ^^s&SNa^*^^!^ 
1 migb.t ©xamVoft ixi^ ««d^i^V "^^ ^'^ '^^'^^ 
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appeared to be uothing at all remarkable 
about it, except that it sparkled here and 
there, when the flash of the flame fell upon 
it. A great, obstinate, oblong, sullen stone : 
how could it be worth the breaking, except 
for making roads with t 

Nevertheless I took up the hammer, and, 
Qwinging it far behind my head, fetched it 
,d6wn,iwith all my power, upon the middle 
of the rock. The roof above rang mightily, 
and the echo went down delven galleries, 
so that all the miners flocked to know what 
might be doing. But Master Carfax only 
smiled, although the blow shook him where 
he stood ; for behold the stone was still un- 
broken, and as firm as ever. Then I smote 
it again with no better fortune, and Uncle 
Ben looked vexed and angry; but all the 
miners grinned with triumph. 

" This little tool is too light," I cried ; 
*' one of you give me a piece of strong cord." 

Then I took two more of the weightiest 
hammers, and lashed them fast to the back 
of mine, not so as to strike, but to burden 
the fall. Having made this firm, and with 
room to grasp the handle of the largest one 
only — for the helves of the others were 
shorter — I smiled at Uncle Ben, and whirl- 
ed the mighty implement, round my head, 
just to try whether I could manage it. 
Upon that the miners gave a cheer, being 
honest men, and desirous of seeing fair play 
between this '^shameless stone" (as Dan 
Homer calls it) and me with my hammer 
hammering. 

Then I swung me on high to the swing 
of the sledge, as a thresher bends back to 
the rise of his flail, and with all my power 
descending delivered the ponderous onset. 
Crashing and crushed, the great stone fell 
over, and threads of sparkling gold appear- 
ed in the jagged sides of the breakage. 

"How now, Simon Carfax t" cried Uncle 
Ben, triumphantly ; " wilt thou find a man 
in Cornwall can do the like of that t" 

"Ay, and more," be answered; "however, 
it be pretty fair for a lad of these outland- 
ish parts. Get your rollers, my lads, and 
lead it to the crushing-engine." 

I was glad to have been of some service 
to them ; for it seems that this great boulder 
had been too large to be drawn along the 
gallery, and too hard to crack. But now 
they moved it very easily, taking piece by 
piece, and carefully picking up the frag- 
ments. 

" Thou hast done us a good turn, my lad," 
said Uncle Reuben, as the others passed out 
of sight at the comer; "and now I will 
show thee the bottom of a very wondrous 
mystery. But we must not do it more than 
once, for the time of day is the wrong one." 

The whole aflair being a mystery to me, 
and far beyond my andersfcanding, I follow- 
ed him softly without a word, yet thinking 
reryheavUy, and longing to be above-groxmd 



again. He led me through small passages 
to a hollow place near the descending shaft, 
where I saw a most extraordinary monster 
fitted up. In form it was like a great cof- 
fee-mill, such as I had seen in London, only 
a thousand times larger, and with a heavy 
windlass to work it. 

"Put in a barrow-load of the smoulder," 
said Uncle Ben to Carfax, " and let them 
work the crank, for John to understand a 
thing or two." 

"At this time of day!" cried Simon Car- 
fax ; " and the watching as has been o' late P 

However, he did it without more remon- 
strance, pouring into the scuttle at the top 
of the machine about a basketful of broken 
rock; and then a dozen men Went to the 
wheel, and forced it ro^ind as sailors do. 
Upon that such a hideous noise arose as 
I never should have believed any creature 
capable of making ; and I ran to the well 
of the mine for air, and to ease my ears, if 
possible. 

" Enough, enough !" shouted Uncle Ben, by 
the time I was nearly deafened ; " we will 
digest our goodly boulder after the devil is 
come abroad for his evening work. Now, 
John, not a word about what you have learn- 
ed ; but henceforth you will not be fright- 
ened by the noise we make at dusk." 

I could not deny but what this was very 
clever management. If they could not keep 
the echoes of the upper air from moving, the 
wisest plan was to open their valves during 
the discouragement of the falling evening ; 
when folk would rather be driven away, 
than drawn into the wilds and quagmires, 
by a sound so deep and awful coming 
through the darkness. 
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CHAPTER LIX. 

LORNA OOKE AWAY. 

Although there are very ancient tales 
of gold being found upon Exmoor, in lumps 
and solid hummocks, and of men who slew 
one another for it, this deep digging and 
great labor seemed to me a dangerous and 
unholy enterprise. And Master Huckaback 
confessed that up to the present time his 
two partners and himself (for they proved 
to be three adventurers) had put into the 
earth more gold than they had taken out of 
it. Nevertheless he felt quite sure that it 
must in a very short time succeed, and pay 
them back an hundred-fold ; and he pressed 
me with great earnestness to join them, and 
work there as much as I could, without 
moving my mother's suspicions. I asked 
him how they had managed so long to car- 
ry on without discovery ; and he said that 
this was partly through the wildness of the 
neigbibotVioo^, omd the legends that fright- 
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'throngli their own great caation, and man- 
ner of fetching both supplies and implements 
by night ; but most of all, they had to thank 
the troubles of the period, the suspicions of 
rebellion, and the terror of the Doones, which 
(like the wizard I was speaking of) kept 
folk from being too inquisitive where they 
bad no business. The slough, moreover, 
had helped them well, both by making their 
access dark, and yet more by swallowing up 
and concealing all that was cast from the 
mouth of the pit. Once, before the attack 
on Glen Doone, they had a narrow escape 
from the King's Commissioner ; for Captain 
Stickles, having heard, no doubt, the story 
of John Fry, went with half a dozen troop- 
ers on purpose to search the neighborhood. 
Now if he had ridden alone, most likely he 
would have discovered every thing ; but he 
feared to venture so, having suspicion of a 
trap. Coming as they did in a company, 
all mounted and conspicuous, the watchman 
(who was posted now on the top of the hiU, 
almost every day, since John Fry's appear- 
ance) could not help espying them, miles 
distant, over the moor-land. He watched 
them under the shade of his hand, and pres- 
ently ;ran down the hill, and raised a great 
commotion. Then Simon Carfax and all 
his men came up, and made things natural, 
removing every sign of work ; and finally, 
sinking underground, drew across the month 
of the pit a hurdle thatched with sedge and 
heather. Only Simon himself was left be- 
hind, ensconced in a hole of the crags, to ob- 
serve the doings of the enemy. 

Captain Stickles rode very bravely, with 
all his men clattering after him, down the 
rocky pass, and even to the margin of the 
filougb. And there they stopped, and held 
council ; for it was a perilous thing to risk 
the passage upon horseback between the 
treacherous brink and the cliff, unless one 
knew it thoroughly. Stickles, however, and 
one follower, carefully felt the way along, 
having their horses well in hand, and bear- 
ing a rope to draw them out, in case of be- 
ing foundered. Then they spurred across 
the rough boggy land farther away than the 
fihaft was. Here the ground lay jagged and 
fihaggy, wrought up with high tufts of reed, 
or scragged with stunted brush-wood. And 
between the ups and downs (which met any 
body anyhow) green-covered places tempted 
the foot, and black bog-holes discouraged it. 
It is not to be marveled at that amidst such 
place as this, for the first time visited, the 
horses were a little skeary ; and their riders 
partook of the feeling, as all good riders do. 
In and out the tufts they went, with their 
eyes dilating*, wishing to be out of harm, if 
conscience were but satisfied. And of this 
tufty, flaggy ground, pocked with bogs and 
boglets, one especial nature is that it will 
not hold impressions. 

Seeing thus no track of men, nor any thing 



but marsh-work, and storm- work, and of the 
seasons, these two honest men rode back, and 
were glad to do so. For above them hung 
the mountains, cowled with fog and seamed 
with storm, and around them desolation, and 
below their feet the grave. Hence they 
went, with all good-will, and vowed forever 
afterward that fear of a simple place like 
that was only too ridiculous. So they all 
jode home with mutual praises, and their 
courage well approved ; and the only result 
of the expedition was to confirm John Fry's 
repute as a bigger liar than ever. 

Now I had enough of that underground 
work, as before related, to last me for a year 
to come ; neither would I, for sake of gold, 
have ever stepped into that, bucket of my 
own good- will again. But when I told Lor- 
na — whom I could trust in any matter of 
secrecy as if she had never been a woman — 
all about my great descent, and the honey- 
combing of the earth, and the mournful 
noise at even-tide, when the gold was under 
the crusher, and bewailing the mischief it 
must do, then Loma's chief desire was to 
know more about Simon Carfax. 

" It must be our Gwenny's father," she 
cried; ^Hhe man who disappeared under^ 
ground, and whom she has ever been seek- 
ing. How grieved the poor little thing will 
be if it should turn out, after all, that he 
left his child on purpose I I can hardly be- 
lieve it ; can you, John t" 

" Well," I replied, " all men are wicked, 
more or less, to some extent, and no man 
may say otherwise." 

For I did not wish to commit myself 
to an opinion about Simon, lest I might be 
wrong, and Lorua think less of my judg- 
ment. 

But being resolved to see this out, and do 
a good turn, if I could, to Gwenny, who had 
done me many a good one, I begged my Lor- 
na to say not a word of this matter to the 
handmaiden until I had further searched it 
out. And to- carry out this resolve, I went 
again to the place of business, where they 
were grinding gold as freely as an apothe- 
cary at his pills. 

Having now true right of entijance, and 
being known to the watchman, and regard- 
ed (since I cracked the boulder) as one who 
could pay his footing, and perhaps would 
be the master, when Uncle Ben should be 
choked with money, I found the corb sent 
up for me rather sooner than I wished it. 
Fdr the smell of the places underground, 
and the way men's eyes come out of them, • 
with links, and brands, and flambeaux, in- 
stead of God's light to look at, were to me a 
point of caution rather than of pleasure. 

No doubt but what some men enjoy it, 
being born, like worms, to dig, and to live 
in their own scoopings. Y^t «>^^"^"<5m^"^^sc«a 
come ttp BOTQfeWTaft^, ^i\Kt ^ ^^^s^^ftL ^^^ ^Sassr^'^ 
i of rain, oneL ^o\^ ^Aaow«»» Vv^ ^^^» .«Nsis5a.- 
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er; whereas these men, and the horses let 
down, come abovegrouud never. 

And the changing of the sky is half the 
change our uatare calls for. Earth we have, 
and all its produce (moving from the first 
appearance, and the hope with infant's eyes, 
through the hloom of heauty's promise, to 
the rich and bright fulfillment, and the fall- 
ing back to rest) ; sea we have (with all its 
wonder shed on eyes, and ears, and heart ; 
and the thought of something more) — but 
without the sky to look at, what would 
earth, and sea, and even our own selves, be 
to us r 

Do we look at earth with hope f Yes, for 
victuals only. Do we look at sea with hope Y 
Yes, that we may escape it. At the sky 
alone (though questioned with the doubts 
of sunshine, or scattered with uncertain 
stars), at the sky alone we look, with pure 
hope and with memory. 

Hence it always hurt my feelings when I 
got into that bucket, with my small-clothes 
turned up over, and a kerchief round my 
hat. But knowing that my purpose was 
sound, and my motives pure, I let the sky 
grow to a little blue hole, and then to noth- 
ing over me. At the bottom Master Carfax 
met me, being captain of the mine, and de- 
sirous to know my business. He wore a 
loose sack round his shoulders, and his beard 
was two feet long. 

" My business is to speak with yon," I an- 
swered, rather sternly; for this man, who 
was nothing more than Uncle Beuben's serv- 
ant, had carried things too far with me, 
showing no respect whatever; and though 
I do not care for much, I liked to receive a 
little, even in my early days. 

"Coom into the muck -hole, then," was 
his gracious answer ; and he led me into a 
filthy cell, where the miners changed their 
jackets. 

'' Simon Carfax," I began, with a manner 
to discourage him, ^^ I fear you are a shallow 
fellow, and not worth my trouble." 

" Then don't take it," he replied ; " I want 
no man's trouble." 

" For your sake I would not," I answered; 
"but for your daughter's sake I will; the 
daughter whom you left to starve so pitiful- 
ly in the wilderness." 

The man stared at me with his pale gray 
eyes, whose color was lost from candle-light ; 
and his voice as well as his body shook, 
While he cried, 

" It is a lie, man. No daughter and %o 
aon have I. Nor was ever child of mine left 
to starve in the wilderness. You are too big 
£Dr me to tackle, and that makes you a cow- 
ard for saying it." His hands were play- 
ing with a, pickaxe-helve, as if he longed to 
have me under it. 

^^Ferbapa I have wronged you, Simon," I 
answered, very Boftly; for the sweat upon 
nja forehead ahone in the smoky torch-light : 
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"if I have, I crave yoar pardon. Bat di4 
you not bring up from' Cornwall a little 
maid named ' Gwenny,' and supposed to be 
your daughter t" 

"Ay, and she was my daughter, my last 
and only child of five ; and for her I would 
give this mine, and all the gold will ever 
come from it." 

" You shall have her, without either mine 
or gold, if you only prove to me that you did 
not abandon her." 

"Abandon her! I abandon Gwenny !" He 
cried, with such a rage of scorn, that I at 
once believed him. " They told me she was 
dead, and crushed, and buried in the drift 
here ; and half my heart died with her. The 
Almighty blast their mining -work, if the 
scoundrels lied to me !" 

" The scoundrels must have lied to you," 
I answered, with a spirit fired by his heat 
of fury ; " the maid is living, and with us. 
Come up, and you shall see her." 

" Rig the bucket !" he shouted out along 
the echoing gallery ; and then he fell against 
the wall, and through the grimy sack I saw 
the heaving of his breast, as I have seen my 
opponent's chest in a long, hard bout of 
wrestling. For my part, I could do no more 
than hold my tongue and look at him. 

Without another word we rose to the level 
of the moors and mires ; neither would Mas- 
ter Carfax speak, as I led him across the 
barrows. In this he was welcome to his 
own way, for I do love silence, so little harm 
can come of it. And though Gwenny was 
no beauty, her father might be fond of her. 

So I put him in the cow-house (not to 
frighten the little maid), and the folding 
shutters over him, such as we used at the 
beestings ; and he listened to my voice out- 
side, and held on, and preserved himselfl 
For now he would have scooped the earth 
as cattle do at yearning-time, and as meekly 
and as patiently, to have his child restored 
to him. Not to make long tale of it — for 
this thing is beyond me, through want of 
true experience — I went and fetched his 
Gwenny forth from the back kitchen, where 
she was fighting, as usual, with our Betty. 

"Come along, you little Vick," I said, for 
so we called her ; " I have a message to you^ 
Gwenny, from the Lord in heaven." 

" Dont 'ee talk about He," she answered; 
" Her have long forgatten me." 

"That He has never done, you stupid. 
Come and see who is in the cow-honse." 

Gwenny knew; she knew in a moment. 
Looking into my eyes, she knew ; and hang- 
ing back from me to sigh, she knew it even 
better. 

She had not much elegance of emotion^ 
being flat and square all over ; but none the 
less for that her heart came quick, and her 
words came slowly. 

" OVi, 3aTi, ^ou SiSA loio ^ood to cheat me^ 
la it iokfi you atfe Y^\»\»Vxi% tt^x^ ^aa V 
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I answered her with a gaze alone; and 
she tacked np her clothes and followed me, 
because the road was dirty. Then I opened 
the door Just wide enough for the child to 
go to her father, and left those two to have 
it out, as might be most natural. And they 
took a long time about it. 

Meanwhile I needs must go and tell my 
Loma all the matter ; and her joy was al- 
most as great as if she herself had found a 
father. And the wonder of the whole was 
this, that I got all the credit, of which not a 
thousandth part belonged by right and rea- 
soh to me. Yet so it almost always is. If 
I work for good desert, and slave, and lie 
awake at night, and spend my unborn life 
in dreams, not a blink, nor wink, nor Inkling 
of my labor ever tells. It would have been 
better to leave unburned, and to keep unde~ 
voured, the fuel and the food of life. But if 
I have labored not, only acted by some im- 
pulse, whim, capricd, or any thing, or even 
acting not at all, only letting things float by, 
piled upon me commendations, bravoes, and 
applauses, almost work me up to tempt once 
again (though sick of it) the ill-luck of de- 
serving. 

Without intending any harm, and mean- 
ing only good indeed, I had now done se- 
rious wrong to Uncle Reuben's prospects. 
For Captain Carfax was full as angry at the 
trick played on him, as he was happy in dis- 
covering the falsehood and the fraud of it. 
Nor could I help agreeing with him, when 
he told me all of it, as with tears in his eyes 
he did, and ready to be my slave henceforth. 
I could not forbear from owning that it was 
^ a low and heartless trick, unworthy of men 
who had families; and the recoil whereof 
was well deserved, whatever it might end in. 

For when this poor man left his daughter 
asleep, as he supposed, and having his food, 
and change of clothes, and Sunday hat to see 
to, he meant to return in an hour or so, and 
settle about her sustenance in some house of 
the neighborhood. But this was the very 
thing of all things which the leaders of the 
enterprise, who had brought him up from 
Cornwall, for his noted skill in metals, were 
determined, whether by fair means or foul, 
, to stop at the very outset. Secrecy being 
their main object, what chance could there 
be of it if the miners were allowed to keep 
their children in the neighborhood f Hence, 
on the plea of feasting Simon, they kept him 
drunk for three days and three nights, as- 
suring him (whenever he had gleams enougl^ 
to ask for her) that his daughter was as well 
as could be, and enjoying herself with the 
children. Not wishing the maid to see him 
tipsy, he pressed the matter no further, but 
applied himself to the bottle again, and drank 
her health with pleasure. 

However, after three days of this, his con- 
stitution rose against it, and he became quite 
sober; with a certain lownesB of heart, more- 



over, and a sense of error. And his first de« 
sire to right himself, and easiest way to do 
it, was by exerting parental authority upon 
Gwenny. Possessed with this intention (for 
he was not 'a sweet-tempered man, and his 
head was aching sadly), he sought for Gwen- 
ny high and low ; first with threats, and then 
with fears, and then with tears and wailing. 
And so he became to the other men a warn- 
ing and great annoyance. Therefore they 
combined to swear what seemed a very 
likely thing, and might be true, for all they 
knew; to wit, that Gwenny had come to 
seek for her father down the shaft-hole, and 
peering too eagerly into the dark, had top- 
pled forward and gone down, and lain at the 
bottom as dead as a stone. 

"And thou being so happy with drink," 
the villains finished up to him, '^ and getting 
drunker every day, we thought it shame to 
trouble thee; and we buried the wench in 
the lower drift; and no use to think more 
of her, but come and have a glass, Sim.'' 

But Simon Carfax swore that drink had 
lost him his wife, and no;w had lost him the 
last of his five children, and would lose him 
his own soul, if farther he went on with it ; 
and from that day to his death he never 
touched strong drink again. Nor only this ; 
but being soon appointed captain of the 
mine, he allowed no man on any pretext to 
bring cordials thither ; and to this and his 
stem hard rule, and stealthy secret manage- 
ment (as much as to good Inck and place), 
might it be attributed that scarcely any but 
themselves had dreamed about this Exmoor 
mine. 

As for me, I had no ambition to become a 
miner ; and the state to which gold-seeking 
had brought poor Uncle Ben was not at all 
encouraging. My business was to till the 
ground, and tend the growth that came of 
it, and store the fruit in Heaven's good time, 
rather than to scoop and burrow like a wea- 
sel or a rat for the yellow root of evil. More- 
over, I was led from home between the hay 
and com harvests (when we often have a 
week to spare), by a call there was no resist- 
ing, unless I gave up all regard for wrest- 
ling, and for my county. 

Now here many persons may take me 
amiss, and there always has been some con- 
fusion, which people who ought to have 
known better have wrought into subject oi 
quarreling. By birth it is true, and can not 
be denied, that I am a man of Somerset; 
nevertheless, by breed I am, as well as by 
education, a son of Devon also. And just 
as both our two counties vowed that Glen 
Doone was none of theirs, but belonged to 
the other one, so now, each with hot claim 
and jangling (leading even to blows some- 
times), asserted, and would swear to it (as I 
became more facQft\3&\'tti»fe i^3«ss£v^^j»SA."^^sak 
of its o^wdl ^ptcAv3l^sai^,^stft^ ^^ N^& ^'^^ "^^cssa 
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Now I have not jndged it in any way need- 
ful, or even becoming and delicate, to enter 
into my wrestling adventures, or describe 
my progress. The whole thing is so differ- 
ent from Lorna, and her gentle manners, and 
her style of walking ; moreover, I must seem 
(even to kind people) to magnify myself so 
much, or at least attempt to do it, that I 
have scratched out written pages, through 
my better taste and sense. 

Neither will I, upon this head, make any 
diiierence even now ; being simply betrayed 
into mentioning the matter, because bare 
truth requires it, in the tale of Loma's for- 
tunes. 

For a mighty giant had arisen in a part 
of Cornwall, and his calf was twenty-five 
inches round, and the breadth of his shoul- 
ders two feet and a quarter, and his stature 
seven feet and three-quarters. Bound the 
chest he was seventy inches, and his hand a 
foot across, and there were no scales strong 
enough to judge of his weight in ther mar- 
ket-place. Now this man — or I should say, 
his backers and his boasters, for the giant 
himself was modest — sent me a brave and 
haughty challenge to meet him in the ring 
at Bodmin-town on the first day of August, 
or else to return my champion's belt to them 
by the messenger. 

It is no use to deny but that I was great- 
ly dashed and scared at first. For my part, 
I was only, when measured without clothes 
on, sixty inches round the breast, and round 
the calf scarce twenty-one, only two feet 
across the shoulders, and in height not six 
and three -quarters. However, my mother 
would never believe that this man could 
beat me ; and Lorna being of the same mind, 
I resolved to go and try him, as they would 
pay all expenses, and a hundred pounds, if 
I conquered him, so confident were those 
Cornishmen. 

Now this story is too well known for me 
to go through it again and again. Every 
child in Devonshire knows, and his grand- 
son will know, the song which some clever 
man made of it, after I had treated him to 
water, and to lemon, and a little sugar, and 
a drop of eau-de-vie. Enough that I had 
found the giant quite as big as they had de- 
scribed him, and enough to terrify any one. 
But trusting in my practice and study of 
the art, I resolved to try a back with him ; 
and when my arms were round him once, 
the giant was but a farthingale put into 
the vise of a blacksmith. The man had no 
bones ; his frame sank in, and I was afraid 
of crushing him. He lay on his back and 
imiled at me, and I begged his pardon. 

Now this affair made a noise at the time, 

and redounded so much to my credit that I 

was deeply grieved at it, because deserving 

none. For I do like a good strife and strug- 

jfJe/ and the doubt makes the joy of vic- 

d^ifiy; wLereaa in this case I might as "weU 



have been sent for a match with a hay-mow. 
However, I got my hundred pounds, and 
made up my mind to spend every farthing 
in presents for mother and Lorna. 

For Annie was married by this time, and 
long before I went away ; as need scarcely 
be said, perhaps, if any one follows the weeks 
and the months. The wedding was quite 
enough, except for every body's good wish- 
es ; and I desire not to dwell upon it, because 
it grieved me in many ways. 

But now that I had tried to hope the very 
best for dear Annie, a deeper blow than could 
have come, even through her, awaited me. 
For after that visit to Cornwall, and with 
my prize-money about me, I came on foot 
from Okehampton to Oare, so as to save a 
little sum toward my time of marrying. For 
Loma's fortune I would not have ; small or 
great, I would not have it ; only if there were 
no denying, we would devote the whole of it 
to charitable uses, as Master Peter Blundell 
had done ; and perhaps the future ages would 
endeavor to be grateful. Lorna and I had 
settled this question at least twice a day on 
the average, and each time with more satis- 
faction. 

Now coming into the kitchen with all my 
cash in my breeches-pocket (golden guiueas, 
with an elephant on them, for the stamp of 
the guinea company), I found dear mother 
most heartily glad to see me safe and sound 
again — for she had dreaded that giant, and 
dreamed of him — and she never asked me 
about the money. Lizzie, also, was softer, 
and more gracious than usual; especially 
when she saw me pour guineas, like pepper- 
corns, into the pudding-basin. But by the 
way they hung about, I knew that some- 
thing was gone wrong. 

''Where is Lorna f I asked at length, af- 
ter trying not to ask it; ''I want her to 
come and see my money. She never saw so 
much before." 

''AlasF' said mother, with a heavy sigh, 
" she will see a great deal more, I fear, and 
a deal more than is good for her. Whether 
you ever see her again will depend upon her 
nature, John.'* 

" What do you mean, mother f Have you 
quarreled? Why does not Lorna come to 
me f Am I never to know f '' 

"Now, John, be not so impatient," my 
mother replied, quite calmly, for in truth 
she was jealous of Lorna ; " you could wait 
now very well, John, if it were till this day 
week, for the eoming of your mother, John. 
And yet your mother is your best friend. 
Who can ever fill her place t" 

Thinking of her future absence, mother 
turned away and cried, and the box-iron 
singed the blanket. 

" Now," said I, being wild by this time, 
" Lizzie, you have a little sense ; will you 
tell me -where is Lorna t" 
\ "T\ie "L»«u^'5 \jorttSfc Ti\i\gi)\? ^»ft. lAzzie, 
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screwing ap her lips, as if the title were too 
gi*and, '4s gone to London, brother John, 
and not likely to come back again. We 
mast try to get on yrithont her." 

" You little " — [something] I cried, which 
I dare not write down here, as all you are 
too good for such language; but Lizzie's 
lip provoked me so—" my Loma gone, my 
Lorna gone ! And without good-bye to me 
even ! It is your spite has sickened her." 

" You are quite mistaken there," she re- 
plied; "how can folk of low degree have 
either spite or liking toward the people so 
far above them f The Lady Lorna Dugal 
is gone, because she conld not help herself; 
and she wept enough to break ten hearts — 
if hearts are ever broken, John." 

"Darling Lizzie, how good you are!" I 
cried, without noticing her sneer ; " tell me 
all about it, dear; tell me every word she 
said." 

"That will not take long," said Lizzie, 
quite as unmoved by soft coaxing as by ur- 
gent cursing ; "the lady spoke very little to 
any one, except, indeed, to mother, and to 
Gwenny Carfax ; and Gwenny is gone with 
her, so that the benefit of that is lost. But 
she left a letter for * poor John,* as in char- 
ity she called him. How grand she looked^ 
to be sure, with the fine clothes on thi^ were 
come for her !" 

"Where is the letter, you utter vixen t 
Oh, may you have a husband !" 

" Who will thrash it out of you, and starve 
it, and swear it out of you !" was the mean- 
ing of my imprecation: but Lizzie, not 
dreaming as yet of such things, could not 
understand me, and was rather thankful; 
therefore she answered quietly, 

" The letter is in the little cupboard, near 
the head of Lady Lori^a's bed, where she 
used to keep the diamond necklace, which 
we contrived to get stolen." 

Without another word, I rushed (so that 
every board in the house shook) up to my 
lost Loma's room, and tore the little wall- 
niche open, and espied my treasure. It was 
as simple, and as homely, and loving, as even 
I could wish. Part of it ran as follows — 
the other parts it behooves me not to open 
out to strange^ : " My own love, and some- 
time lord, — Take it not amiss of me, that 
even without farewell, I go ; for I can not 
persuade the men to wait, your return being 
doubtful. My great-uncle, some grand lord, 
is awaiting me at Danster, having fear of 
venturing too near this Exmoor country. 
I, who have been so lawless always, and the 
child of outlaws, am now to atone for this, 
it seems, by living in a court of law, and un- 
der special surveillance (as they call it, I be- 
lieve) of His Majesty's Court of Chancery. 
My uncle is appointed my guardian and 
master; and I must live beneath his care 
until I am twenty-one years old. To me 
this appears a dreadfi^l thing, and very un- 



just an4 cruel; fbr why should I lose my 
freedom through heritage of land and go]& t 
I offered to abandon all if they would only let 
me go : I went down on my knees to them, 
and said I wanted titles not, neither land, 
nor money ; only to stay where I was, where 
first I had known happiness. But they only 
laughed, and called me ^ child,' and said I 
must lalk of that to the King's High Chauy 
cellor. Their orders they had, and must 
obey them ; and Master Stickles was order- 
ed, too, to help, as the King's Commissioner. 
And then, although it pierced my heart not 
to say one * good-bye, John,' I was glad upon 
the whole that you were not here to dispute 
it. For I am almost certain that you would 
not, without force to yourself, have let your 
Loma go to people who never, never can care 
for her." 

Here my darling had wept again, by the 
tokens on the paper ; and then there follow- 
ed some sweet words, too sweet for me to 
chatter them. But she finished with these 
noble lines, which (being common to all hu- 
manity, in a case of steadfast love) I do no 
harm, but rather help all true-love by repeat- 
ing. " Of oneJ thing rest you well assured — 
and I do hope that it may prove of service 
to your rest, love, else would my own be 
broken — ^no difference of rank, or fortune, or 
of life itself, shall ever make me swerve j&om 
truth to you. We have passed through many 
troubles, dangers, and dispartments, but nev- 
er yet was doubt between us ; neither ever 
shall be. Each has trusted well the other, 
and still each must do so. Though they tell 
you I am false, though your own mind har- 
bors it, from the sense of things around, and 
your own undervaluing, yet take counsel of 
your heart, and cast such thoughts away 
from you; being unworthy of itself, they 
must be unworthy also of the one who 
dwells there; and that one is, and ever shall 
be, your own Lorna Dugal." 

Some people can not understa^id that 
tears should come from pleasure ; but wheth- 
er from pleasure or from sorrow (mixed as 
they are in the twisted strings of a mdiu's 
heart, or a woman's), great tears fell from 
my stupid eyes, even on the blots of Loma's. 

"No doubt it is all over," my mind said 
to me bitterly. " Trust me, all shall yet be 
right," my heart rep?lied very sweetly. 



CHAPTER LX. 

ANNIE LUCKIER THAN JOHN. 

Some people may look down upon us for 
our slavish ways (as they may choose to call 
them) ; but in our part of the country we do 
love to mention title, and to roll it on our 
tongues with a conscience and a comfort. 
Eveu if Qi TXia»Di "feasi"^^ Ti'Ri\»^\Jo:t55Vi>.^^aR^*» ^*^ 
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Earl of that, it will never do for him to say 
BO, lest the room look down oh him. There- 
fore he must nod his head, and say, ** Ah, to 
be sure ! I know him as well as ever I know 
my own good woman's brother. He mar- 
ried Lord Flipflap's second daughter, and a 
precious life she led him." Whereupon the 
room looks up at him. But I, being quite 
unable to carry all this in my head, as I 
ought, was speedily put down by people of 
a noble tendency, apt at Lords, and pat 
with Dukes, and knowing more about the 
King than His Majesty would have request- 
ed. Therefore, I fell back in thought, not 
daring in words to do so, upon the titles of 
our horses. And all these horses deserved 
their names, not having merely Inherited, but 
by their own doing earned them. Smiler, 
for instance, had beeu so called, not so much 
from a habit of smiling, as from his gen- 
eral geniality, white nose, and white ankle. 
This worthy horse was now in years, but 
hale and gay as ever; and when you let 
him out of the stable, he could neigh and 
whinny, and make men and horses know it. 
On the other hand, Kickums was a horse of 
morose and surly or.der; harboring up re- 
venge, and leading a rider to false confi- 
dence. Very smoothly he would go, and as 
gentle as a turtle-dove, until his rider fully 
believed that a pack-thread was enough for 
him, and a pat of approval upon his neck 
the aim and crown of his worthy life. Then 
suddenly up went his hind-feet to heaven, 
and the rider for the most part flew over his 
nose ; whereupon good Kickums would take 
advantage of his favorable position to come 
and bite a piece out of his back. Kow in 
my present state of mind, being understood 
of nobody, having none to bear me company, 
neither wishing to have any, an indefinite 
kind of attraction drew me into Kickums's 
society. A bond of mutual sympathy was 
soon established between us ; I would ride 
no other horse, neither Kickums be ridden 
by any other man. And this good horse 
became as jealous about me as a dog might 
be ; and would lasH out, or run teeth fore- 
most, at any one who came near him when 
I was on his back. 

This season, the reaping of the com, which 
had been but a year ago so pleasant and so 
lightsome, was become a heavy labor, and a 
thing for grumbling rather than for glad- 
ness. However, for the sake of all, it must 
be attended to, and with as fair a show of 
spirit and alacrity as might be. For other- 
wise the rest would drag, and drop their 
hands and idle, being quicker to take infec- 
tion of dullness than of diligence. And the 
harvest was a heavy one, even heavier than 
the year before, although of poorer quality. 
ITJberefore was I forced to work as hard as 
'any horse oonld dnring all the daylight 
,, honra, and defer till night the brooding upon 
XttT mJsfortane, But the darkness always 






found me stiff with work, and weary, and 
less able to think than to dream, maybe, of 
Lorua. And now the house was so dull and 
lonesome, wanting Annie's pretty presence 
and the light of Loma's eyes, that a man 
had no temptation after supper-time even 
to sit and smoke a pipe. 

For Lizzie, though so learned and pleas' 
ant when it suited her, never had taken very 
kindly to my love for Loma ; and being of 
a proud and slightly upstart nature, could 
not bear to be eclipsed in bearing, looks, and 
breeding, and even in clothes, by the stran- 
gely. For one thing I will say of the Doones, 
that whether by purchase or plunder, they 
had always dressed my darling well, with 
her own sweet taste to help them. And 
though Lizzie's natural hate of the maid (as 
a Doone, and burdened with father's death) 
should have been changed to remorse, when 
she learned of Loma's real parentage, it was 
only altered to suUenness, and discontent 
with herself, for frequent rudeness to an 
innocent person, and one of such high de- 
scent. Moreover, the child had imbibed 
strange ideas as to our aristocracy, partly, 
perhaps, from her own way of thinking, and 
partly from reading of history. For while 
from one point of view she looked up at 
them 4rery demurely, as commissioned by 
God for the country's good, from another 
sight she disliked them, as ready to sacrifice 
their best and follow their worst members. 

Yet why should this wench dare to judge 
upon a matter so far beyond her, and form 
opinions which she know better than to 
declare before mother? But with me she 
had no such scruple, for I had no authority 
over her ; and my intellect she looked down 
upon, because I praised her own so. Thus 
she made herself very unpleasant to me; 
by little jags and jerks of sneering, sped 
as though unwittingly ; which I (who now 
considered myself allied to the aristocracy, 
and perhaps took airs on that account) had 
not wit enough to parry, yet had wound 
enough to feel. 

Now any one who does not know exactly 
how mothers feel and think would have ex- 
pected my mother (than whom could be no 
better one) to pet me, and make much of me, 
under my sad trouble ; to hang with anxiety 
on my looks, and shed her tears with mine 
(if any), and season every dish of meat put 
by for her John's return. And if the whole 
truth must be told, I did expect that sort of 
thing, and thought what a plague it would 
belio me; yet not getting it, was vexed, as 
if by some new injury. For mother was ft 
special creature (as I suppose we all are), 
being the warmest of the warm, when fired 
at the proper comer; and yet, if taken at 
the wrong point, you would say she was in- 
combustible. 

Hence \t cttme to ^^^ that I had no one 
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anoeB; for Captaiu Stickles was now gone 
Bonthward ; and John Fry, of course, was too 
low for it, althongb a married man, and well 
under his wife's management. But finding 
myself unable at last to bear tbis any long- 
er, upon the first day when all tbe wheat 
was cut, and tbe stocks set up in every field, 
yet none quite fit for carrying, I saddled 
good Kickums at five in tbe morning, and 
without a word to mother (for a little anx- 
iety might do her good) off I set for Holland 
parish, to have the counsel and the comfort 
of my darling Annie. 

The horse took me over tbe ground so fast 
(there being few better to go when he liked), 
that by nine o'clock Annie was in my arms, 
and blushing to the color of Winnie's cheeks, 
with sudden delight and young happiness. 

"You precious little soul!" I cried; "how 
does Tom behave to you ?" 

" Hush !" said Annie ; " how dare you ask T 
He is the kindest, and the best, and the no- 
blest of all men, John ; not even setting 
yourself aside. Now look not jealous, John ; 
so it is. We all have special gifts, you know. 
You are as good as you can be, John ; but 
my husband's sjiecial gift is nobility of char- 
acter." Here she looked at me as one who 
has discovered something quite unknown. 

" I am devilish glad to hear it," said I, 
being touched at going down so ; " keep him 
to that mark, my dear, and cork the whisky- 
bottle." 

" Yes, darling John," she answered qnick- 
ly, not desiring to open that subject, and be- 
ing too sweet to resent it ; " and how is love- 
ly Lorna T What an age it is since I have 
seen 3^ou I I suppose we must thank her 
for that." 

" You may thank her for seeing me now," 
said I ; "or rather," seeing how hurt she 
looked, " you may thank my knowledge of 
your kindness, and my desire to speak of her 
to a soft-hearted dear little soul like you. I 
think a]ll the women are gone mad. Even 
mother treats me shamefully. And as for 
Lizzie — " Here I stopped, knowing no words 
strong enough, without shocking Annie. 

" Do you mean to say that Lorna is gone f" 
asked Annie, in great amazement, yet leap- 
ing at the truth, as women do, with nothing 
at all to leap from. 

" Gone. And I never shall see her again. 
It serves me right for aspiring so." 

Being grieved at my manner, she led me 
iu where none could interrupt us; and in 
^pite of all my dejection, I could not help 
noticing how very pretty, and even elegant, 
«m things were around. For we upon Ex- 
Uioor have little taste; all we care for is 
Warm comfort, and plenty to eat and to give 
^way, and a hearty smack in every thing. 
But Squire Faggus had seen the world, and 
kept company with great people ; and the 
taste he had first displayed in the shoeing 
of farmers^ horses (which led almost to his 
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ruin, by bringing him into jealousy, and flat- 
tery, and dashing ways) had now been cul- 
tivated in London, and by moonlight, so that 
none could help admiring it. 

" Well I" I cried, for the moment dropping, 
care and woe in astonishment; "we have 
nothing like this at Plover's Barrows ; nor 
even Uncle Beuben. I do hope it is honest, 
Annie f " 

" Would I sit in a chair that was not my 
own ?" asked Annie, turning crimson, and 
dropping defiantly, and with a whisk of her 
dress which I never had seen before, into 
the very grandest one ; " would I lie on a 
couch, brother John, do you think, unless 
good money was paid for it T Because oth- 
er people are clevOT, John, you need not 
grudge them their earnings." 

"A couch !" I replied ; " why what can 
you want with a couch in the day-time, An- 
nie T A couch is a small bed, set up in a 
room without space for a good four-poster. 
What can you want with a couch down 
stairs T I never heard of such nonsense. 
And you ought to be in the dairy." 

" I won't cry, brother John, I won't ; be- 
cause you want to make me cry" — and all 
the time she was crying — " you always were 
so nasty, John, sometimes. Ah, you have 
no nobility of character like my husband. 
And I have not seen you for two months, 
John ; and now yon come to scold me T" 

"You little darling," I said, for Annie's 
tears always conquered me, " if all the rest 
ill-use me, I will not quarrel with you, dear. 
You have always been true to me, and I can 
forgive your vanity. Your things are very 
pretty, dear ; and you may couch ten times , 
arday, without my interference. No doubt 
your husband has paid for all this with the 
ponies he stole from Exmoor. Nobility of 
character is a thing beyond my understand- 
ing ; but when my sister loves a man, and 
he does well and flourishes, who am I to find 
fault with him f Mother ought to see these 
things; they would turn her head almost. 
Look at the pimples on the chairs !" 

" They are nothing," Annie answered, af- 
ter kissing me for my kindness ; " they are 
only put in for the time indeed ; and we are 
to have much better, with gold all round 
the bindings, and double plush at the cor- 
ners, so soon as ever the King repays the 
debt he owes to my poor Tom." 

I thought to myself that our present King 
had been most unlucky in one thing — debts 
all over the kingdom. Not a man who had 
struck a blow for the King, or for his poor 
father, or even said a good word for him, 
in the time of his adversity, but expected at 
least a baronetcy, and a grant of estates to 
support it. Many have called King Charles 
ungrateful, and he may have been so. But 
some indulgence is due to «» "ta»!a. '^SiOa. «^- 
triea f e'w on. t\vft c;t^^\> ^v^Jb ^jeA^ ^ Xkec^s^si 
> column of do\>\\a. 
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" Hare no fear for the chair," I said, for it 
creaked under me very fearfntly, having legs 
not so large as my linger; '*if the chair 
breaks, Annie, your fear should be lest the 
tortoise-shell run into me. Why it is striped 
like a viper's loins! I saw some hundreds 
in London, and very cheap they are. They 
are made to be sold to the country people, 
such as you and me, dear; and carefully 
kept they will last for almost half a year. 
Now will you come back from your furni- 
ture, and listen to my story t" 

Annie was a hearty dear, and she knew 
that half my talk was joke, to make light 
of my worrying. Therefore she took it in 
good part, as I well knew that she would 
do ; and she led me to a' good honest chair ; 
and she sat in my lap and kissedme. 

''An this is not like you, John. All this 
is not one bit like you ; and your cheeks are 
not as they ought to be. I shall have to 
come home again, if the women worry my 
brother so. We always held together, John ; 
and we always will, you know." 

" You dear," I cried, " there is nobody who 
understands me as you do. Lorn a makes 
too much of me, and the rest they make too 
little." 

" Not mother ; oh, not mother, John !" 

" No, mother makes too much, no doubt, 
but wants it all for herself alone, and reck- 
ons it as a part of her. She makes me more 
wroth than any one ; as if not only my life, 
but all my head and heart must seek from 
hers, and have no other thought or care." 

Being sped of my grumbling thus, and 
eased into better temper, Itold Annie all the 
strange history about Loma and her depart- 
ure, and the small chance that now remain- 
ed to me of ever seeiug my love again. To 
this Annie would not hearken twice; but 
judging women by her faithful self, was 
qui4;e vexed with me for sx)eaking so. And 
then, to my surprise and sorrow, she would 
deliver no opinion as to what I ought to do 
until she had consulted darling Tom. 

Dear Tom knew much of the world, no 
doubt, especially the dark side of it. But 
to me it scarcely seemed becoming that my 
course of action with regard to the Lady 
Lorna Dugal should be referred to Tom Fag- 
gus, and depend upon his decision. How- 
ever, I would not grieve Annie again by 
making light of her husband ; and so when 
he came in to dinner, the matter was laid 
before him. 

Now this man never confessed himself sur- 
prised, under any circumstances ; his knowl- 
edge of life being so profound, and his char- 
ity universal. And in the present case he 
vowed that he had suspected it all along, 
and could have thrown light upon Lorna's 
.bistory, if we had seen fit to apply to him. 
Upon further iDqniry, I found that this light 
was a very dim one, lowing only from the ^ 
^^t that he had stopped her mother's ooaoli 



at the village of Bolham, on the Bampton 
road, the day before I saw them. Finding 
only women therein, and these in a sad con- 
dition, Tom, with his usual chivalry (as he 
had no scent of the necklace), allowed them 
to pass, with nothing more than a pleasant 
exchange of courtesies, and a testimonial 
forced upon him in the shape of a bottle 
of Burgundy wine. This the poor countes* 
handed him ; and he twisted the cork oufe- 
with his teeth, and drank her health with. 
his hat off. 

"A lady she was, and a true one; and SI 
am a pretty good judge," said Tom. "Ah. 
I do like a high lady !" 

Our Annie looked rather queer at this 
having no pretensions to be one; but she 
conquered herself, and said, " Yes, Tom ; anc 
many of them liked you." 

With this Tom went on the brag at on 
being but a shallow fellow, and not of setti 
principles, though steadier than he used tolM 



until I felt myself almost bound to fetch hi i » 
back a little ; for of all things I do hate bra. _g 
the most, as any reader of this tale must b»- y 
this time know. Therefore I said to Squii 
Faggus, "Come back from your highwj 
days. You have married the daughter of 
honest man, and such talk is not fit for he 
If you were right in robbing people, I a 
right in robbing you. I could bind you 
your own mantel-piece, as you know th< 
oughly well, Tom, and drive away your oy 
horses, and all your goods behind them, b~ 
for the sense of honesty. And should I u. 
do as fine a thing as any you did on f 
highway T If every thing is of public rigl 
how does this chair belong to you T Cle^ 
as you are, Tom Faggus, you are nothing 1^^ nt 
a fool to mix your felony with your faruL-^^r- 
ship. Drop the one, or drop the other ; ^^^Q 
can not maintain them both." 

As I finished very sternly a speech wh^5_ch 
had exhausted me more than ten rounds of 
wrestling — but I was carried away by ^:>he 
truth, as sometimes happens to all of u^^^ 
Tom had not a word to say ; albeit his m"5- nd 
was so much more nimble and rapid tt:»aD 
ever mine was. He leaned against ^*:ihe 
mantel-piece (a newly-invented afiair in 3ii8 
house) as if I had corded him to it, evei»- ^ 
1 spoke of doing. And he laid one haucl. on 
his breast in a way which made Annie cr'^'cp 
softly to him, and look at me not like a 8i»<^r. 

" You have done me good, John," he s-^id 
at last, and the hand he gave me was tr^™- 
bling ; "there is no other man on God's eat^^ 
would have dared to speak to me as y<^° 
have done. From no other would I h»^* 
taken it. Nevertheless, every word is trfl^r 
and I shall dwell on it when you are gone. 
If you never did good in your life before, 
John, my brother, you have done it now.'' 

He turned away in bitter pain, that none 
, might 6fe^ \i\ft \iX<iXJL\i\ft\ and Annie, goiog 
\ along ^\t\i\i\m,\ooV»aL «>a\^\\\»ALVSiSi^«^^ 
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mother. For my part, I was so upset for 
fear of having gone too far, that without a 
word to either of them, but a message on 
the title-page of King James his Prayer^ 
book, I saddled Kickums, and was off, and 
glad of the moor-land air again. 



CHAPTER LXI. 

THEREFORE HE SEEKS COMFORT. 

It was for poor Annie's sake that I had 
spoken my mind to her husband so freely, 
and even harshly. For we all knew she 
would bfeak her heart if Tom took to evil 
ways again. And the right mode of pre- 
venting this was, not to coax, and flatter, 
and make a hero of him (which he did for 
bimself quite sufficiently), but to set before 
liim the folly of the thing, and the ruin to 
Ills own interests. 

They would both be vexed with me, of 
coarse, for having left them so hastily, and 
especially just before dinner-time; but that 
"would soon wear off; and most likely they 
would come to see mother, and tell her that 
1 was hard to manage, and they could feel 
for her about it. 

Now with a certain yearning, I know not 
what, for softness, and for one who could un- 
derstand me — for simple as a child though 
l>eing, I found few to do that last, at any 
rate in my love-time — I relied upon Kick- 
nms's strength to take me round by Dulver- 
ton. It would make the journey some eight 
miles longer, but wjiat was that to a brisk 
young horse, even with my weight upon 
him T And having left Squire Faggus and 
Annie much soouer than had been intended, 
I had plenty of time before me, and too much 
ere a prospect of dinner. Therefore I struck 
to the right, across the hills, for Dulverton. 

Pretty Ruth was in the main street of the 
town, with a basket in her hand, going home 
from the market. 

** Why, Cousin Ruth, you are grown," I ex- 
claimed ; " I do believe you are, Ruth. And 
you were almost too tall, already." 

At this the little thing was so pleased 
that she smiled through he^ blushes beauti- 
fully, and must needs come to shake hands 
with me ; though I signed to her not to do it, 
because of my horse's temper. But scarce- 
ly was her hand in mine, when Kickums 
turned like an eel upon her and caught her 
by the left arm with his teeth, so that she 
screamed with agony. I saw the white of 
his vicious eye, and struck him there with 
all my force, with my left hand over her 
right arm, and he never used that eye again ; 
none the less he kept his hold on her. Then 
I smote him again on the jaw, and caught 
the little maid up by her right hand, and 
. laid her on the saddle in front of me ; while 
the horaej being giddy and staggered with 



\ 



blows, and foiled of his spite, ran backward. 
Ruth^s wits were gone; and she lay before 
me in such a helpless and senseless way, 
that I could have killed vile Kickums. I 
struck the spurs into him past the rowels, 
and away he went at full gallop; while I 
had enough to do to hold on, with the little 
girl lying in firont of me. But I called to 
the men who were flocking around to send 
up a surgeon as quick as could be to Master 
Reuben Huckaback's. 

The moment I brought my right arm to 
bear, the vicious horse had no chance with 
me ; and if ever a horse was well paid for 
spite, Kickums had his change that day. 
The bridle would almost have held a whale, 
and I drew on it so that his lower jaw was 
weU-nigh broken from him ; while with both 
spurs I tore his flanks, and he learned a lit- 
tle lesson. There are times when a man is 
more vicious than any horse may vie with. 
Therefore by the time we had reached Un- 
cle Reuben's house at the top of the hill, the 
bad horse was only too happy to stop ; ev- 
ery string of his body was trembling, and 
his head hanging do\vn with impotence. I 
leaped from his back at once, and carried 
the maiden int6 her own sweet room. 

Now Cousin Ruth was recovering softly 
from her fright and faintness ; and the vol- 
ley of the wind, from galloping so, had made 
her little ears quite pink, and shaken her 
locks all round her. But any one who 
might wish to see a comely sight and a 
moving one, need only have looked at Ruth 
Huckaback when she learned (and imagined 
yet more than it was) the manner of her lit- 
tle ride with me. Her hair was of a hazel- 
brown, and full of waving readiness; and 
with no concealment of the trick, she spread 
it over her eyes and face. Being so delight- 
ed with her, and so glad to see her safe, I 
kissed her through the thick of it, as a cous- 
in has a right to do ; yea, and ought to do, 
with gravity. 

"Darling," I said, "he has bitten you 
dreadfully ; show me your poor arm, dear." 

She pulled up her sleeve in the simplest 
manner, rather to look at it herself, than to 
show me where the wound was. Her sleeve 
was of dark blue Taunton staple ; and her 
white arm shone, coming out of it, as round 
and plump and velvety as a stalk of aspara- 
gus newly fetched out of ground. But above 
the curved soft elbow, where no room was 
for one cross word (according to our prov- 
erb*) three sad gashes, edged with crimson, 
spoiled the flow of the pearly flesh. My 
presence of mind was lost altogether ; and 
I raised the poor sore arm to my lips, both 
to stop the bleeding and to take the venom 
out, having heard how wise it was, and 
thinking of my mother. But Ruth, to my 

HaXAi cto«.* >NOX^ V^^ wiJ^ ^^ ^^'^^ \iQx^^. 
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great amazement, drew away from me in 
bitter baste, as if I bad been inserting in- 
stead of extracting poison. For the bite of 
a horse is most venomous : especiaUy when 
he sheds his teeth ; and far more to be fear^ 
ed than the bite of a dog, or even of a cat. 
And in my haste I had forgotten that Ruth 
might not know a word about this, and 
might doubt about my meaning, and the 
warmth of my osculation. But knowing 
her danger, I durst not heed her childish- 
ness or her feelings. 

'^ Don't be a fool. Cousin Ruth,'' I said, 
catching her so that she could not move; 
^^the poison is soaking into you. Do you 
think that I do it for pleasure f 

The spread of shame on her face was such, 
when she saw her own misunderstanding, 
that I was ashamed to look at her, and oc- 
cupied myself with drawing all the risk of 
glanders forth from the white limb, hanging 
helpless now, and left entirely to my will. 
Before I was quite sure of having wholly 
exhausted suction, and when I had made the 
holes in her arm look like the gills of a lam- 
prey, in came the doctor, partly drunk, and 
in haste to get through his business. 

"Ha, ha! I see," he cried; "bite of a 
horse, they tell me. Very poisonous ; must 
be burned away. Sally, the irdn in the fire. 
If you have a fire this weather." 

" Crave your pardon, good sir," I said ; for 
poor little Ruth was fainting again at his 
savage orders ; " but my cousin's arm shall 
not be burned ; it is a great deal too pretty, 
and I have sucked all the poison out. Look, 
sir, how clean and fresh it is." 

" Bless my heart ! And so it is I No need 
at all for cauterizing. The epidermis will 
close over, and the cutis and the peUis. 
John Ridd, you ought to have studied med- 
icine, with your healing powers. Half my 
virtue lies in touch. A clean and whole- 
some body, sir ; I have taught you the Latin 
grammar. I leave you in excellent hands, 
my dear, and they wait for me at shovel- 
board. Bread -and -water poultice cold, to 
be renewed, tribua horis, John Ridd, I was 
at school with you, and you beat me very 
lamentably when I tried to fight with you. 
You remember me not f It is likely enough ; 
I am forced to take strong waters, John, from 
infirmity of the liver. Attend to my direc- 
tions, and I will call again in the morning." 

And in that melancholy plight, caring 
nothing for business, went one of the clev- 
erest fellows ever known at Tiverton. He 
could write Latin verses a great deal faster 
than I could ever write English prose, and 
nothing seemed too great for him. We 
thought that he would go to Oxford and 
astonish every one, and write in the style of 
Buchanan, but he fell all abroad very 1am- 
entably; and now, when 1 met him again, 
was come down to push-pin and shovel- 
ifoard, with a wager of spirits pending. 



When Master Huckaback came home, he 
looked at me very sulkily ; not only because 
of my refusal to become a slave to the gold- 
digging, but also because he regarded me as 
the cause of a savage broil between Simon 
Carfax and the men who bad cheated him 
as to his Gwenny. However, when Uncle 
Ben saw Ruth, and knew what had befallen 
her, and she with tears in her eyes declared 
that she owed her life to Cousin Ridd, the 
old man became very gracious to me ; for if 
he loved any one on earth, it was his little 
granddaughter. 

I could not stay very long, because my 
horse being quite unfit to travel, from the 
injuries which his violence and vice had 
brought upon him, there was nothing for 
me but to go on foot, as none of Uncle Ben's 
horses could take me to Plover's Barrows 
without downright cruelty: and though 
there would be a harvest-moon, Ruth agreed 
with me that I must not keep my mother 
waiting, with no idea where I might be, un- 
til a late hour of the night. I told Ruth 
all about our Annie, and her noble furniture ; 
and the little maid was very lively (although 
her wounds were paining her so that half 
her laughter came "on the wrong side of 
her mouth," as we rather coarsely express 
it); especially she laughed about Annie'a 
new-fangled closet for clothes, or standing- 
press, as she called it. This had frighten^ 
me so that I would not come without my' 
stick to look at it ; for the front was inlaid 
with two fiery dragons, and a glass which 
distorted every thing, making even Annie 
look hideous ; and when it was opened, a 
woman's skeleton, all in white, revealed it- 
self in the midst of three standing women. 
" It is only to keep my best frocks in shape^'' 
Annie had explained to me ; " hanging them 
up does ruin them so. But I own that I was 
afraid of it, John, until I had got all my best 
clothes there, and then I became very fond 
of it. But even ^ow it frightens me some* 
times in the moonlight." 

Having made poor Ruth a little cheer- 
ful, with a full account of all Annie's frocks, 
material, pattern, and fashion (of which I 
had taken a list for my mother and for Liz« 
zie, lest they should cry out at man's stupid., 
ity about any thing of real interest), I pro. 
ceeded to tell her about my own troubles, 
and the sudden departure of Lorna ; conclud- 
ing, with all the show of indifference which 
my pride could muster, that now I never 
should see her again, and must do my best 
to forget her, as being so far above me. I 
had not intended to speak of this ; but Ruth's 
face was so kind and earnest, that I could 
not stop myself. 

"You must not talk like that. Cousin 

Ridd," she said, in a low and gentle tone, 

and turning away her eyes from me; "no 

lady can. be above a man who is pure, and 

\ "brave, av^tV ge>ivW&. ksA \1 Vet \i<&art be 
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worth haying, she will never let you give 
ber op for her grandeur and her nobility." 

She pronounced those last few words, as 
I thought, with a little bitterness, unper- 
ceived by herself, perhaps, for it was not in 
her appearance. But I, attaching great im- 
portance to a maiden's opinion about a maid- 
en (because she might Judge from experi- 
ence), would have led her farther into that 
subject. But she declined to follow, having 
now no more to say in a matter so removed 
from her. Then I asked her full and straight, 
and looking at her in such a manner that 
she could not look away without appearing 
vanquished by feelings of her own — which 
thing was very vile of me ; but all men are 
so selfish — 

" Dear cousin, tell me, once for all, what 
is your advice to me V* 

" My advice to you," she answered brave- 
ly, with her dark eyes full of pride, and in- 
stead of flinching, foiling me, '^ is to do what 
every man must do, if he would win fair 
maiden. Since she can not send you token, 
neither is free to return to you, follow her ; 
pay your court to her ; show that you will 
not be forgotten ; and perhaps she will look 
down — I mean she will relent to you." 

" She has nothing to relent about. I 
have never vexed nor injured her. My 
thoughts have never strayed from her. 
There is no one to compare with her." 

" Then keep her in that same mind about 
you. See, now, I can advise no more. My 
arm is swelling painfully, in spite of all your 
goodness, and bitter task of surgeonship. 
J shall have another poultice on, and go to 
bed, I think. Cousin Ridd, if you will not 
hold me ungrateful. I am so sorry for your 
long walk. Surely it might be avoided. 
Give my love to dear Lizzie ; oh, the room is 
going round so." 

And she fainted into the arms of Sally, 
who was come just in timft to fetch her. 
No doubt she had been suffering agony all 
•the time she talked to me. Leaving word 
that I would come again to inquire for her, 
and fetch Kickums home, so soon as the 
harvest permitted me, I gave directions 
about the horse, and striding away from the 
ancient town, was soon upon the moor-lands. 

Now, through the whole of that long walk 
— the latter part of which was led by star- 
light tiU the moon arose — I dwelt, in my 
young and foolish way, upon the ordering 
of our steps by a Power beyond us. But as 
I could not bring my mind to any clearness 
upon this matter, and the stars shed no light 
upon it, but rather confused me with won- 
dering how their Lord could attend to them 
all, and yet to a puny fool like me it came 
to pass that my thoughts on the subject 
were not worth ink, if I knew them. 

But it is perhaps worth ink to relate, 
so far as I can do so, mother's delight at 



hope, and conoluded that I was gone to Lon- 
don, in disgust at her behavior. And now 
she was looking up the lane, at the rise 
of the harvest-moon, in despair, as she said 
afterward. But if she had despaired in 
truth, what use to look at all f Yet accord- 
ing to the epigram made by a good Blu;i- 
dellite, 

"Despair was never yet so deep . 
In sinking as in seeming ; 
Despair is hope just dropped asleep, 
Fo-* better chance of dreaming." 

And mother's dream was a happy one 
when she knew my step at a furlong dis- 
tant ; for the night was of those that carry 
sounds thrice as far as day can. She recov- 
ered herself when she was sure, and even 
made up her mind to scold me, and felt as 
if she could do it. But when she was in my 
arms, into which she threw herself, and I 
by the light of the moon descried the silver 
gleam on one side of her head (now spread- 
ing since Annie's departure), bless my heart 
and yours therewith, no room was left for 
scolding. She hugged me, and she clung to 
me ; and I looked at her, with duty made 
tenfold, and discharged by love. We said 
nothing to one another, but all was right 
.between us. 

Even Lizzie behaved very well, so far as 
her nature admitted; .not even saying a 
nasty thing all the time she was getting my 
supper ready, with a weak imitation of An- 
nie. She knew that the gift of cooking was 
not vouchsafed by God to her; but some- 
times she would do her best, by intellect, to 
win it. Whereas it is no more to be won 
by intellect than is divine poetry. An 
amount of strong quick heart is needful, 
and the understanding must second it, in 
the one art as in the other. Now my fare 
was very choice for the next three days or 
more, yet not turned out like Annie's. They 
could do a thing well enough on the fire, 
but they could not put it on table so, nor 
even have plates all piping hot. This was 
Annie's special gift ; born in her, and ready 
to cool with her; like a plate borne away 
from the fire -places I sighed sometimes 
about Lorna, and they thought it was about 
the plates. And mother would stand and 
look at me, as much as to say, " No pleas- 
ing him;" and Lizzie would jerk up one 
shoulder, and cry, " He had better have 
Lorna to cook for him;" while the whole 
truth was that I wanted not to be plagued 
about any cookery, but just to have some- 
thing good and quiet, and then smoke and 
think about Lorna. 

Nevertheless, the time went on, with one 
change and another ; and we gathered all 
our harvest in, and Parson Bowden thanked 
God for it, both in church and out of it ; for 
his tithes would bft -^^kr^ %w^^» ^TviSbxssv- 
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about onr rnin, had sent prices up to a grand 
high pitch, and we did our best to keep them 
there. For nine Englishmen out of every 
ten believe that a bitter winter must breed 
a sour summer, and explain away topmost 
prices. While according to my experience, 
more often it would be otherwise, except for 
the public thinking so. However, I have 
said too much ; and if any farmer reads my 
book, he will vow that I wrote it for noth- 
ing else except to rob his family. 



CHAPTER LXII. 

THE KING MUST NOT BE PRATED FOR. 

All our neighborhood was surprised that 
the Dooues had not ere now attacked, and 
probably made an end of us. For we lay 
almost at their mercy now, having only Ser- 
geant Bloxham and three men to protect us. 
Captain Stickles having been oi-dered south' 
ward with all his force, except such as might 
be needful for collecting toll, and watch- 
ing the imports at Lynmonth, and thence 
to Porlock. The Sergeant, having now im- 
bibed a taste for writing reports (though 
his first great effort had done him no good^ 
and oi^Iy offended Stickles), reported week- 
ly from Plover's Barrows whenever he could 
find a messenger. And though we fed not 
Sergeant Bloxham at our own table with 
the best we had (as in the case of Stickles, 
who represented His Majesty), yet we treat- 
ed him so well that he reported very highly 
of us as loyal and true-hearted lieges, and 
most devoted to our lord the King. And in- 
deed he could scarcely have done less, when 
Lizzie wrote great part of his reports, and 
furbished up the rest to such a pitch of lus- 
tre, that Lord Clarendon himself need scarce 
have been ashamed of them. And though 
this cost a great deal of ale, and even of 
strong waters (for Lizzie would have it the 
duty of a critic to stand treat to the au- 
thor), and though it was otherwise a plague, 
as giving the maid such airs of patronage, 
and such pretense to politics, yet there was 
no stopping it, without the risk of mortal 
offense to both writer and reviewer. Our 
mother also, while disapproving Lizzie's long 
stay in the saddle-roora on a Friday night 
and a Saturday, and insisting that Betty 
should be there, was nevertheless as proud 
as need be that the King should read our 
Eliza's writing — at least so the innocent 
soul believed — and we all looked forward 
to something great as the fruit of all this 
history. And something great did come of 
it, though not as we expected ; for these re- 
ports, or as many of them as were ever open- 
ed, stood us in good stead the next year when 
we were accused of harboring and comfort- 
Jng^ guilty rebels. 
^ow the reaeon why the Doones did not 



attack us was that they were preparing to 
meet another and more powerful assault 
upon their fortress ; being assured that their 
repulse of King's troops could not be looked 
over when brought before the authorities. 
And no doubt they were right; for althouj^h 
the conflicts in the Government during that 
summer and autumn had delayed the mat- 
ter, yet positive orders had been issued that 
these outlaws and malefactors should at any 
price be brought to justice, when the sudden 
death of King Charles the Second threw all 
things into confusion, and all minds into a 
panic. 

We heard of it first in church on Sunday, 
the eighth day of February, 1684-'5, from a 
cousin of John Fry, who had ridden over on 
purpose firom Porlock. He came in just be- 
fore the anthem, splashed and heated from 
his ride,* so that every one turned and looked 
at him. He wanted to create a stir (know- 
ing how much would be made of him), and 
he took the best way to do it. For he let 
the anthem go by very quietly — or, rather,,! 
should say very pleasingly, for our choir was 
exceeding proud of itself, and I sang bass 
twice as loud as a bull, to beat the clerk 
with the clarionet — and then just as Par- 
son Bowden, with a look of pride at his 
minstrels, was kneeling down to begin the 
prayer f jr the King's Most Excellent Majes- 
ty (for he never read the litany except upon 
Easter Sunday), up jumps young Sam Fry, 
and shouts, 

" I forbid that there prai-er." 

" What !" cried the parson, rising slowly, 
and looking for some one to shut the door ; 
"have we a rebel in the congregation f* 
For the parson was growing short-sighted 
now, and knew not Sam Fry at that dis- 
tance. 

" No," replied Sam, not a whit abashed by 
the staring of all the parish ; " no rebel, par- 
son ; but a man who mislaiketh popery and 
murder. That there prai-er be a prai-er for 
the dead." 

" Nay," cried the parson, now recognizing 
and knowing him to be our John's first cous- 
in, '' you do not mean to say, Sam, that His 
Gracious Majesty is dead !" 

" Dead as a sto>un : poisoned by they Pa- 
pishers." And Sam rubbed his hands with 
enjoyment at the effect he had produced. 

"Remember where you are, Sam," said 
Parson Bowden, solemnly ; " when did this 
most sad thing happen ? The King is the 
head of the Church, Sam Fry ; when did His 
Majesty leave her ?" 

"Day afore yesterday. Twelve o'clock. 
Wam't us quick to hear of 'un ?" 

" Can't be," said the minister ; " the ti- 
dings can never have ooine so soon. Any- 
how, he will want it all the more. Let us 
pray for His Gracious Majesty." 

And with that he proceeded as nsnal ; bat 
nobody cried "Amen," for fear of being eof 



LORNA DOONE. 



231 



tangled with popery. Bat after giving forth 
his text, onr parson said a few words out of 
hook ahout the many virtues of His Majesty, 
and self-denial and devotion, comparing his 
* pious mirth to the dancing of the patriarch 
David before the ark of the covenant; and 
he added, with some severity, that if his 
flock would not join their pastor (who was 
much more^ikely to judge aright) in pray- 
iug for the King, the least they could do on 
returning home was to pray that the King 
might not be dead, as his enemies had as- 
serted. 

Now when the service was over, we killed 
the King, and we brought him to life, at 
least fifty times in the church -yard; and 
Sam Fry was mounted on a high grave- 
stone, to tell every one all he knew of it. 
But he knew no more than he had told us 
in the church, as before repeated: upon 
which we were much disappointed with him, 
and inclined to disbelieve him, until he hap- 
pily remembered that His Majesty had died 
in great pain, with blue spots on his breast 
and black spots all across his back, and 
these in the form of a cross, by reason of Pa- 
pists havi|)g poisoned him. When Sam call- 
ed this to his remembrance (or to his imag- 
ination), he was overwhelmed at once with 
so many invitatic^ns to dinner that he scarce 
knew which of them to accept, but decided 
iu our favor. 

Grieving much for the loss of the King, 
however greatly it might be (as the parson 
had declared it was, while telling us to pray 
against it) for the royal benefit, I resolved 
to ride to Porlock myself directly after din- 
ner, and make sure whether he were dead 
or not. For it was not by any means hard 
to suppose that Sam Fry, being John's first 
cousin, might have inherited either from 
grandfather or grandmother some of those 
gifts which had made our John so famous 
for mendacity. At Porlock I found that it 
was too true ; and the women of the town 
were in great distress, for the King had al- 
ways been popular with them: the men, on 
the other hand, were forecasting what would 
be likely to ensue. 

And I myself was of this number, riding 
sadly home again, although bound to the 
King as church-warden now ; which digni- 
ty, next to the parson's in rank, is with us 
(as it ought to be in every good parish) he- 
reditary. For who can stick to the Church 
like the man whose father stuck to it before 
him ; and who knows all the little ins and 
great outs which must in these troublous 
times come across ? 

But though appointed at last, by virtue 
of being best farmer in the parish (as well 
as by vice of mismanagement on the part of 
my mother, and Nicholas Snowe, who had 
thoroughly muxed up every thing, being 
too quick-headed); yet, while I dwelt with 
prid^ iipoa the fact that I stood ij> the King's 



shoes, as the manager and promoter of the 
Church of England; and I knew that we 
must miss His Majesty (whose arms were 
above the Commandments), as the leader of 
our thoughts in church, and handsome upon 
a guinea, nevertheless I kept on thinking 
how his death would act on me. 

^nd here I saw it many ways. In the 
first place, troubles must break out ; and we 
had eight-and-twenty ricks, counting grain, 
and straw, and hay. Moreover, mother was 
growing weak about riots, and shooting, 
and burning; and she gathered the bed- 
clothes around her ears every night when 
her feet were tucked up, and prayed not to 
awake until morning. In the next place, 
much rebellion (though we would not own 
it, in either sense of the verb to "own") 
was whispering, and plucking skirts, and 
making signs among us. And the terror of 
the Doones helped greatly, as a fruitful tree 
of lawlessness, and « good excuse for every 
body. And after this — or rather before it, 
and first of all indeed (if I must state the 
true order) — arose upon me the thought of 
Lorna, and how these things would affect 
her fate. 

And indeed I must admit that it had oc- 
curred to me sometimes, or been suggested 
by others, that the Lady Lorna had not be- 
haved altogether kindly since her departure 
from among us. For although i^ those days 
the post (as we call the service of letter-car- 
rying, which now comes within twenty miles 
of us) did not extend to our part of the 
world, yet it might have been possible to 
procure for hire a man who would ride post, 
if Lorna feared to trust the pack-horses, or 
the troopers, who went to and fro. Yet no 
message whatever had reached us, neither 
any token even ^f her safe^ in London. 
As to this last, however, we had no misgiv- 
ings, having learned from the orderlies more 
than once that the wealth and beauty, and 
adventures of young Lady Lorna Dugal 
were greatly talked of both at court and 
among the common people. 

Now riding sadly homeward, in the sunset 
of the early spring, I was more than ever 
touched with sorrow, and a sense of being, 
as it were, abandoned. And the weather 
growing quit« beautiful, arid so mild that 
l^e trees were budding, and the cattle full 
of happiness, I could not but think of the 
difference between the world of to-day and 
the world of this day twelvemonth. Then 
all was howling desolation, all the earth 
blocked up with snow, and all the air with 
barbs of ice as small as splintered needles, 
yet glittering in and out like stars, and gath- 
ering so upon a man (if long he staid among 
them) that they began to weigh him down 
to sleepiness and frozen death. Not a sign 
of life was moving, nor was any cha^w^ «2»^ 
view, TmVfi)^^ Ai^i'ft Vi^i^. Vvai^L ^'^y^Ok.'Oc^^ ^-^^^^ 
\ of Bome co\^ ^ccv&» ««A\iQ^^^V^* 
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Now, on the other hand, all was good. 
The open palm of spring was laid upon the 
yielding of the hills, and each particular val- 
ley seemed to be the glove for a finger. And 
although the sun was low, and dipping in 
the western clouds, the gray light of the sea 
came up and took, and taking, told the spe- 
cial tone of every thing. All this lay upon 
my heart without a word of thinking, spread- 
ing light and shadow there, and the soft 
delight of sadness. Nevertheless, I would it 
were the savage snow around me, and the 
piping of the restless winds, and the death 
of every thing. For in those days I had 
Loma. 

Then I thought of promise fair, such as 
glowed around me where the red rocks held 
the sun when he was departed, and the dis- 
tant crags €^ndeavored to retain his memory. 
But as evening spread across them, shading 
with a silent fold, all the color stole away, 
all remembrance waned and died. 

"So has it been with love," I thought, 
" and with simple truth and warmth. The 
maid has chosen the glittering stars instead 
of the plain daylight." 

Nevertheless I would not give in, although 
in deep despondency (especially when I pass- 
ed the place where my dear father had fought 
in vain), and I tried to see things right, and 
then Judge aright about them. This, how- 
ever, was more easy to attempt than to 
achieve ; and by the time I came down the 
hill, I was none the wiser. Only I could tell 
my mother that the King was dead for sure ; 
and she would have tried to cry, but for 
thought of her mourning. 

There was not a moment for lamenting. 
All the mourning must be ready (if we cared 
to beat the Snowes) in eight-and-forty hours : 
and althQugh it was )9uuday night, mother 
now feeling sure of the thing, sat up with 
Lizzie cutting patterns, and stitching things 
on brown paper, and snipping, and laying 
the fashions down, and requesting all opin- 
ions, yet when given scorning them ; inso- 
much that I grew weary even of tobacco 
(which had comforted me since Lorna), and 
prayed her to go on until the King should 
be alive again. 

The thought of that so flurried her — ^for 
she never yet could see a joke — that she laid 
her scissors on the table and said, "Tlid 
Lord forbid, John, after what I have cut 
np!" 

"It would be just like him," I answered, 
with a knowing smile. " Mother, you had 
better stop. Patterns may do very well, but 
don't cut up any more good stuff." 

" Well, good lack, I am a fool ! Three ta- 
bles pegged with needles ! The Lord in His 
mercy keep His Migesty, if ever He hath get- 
ton him !" 
By this device we went to bed ; and not 
another atitoh was strack until the troopers 
bad omce-tidiuga that the King was truly 



dead. Hence the Snowes beat us by a day; 
and both old Betty and Lizzie laid the blame 
upon me, as usual. 

Almost before we had put off the mourn- 
ing, which as loyal subjects we kept for the 
Kiug three months and a week, rumors of 
disturbances, of plottings, and of outbreak 
began to stir among us. We heard of fight- 
ing in Scotland, and buying of iships on the 
Continent, and of arms in Dorset and Som- 
erset ; and we kept our beacon in readiness 
to give signals of a landing ; or, rather, the 
soldiers did. For we, having trustworthy 
reports that the King had been to high mass 
himself in the Abbey of Westminster, mak- 
ing all the bishops go with him, and all the 
guards in London, and then tortured all the 
Protestants who dared to wait outside, more- 
over had received from the Pope a flower 
grown ih the Virgin Mary's garden, and war- 
ranted to last forever, we of the moderate 
party, hearing all this and ten times as much, 
and having no love for this sour James such 
as we had for the lively Charles, were ready 
to wait for what might happen, rather than 
care about stopping it. Therefore we list- 
ened to rumors gladly, and shook our heads 
with gravity, and predicted every man some- 
thing, but scarce any two the same. Nev- 
ertheless, in our part, things went on as 
usual, until the middle of June was nigh. 
We plowed the ground, and sowed the com, 
and tended the cattle, and heeded every one 
his neighbor*s business, as carefully as here* 
tofore ; and the only thing that moved us 
much was that Annie had a baby. This be* 
ing a very fine child with blue eyes, and 
christened "John" in compliment to me, 
and with me for his godfather, it is natural 
to suppose that I thought a good deal about 
him ; and when mother or Lizzie would ask 
me all of a sudden, and treacherously, when 
the fire flared up at supper-time (for we al- 
ways kept a little wood just alight in sum- 
mer-time, and enough to make the pot boil), 
then when they would say to me, "John, 
what are you thinking of I At a word, 
speak!" I would always answer, "Little 
John Faggus;" and so they made no more 
of me. 

But when I was down on Saturday, the 
thirteenth of June, at the blacksmith's forge 
by Brendon town, where the Lynn-stream 
runs so close that he dips his horseshoes in 
it, and where the news is apt to come first 
of all our neighborhood (except upon a Sun- 
day), while we were talking of the hay crop^ 
and of a great sheep-stealer, round the cor- 
ner came a man upon a piebald horse look* 
ing flagged and weary. But seeing half a 
dozen of us, young, and brisk, and hearty, 
he made a flourish with his horse, and waved 
a blue flag vehemently, shouting, with great 
glory, 

"'Monmou^^ ttiA t\i!& Protestant faitU 
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the good King's eldest son ! Down with the 
poisoning murderer ! Down with the black 
usurper, and to the devil with all papists \" 

"Why so, thou little varlett" I asked 
Tery quietly ; for the man was too small to 
quarrel with; yet knowing Lorna to be a 
** papist/' as we choose to call them — though 
they might as well call us " kingists," after 
the head of our Church — I thought that this 
scurvy, scampish knave might show them 
the way to the place he mentioned, unless 
his courage failed him. 

"Papist yourself, be youf said the fel- 
low, not daring to answer much ; " then take 
this, and read it." 

And he handed me a long rigmarole, which 
he called a " Declaration." I saw that it 
was but a heap of lies, and thrust it into the 
blacksmith's fire, and blew the bellows thrice 
at it. No one dared attempt to stop me, for 
my mood had not been sweet of late ; and 
of course they knew my strength. 

The man rode on with a muttering noise, 
having won no recruits from us, by force of 
my example; and he stopped at the ale- 
house farther down, where the road goes 
away from the Lynn-stream. Some of us 
went thither after a time, when our horses 
were shodden and rasped ; for although we 
might not like the man^ we might be glad 
of his tidings, which seemed to be something 
wonderful. He had set up his blue flag in 
the tap-room, and was teaching every one. 

"Here coom'th Maister Jan Ridd," said 
the landlady, being well pleased with the 
call for beer and cider ; " her hath been to 
Lunnon-town, and live within a maile of 
me. Arl the news coom from them nowa- 
days, instead of from here, as her ought to 
do. If Jan Ridd say it be true, I will try 
a'most to belave it. Hath the good Duke 
landed, sir ?" And she looked at me over a 
foaming cup, and blew the froth off, and put 
more in. 

" I have no doubt it is true enough," I an 
swered, before drinking; "and too true. 
Mistress Pugsley. Many a poor man will 
die ; but none shall die from our parish, nor 
from Brendon, if I can help it." 

And I knew that I could help it ; for ev- 
ery one in those little places would abide 
by my advice ; not only from the fame of 
my schooling and long sojourn in London, 
but also because I had earned repute for be- 
ing very "slow and sure;" and with nine 
people out of ten this is the very best rec- 
ommendation. For they think themselves 
much before you in wit, and under no obli- 
gation, but rather conferring a favor by do- 
ing the thing that you do. Hence, if I cared 
for influence — which means, for the most 
part, making people do one's will without 
knowing it — my first step toward it would 
be to be called, in common parlance, " slow 
but sure." 

For the next fortnight wo were daily 



troubled with conflicting rumors, each man 
relating what he desired, rather than what 
he had right to believe. We were told that 
the Duke had been proclaimed King of En- 
gland in every town of Dorset and of Som- 
erset ; that he had won a great battle at 
Axminster, and another at Bridport, and 
another somewhere else ; that all the west- 
ern counties had risen as one man for him, 
and all the militia joined his ranks ; that 
Taunton, and Bridgewater, and Bristowe 
were all mad with delight, the two former 
being in his hands, and the latter craving 
to be so. And then, on the other hand, we 
heard that the Duke had been vanquished 
and put to flight, and, upon being appre- 
hended, had confessed himself an impostor, 
and a papist as bad as the King was. 

We longed for Colonel Stickles (as he al- 
ways became in time of war, though he fell 
back to Captain, and even Lieutenant, di- 
rectly the fight was over), for then we should 
have won trusty news, as well as good con- 
sideration. But even Sergeant Bloxam, much 
against his will, was gone, having left his 
heart with our Lizzie, and a collection of all 
his wridngs. All the soldiers had been or- 
dered away at full speed for Exeter, to join 
the Duke of Albemarle, or, if he were gone, 
to follow him. As for us, who had fed them 
so long (although not quite for nothing), we 
must take our chance of Doones, or any oth- 
er enemies. 

Now all these tidings moved me a little ; 
not enough to spoil appetite, but enough to 
make things lively, and to teach me that look 
of wisdom which is bred of practice only, 
and the hearing of many lies. Therefore I 
withheld my judgment, fearing to be tri- 
umphed over, if it should happen to miss the 
mark. But mother and Lizzie, ten times in 
a day, predicted all they could imagine ; and 
their prophecies increased in strength ac- 
cording to contradiction. Yet this was not 
in the proper style for a house like ours, 
which knew the news, or at least had known. 
it, and still was famous all around for the 
last advices. Even from Lynmouth people 
sent up to Plover's Barrows to ask how 
things were going on; and it was very 
grievous to answer that in truth we knew 
not, neither had heard for days and days ; 
and our reputation was so great, especially 
since the death of the King had gone abroad 
from Oare parish, that many inquirers would 
only wink, and lay a finger on the lip, as if 
to say, " You know well enough, but see nof 
fit to tell me." And before the end arrived 
those people believed that they had beei 
right all along, and that we had concealed 
the truth from them. 

For I myself became involved (God knows 
how much against my will* and my proper 
judgment) in the tronbla^^^xA^Jafc <5»\!&5srJ^ 
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in all my lifo; it was at this particular time, into the worn place of the settle, and benk 
and as stern and strong as conld be. I had above her infant, rocking as if both their 



resolved to let things pass — to hear about 
them gladly, to enconrage all my friends to 
talk, and myself to express opinion upon 
each particular point, when in the fullness 
of time no further doubt could be. But all 
my policy went for nothing, through a few 
touches of feeling. 

One day at tlie beginning of Jhly I came 
home from mowing about noon, or a little 
later, to fetch some cider for all of us, and to 
eat a morsel of bacon. For mowing was no 
joke that year, the summer being wonder- 
fully wet (even for our wet country), and 
the swathe falling heavier over the scythe 
than ever I could remember it. We were 
drenched with rain almost every day; but 
the mowing must be done somehow, and we 
must trust to God for the hay-making. • 

In the court-yard I saw a little cart, with 
iron breaks underneath it, such as fastidious 
people use to deaden the jolting of the road ; 
but few men under a lord or baronet would 
be so particular. Therefore I wondered who 
our noble visitor could be. But when I en- 
tered the kitehen-place, brushing up my hair 
for somebodj', behold it was no one greater 
than our Annie, with my godson in her arms, 
and looking pale and tear-begone. And at 
first she could not speak to me. But pres- 
ently having sat down a little, and received 
much praise for her baby, she smiled and 
blushed, and found her tongue as if she had 
never gone from us. 

"How natural it all looks again! Oh, I 
love this old kitchen so ! Baby dear, only 
look at it wid him pitty pitty eyes, and him 
tongue out of his mousy ! But who put the 
flour-riddle up there f And look at the pes- 
tle and mortar, and rust, I declare, in the 
patty-pans ! And a book, positively a dirty 
book, where the clean skewers ought to 
hang ! Oh, Lizzie, Lizzie, Lizzie !'' 

" You may just as well cease lamenting," 
I said, " for you can't alter Lizzie's nature, 
and you will only make mother uncomforta- 
ble, and perhaps have a quarrel with Lizzie, 
who is proud as Punch of her housekeeping." 

" She !" cried Annie, with all the contempt 
that could be compressed in a syllable. 
"Well, John, no doubt you are right about 
it. I will try not to notice things. But it 
is a hard thing, after all my care, to see ev- 
ery thing going to ruin. But what can be 
expected of a girl who knows all the kings 
3f Carthage r 

" There were no kings of Carthage, Annie, 
rhey were called, why let me see — they were 
called — oh, something else." 

" Never mind what they were called," said 

Annie ; " will they cook our dinner for us t 

But nov^, John,' I am in such trouble. All 

tibi3 talk 18 wake-helieve" 
it 



hearts were one ; " don't you know, Annie, I 
can not tell, but I know, or at least I mean, 
I have heard the men of experience say it is 
so bad for the baby." 

" Perhaps I know that as well as you do, 
John," said Annie, looking up at me with a 
gleam of her old laughing; "but how can I 
help crying I I am in such trouble." 

" Tell me what it is, my dear. Any grief 
of yours will vex me greatly ; but I will try 
to bear it." 

"Then, John, it is just fchis. Tom has 
gone off with the rebels ; and yon must, oh, 
you must go after him." 



CHAPTER LXIIL 

JOHN IS WORSTED BY THE WOMEN. 

Moved as I was by Annie's tears and 
gentle style of coaxing, and most of all by 
my love for her, I yet declared that I could 
not go, and leave our house and homestead, 
far less my dear mother and Lizzie, at the 
mercy of the merciless Doones. 

" Is that all your objection, John \" asked 
Annie, in her quick panting way ; " would 
you go but for that, John t" 

" Now," I said, " be in no such hurry " — 
for while I was gradually yielding, I liked 
to pass it through my fingers, as if my fin- 
gers shaped it ; " there are many things to 
be thought about, and many ways of view- 
ing it." 

"Oh, you never can have Joved Loma! 
No wonder you gave her up so ! John, you 
can love nobody but your oat-ricks and your 
hay-ricks." 

" Sister mine, because I rant not, neither 
rave of what I feel, can you be so shallow as 
to dream that I feel nothing ? What is your 
love for Tom FaggusT What is your love 
for your baby (pretty darling as he is), to 
compare with such a love as forever dwells 
with me f Because I do not prate of it ; 
because it is beyond me, not only to express, 
but even form to my own heart in thoughts ; 
because I do not shape my face, and would 
scorn to play to it, as a thing of acting, and 
lay it out before you, are you fools enough 
to think—" but here I stopped, having said 
more than was usual with me. 

"I am very sorry, John. Dear John, I 
am so sorry. What a shallow fool I am I" 

"I will go seek your husband," I said, 
to change the subject, for even to Annie I 
would not lay open all my heart about Lor* 
na, " but only upon condition that you in- 
sure this house and people from the Doones 
meanwhile. Even for the sake of Tom, I 



can not leave all helpless. The oat -ricks 
Don't you cry, my dear : don't cry, my \ and. t\ift >ia,y-x\ORft,'s?\ivi\i. ^x^ my only love, 
arlin^ aieter," J answered^ as she dropped \ they ai^ ^eVcioma \« tqaS^^ ^iVEi^^-t^ q1, ^\i\ 
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I will uot ^aave mother treated so ; nor even 
little Lizzie, although you scorn your sis- 
ter so." 

" Oh, John, I do think you are the hard- 
est, as well as the softest, of all the men I 
know. Not even a woman's hitt«r word but 
what you pay her out for. Will you never 
nnderstand that we are not like you, John? 
We say all sorts of spiteful things, with- 
out a bit of meaning. John, for God's sake 
fetch Tom home ; and then revile me as you 
l)lease, and I will kneel and thank you." 

" I will uot promise to fetch him home," I 
answered, beiug ashamed of myself for hav- 
ing lost command so, '^but I will promise 
to do my best, if we can only hit on a plan 
for leaving mother harmless." 

Annie thought for a little while, trying to 
gather her smooth clear brow into maternal 
wrinkles, and then she looked at her child, 
and said, " I will risk it, for daddy's sake, 
darling ; you precious soul, for daddy's sake." 
I asked her what she was going to risk. 
She would not tell me; but took upper 
hand, and saw to my cider-cans and bacon, 
and went from corner to cupboard, exactly 
as if she had never been married, only w^ith- 
out an apron on. And then she said, '^ Now 
to your mowers, John ; and make the most 
of this fine afternoon ; kiss your godson be- 
fore you go." And I, being used to obey her 
in little things of that sort, kissed the baby, 
and took my cans, and went back to my 
scythe again. 

By the time I came home it was dark 
night, and pouring again with a foggy rain 
such as we have in Julj-^, even more than 
in January. Being soaked all through and 
through, and with water quelching in my 
boots like a pump with a bad bucket, I was 
only too glad to find Annie's bright face 
and quick figure flitting in and out the fire- 
light, instead of Lizzie sitting grandly, with 
a feast of literature, and not a drop of gravy. 
Mother was in the comer also, with her 
cherry-colored ribbons glistening very nice 
by candle-light, looking at Annie now and 
then with memories of her babyhood, and 
then at her having a baby ; yet half afraid 
of praising her much, for fear of that young 
Lizzie. But Lizzie showed no jealousy. 
She truly loved our Annie (now that she 
was gone from us), and she wanted to know 
all sorts of things, and she adored the baby. 
Therefore Annie was allowed to attend to 
me as she used to do. 

" Now, John, you must start the first thing 
in the morning," she said, when the others 
had left the room, but somehow she stuck to 
the baby, " to fetch me back my rebel, ac- 
cording to your promise." 

"Not so," I replied, misliking the job; 
''all I promised was to go, if this house 
was assured against any onslaught of the 
Doones." 

^'Jnat bo; and here is that assurance." 






With these words she drew forth a paper, 
and laid it oa my knee with triumph, enjoy- 
ing my amazement. This, as you may sup- 
pose, was great ; not only at the document, 
but also at her possession of it. For in truth 
it was no less than a formal undertaking on 
the part of the Doones not to attack Plover's 
Barrows farm, or molest any of the inmates^ 
or carry off any chattels, during the absence 
of John Bidd upon a special errand. This 
document was signed not only by the Coun- 
selor, but by many other Doones : whethei 
Carver's name were there, I could not say 
for certain, as of course he would not sign it 
under his name of " Carver," and I had nev- 
er heard Loma say to what (if any) he had 
been baptized. 

In the face of such a deed as this, I could 
no longer refuse to go ; and having received 
my promise, Annie told me (as was only 
fair) how she had procured that paper. It 
was both a clever and courageous act, and 
would have seemed to me, at first sight, far 
beyond Annie's power. But none may gauge 
a woman's power when her love and faith 
are moved. 

The first thing Annie had done was this s 
she made herself look ugly. This was not 
an easy thing ; but she had learned a great 
deal from her husband upon the subject of 
disguises. It hurt her feelings not a little 
to make so sad a fright of herself; but what 
could it matter T — if she lost Tom, she must 
be a far greater fright in earnest, than now 
she was in seeming. And then she left 
her child asleep, under Betty Muxworthy's 
tendance — for Betty took to that child as 
if there never had been a child before — and 
away she went in her own *' spring-cart " 
(as the name of that engine proved to be), 
without a word to any one, except the old 
man who had driven her from Molland par- 
ish that morning, and who coolly took one 
of our best horses, without " by your leave " 
to any one. 

Annie made the old man drive her with- 
in easy reach of the Doone-gate, whose po» 
sition she knew well enough, from all our 
talk about it. And there she bade the old 
man stay until she should return to him. 
Then, with her comely figure hidden by a 
dirty old woman's cloak, and her fair young 
face defaced by patches and by liniments, 
so that none might covet her, she addressed 
the young men at the gate in a cracked and 
trembling voice ; and they were scarcely civ- 
il to the " old hag," as they called her. She 
said that she bore important tidings for Sir 
Counselor himself, and must be conducted 
to him. To him, accordingly, she was led, 
without even any hoodwinking ; for she had 
spectacles over her eyes, and made believe 
not to see ten yards. 

She found Svc Coroxiai^'st ^ \sssasfc^ "ws^ 
when, thft Te«.\» ^et^ wxJv* ^1 «^^\»H3ck«^ ^"^ 
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Ij young woman, from all her wraps and 
disfigurements. She flung her ^patches on 
the floor, amidst the old man's laughter, and 
let her tucked-np hair come down, and then 
went up and kissed him. 

" Worthy and reverend Counselor, I have 
a favor to ask,'' she began. 

"So I should think from your proceed- 
ings," the old man interrupted ; " ah, if I 
were half my age — " 

" If you were, I would not sue so. But 
most excellent Counselor, you owe me some 
amends, you know, for the way in which you 
robbed me." 

"Beyond a doubt I do, my dear. You 
have put it rather strongly, and it might of- 
fend some people. Nevertheless I own my 
debt, having so fair a creditor." 

"And do you remember how you slept, 
and how much we made of you, and would 
have seen you home, sir, only you did not 
wish it f 

"And for excellent reasons, child. My 
best escort was in my cloak, after we made 
the cream to rise. Ha, ha! The unholy 
spell. My pretty child, has it injured you ?" 

"Yes, I fear it has," said Annie; "or 
whence can all my ill luck comef" And 
here she showed some signs of crying, 
knowing that Counselor hated it. 

" You shall not have ill luck, my dear. I 
have heard all about your marriage to a very 
noble highwayman. Ah ! you made a mis- 
take in that ; you were worthy of a Doone, 
my child ; your frying was ^ blessing meant 
for those who can appreciate." 

"My husband can appreciate," she an- 
swered, very proudly ; " but what I wish to 
know is this, will you try to help me f " 

The Counselor answered that he would 
do so, if her needs were moderate ; where- 
upon she opened her meaning to him, and 
told of all her anxieties. Considering that 
Loma was gone, and her necklace in his 
possession, and that I (against whom alone 
of us the Doones could bear any malice) 
would be out of the way all the while, the 
old man readily undertook that our house 
should not be assaulted, nor our property 
molested, until my return. And to the 
promptitude of his pledge two things per- 
haps contributed, namely, that he knew not 
how we were stripped of all defenders, and 
that some of his own forces were away in 
the rebel camp. For (as I learned there- 
after) the Doones being now in direct feud 
with the present Government, and sure to 
be crushed if that prevailed, had resolved 
to drop all religious questions, and cast in 
their lot with Monmouth. And the turbu- 
lent youths, being long restrained from their 
wonted outlet for vehemence by the troop- 
ers in the neighborhood, were only too glad 
to rash forth upon anypromiae of blows and 
excitement. ' 

however, Annie knew little of this, but 



took ihe Counselor's pledge as a mark of 
especial favor in her behalf (which it may 
have been, to some extent), and thanked 
him for it most heartily, and felt that he 
had earned the necklace ; while he, like an 
ancient gentleman, disclaimed all obligation, 
and sent her under an escort safe to her own 
cart again. But Annie, repassing the senti- 
liels, with her youth restored and blooming 
with the flush of triumph, went up to them 
very gravely, and said, " The old hag wishes 
yon good-evening, gentlemen ;" and so made 
her best courtesy. 

Now, look at it as I would, there was no 
excuse left for mo after the promise given. 
Dear Annie had not only cheated the Doones, 
but also had gotten the best of me, by a 
pledge to a thing imx>ossible. And I bit- 
terly said, " I am not like Lorna ; a pledge 
once given, I keep it." 

" I will not have a word against lioma," 
cried Annie; "I will answer for her truth 
as surely as I would for my own or yours, 
John." And with that she vanquished me. 

But when my poor mother heard that I 
was committed, by word of honor, to a wild- 
goose chase among the rebels after that ren- 
egade Tom Faggus, she simply stared, and 
would not believe it. For lately I had joked 
with her, in a little style of jerks, as people 
do when out of sorts ; and she, not under- 
standing this, and knowing jokes to be out 
of my power, would only look, and sigh, and 
toss, and hope that I meant nothing. At 
last, however, we convinced her that I was 
in earnest, and must be off in the early morn- 
ing, and leave John Fry with the hay crop. 

Then mother was ready to fall upon An- 
nie, as not content with disgracing us, by 
wedding a man of new honesty (if indeed 
of any), but laying traps to catch her broth- 
er, and entangle him, perhaps, to his death, 
for the sake of a worthless fellow ; and " fel- 
on" — she was going to say, as by the shape 
of her lips I knew. But I laid my hand upon 
dear mother's lips, because what must be 
must be ; and if mother and daughter staid 
at home, better in love than in quarreling. 

Right early in the morning I was off, 
without word to any one, knowing that 
mother and sister mine had cried each her 
good self to sleep ; relenting when the light 
was out, and sorry for hard words and 
thoughts, and yet too much alike in nature 
to understand each other. Therefore I took 
good Kickums, who (although with one eye 
spoiled) was worth ten sweet-tempered 
horses to a man who knew how to manage 
him ; and being well charged both with ba- 
con and powder, forth I set on my wild- 
goose chase. 

For this I claim no bravery. I cared but 
little what came of it, save for mother's sake 
and Annie's, and the keeping of the farm, 
and disoom^tuT^ oi t\i<& ^wowes.^ ^°d lament- 
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lonesome manner, not fonnd out till after- 
ward, and bleaching bones left to weep over. 
However, I had a little kettle, and a pound 
and a half of tobacco, and two dirty pipes 
and a clean one ; also a bit of clothes for 
change, also a brisket of hung venison, and 
four loaves of farm-house bread, and of the 
upper side of bacon a stone and a half it 
might be, not to mention divers small things 
for campaigning, which may come in hand- 
ily when no one else has gotten them. 

We went away in merry style ; my horse 
being ready for any thing, and I only glad 
of a bit of change, after months of work- 
ing and brooding, with no content to crown 
the work, no hope to hatch the brooding, or 
without hatching to reckon it. Who could 
tell but what Loma might be discovered, or 
at any rate heard of, before the end of this 
campaign ; if campaign it could be called of 
a man who went to fight nobody, only to re- 
deem a renegade ? And vexed as I was about 
the hay, and the hunch-backed ricks John 
was sure to make (which spoil the look of a 
farm-yard), still even this was better than 
to have the mows and houses fired, as I had 
nightly expected, and been worn out with 
the^ worry of it. 

Yet there was one thing rather unfavor- 
able to my present enterprise, namely, that 
I knew nothing of the country I was bound 
to, nor even in what part of it my business 
might be supposed to lie. For besides the 
uncertainty caused by the conflict of re- 
ports, it was likely that King Monmouth's 
army would be moving from place to place, 
according to the prospect of supplies and 
of re-enforcements. However, there would 
arise more chance of getting news as I went 
on :• and my road being toward the east and 
south, Dulverton would not lie so very far 
aside of it, but what it might be worth a 
visit, both to collect the latest tidings and 
to consult the maps and plans in Uncle Reu- 
ben's parlor. Therefore I drew the off-hand 
rein at the cross-road on the hill, and made 
for the town, expecting, perhaps, to have 
breakfast with Master Huckaback, and Ruth 
to help and encourage us. This little maid- 
en was now become a very great favorite 
with me, having long outgrown, no doubt, 
her childish fancies and follies, such as my 
mother and Annie had planted under her 
soft brown hair. It had been my duty, as 
•well as my true interest (for Uncle Ben was 
more and more testy, as he went on gold- 
digging) to ride thither Iqow and again, to 
inquire what the doctor thought of her. 
Not that her wounds were long in healing, 
but that people can scarcely be too careful 
and too inquisitive, after fs great horse-bite. 
And she always let me look at the arm, as 
I had bieen first doctor ; and she held it up 
in a graceful manner, curving at the elbow, 
and with a sweep of white roundness going i 
to a wrist the size of my thumb or so, and \ 



without any thimble -top standing forth, 
such as even our Annie had. But gradual- 
ly all I could see above the elbow, where 
the bite had been, was very clear, transpar> 
eut skin, with very firm sweet flesh belo>v, 
and three little blue marks as far asunder as 
the prongs of a toasting-fork, and no deepei 
than where a twig has chafed the peel of a 
waxen apple. And then I used to say in 
fun, as the children do, '^ Shall I kise it to 
make it well, dear t" 

Now Ruth looked very grave indeed, upon 
hearing of this my enterprise ; and crying, 
said she could almost cry for the sake of my 
dear mother. Did I know the risks and 
chances, not of the battle-field alone, but of 
the havoc afterward — the swearing away 
of innocent lives, and the hurdle, and the 
hanging? And if I would please not to 
laugh (which was so unkind of me), had I 
never heard of imprisonments, and tortur- 
ing with the cruel boot, and selling into 
slavery, where the sun and the lash outvied 
one another in cutting a man to pieces ? I 
replied that of all these things I had heard, 
and would take especial care to steer me 
free of all of them. My duty was all that I 
wished to do, and none could harm me for 
doing that. And I begged my cousin to 
give me good-speed, instead of talking dole* 
fully. Upon this she changed her manner 
wholly, becoming so lively and cheerful that 
I was convinced of her indifference, and sur- 
prised even more than gratified. 

" Go and earn your spurs, Cousin Ridd,** 
she said ; " you are strong enough for any 
thing. Which side is to have the benefit of 
your doughty arm I" 

" Have I not told you, Ruth," I answered, 
not being fond of this kind of talk, more 
suitable for Lizzie, " that I do not mean to 
join either side, that is to say, until — ^' 

" Until, as the common proverb goes, yon 
know which way the cat will jump. Oh, 
Jolin Ridd I Oh, John Ridd !" 

" Nothing of the sort," said I ; " what a hur- 
ry you are in ! I am for the King, of course." 

" But not enough to fight for him. Ouly 
enough to vote, I suppose, or drink his 
health, or shout for him." 

"I can't make you out to-day. Cousin 
Ruth ; you are nearly as bad as Lizzie. You 
do not say any bitter things, but you seem 
to mean them." 

'^ No, cousin, think not so of me. It is far 
more likely that I say them, without mean- 
ing them." 

" Anyhow, it is not like yon. And I know 
not what I can have done in any way to 
vex you." * 

" Dear me, nothing. Cousin Ridd ; you nev- 
er do any thing to vex me." 

" Then I hope I shall do something now, 
Ruth, when I say good-bye. God kno^«»^5. 
"we evOT ^i)kW TXiftRXi ^%«al^'^»JOsi.^^s^'V\^ss^ 

-we may.^ 
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" To be snre we shall," she auswered, in 
her brightest manner. "Try not to look 
wretched, John ; you are as happy as a 
May-pole." 

"And you as a rose in May," I said ; " and 
pretty nearly as pretty. Give my love to 
Uncle Ben ; and I trust him to keep on the 
winning side." 

"Of that you need have no misgiving. 
Never yet has he failed of it. Now, Cousin 
Ridd, why go you not t You hurried me so 
at breakfast-time." 

" My only reason for waiting, Ruth, is that 
yon have not kissed me, as you are almost 
bound to do, for the last time, perhaps, of 
seeing me." 

" Oh, if that is all, just fetch the stool, and 
I will do my best, cousin." 

" I pray you be not so vexatious ; you al- 
ways used to do it nicely without any stool, 
Ruth." 

"Ah! but you are grown since then, and 
become a famous man, John Ridd, and a. 
member of the nobility. Go your way, and 
win your spurs. I want no lip-service." 

Being at the end of my wits, I did even 
as she ordered me. At least I had no spurs 
to win, because there were big ones on my 
boot«, paid for in the Easter bill, and made 
by a famous saddler, so as never to clog 
with marsh- weed, but prick as hard as any 
horse in reason could desire. And Eicknms 
never wanted spurs, but always went tail- 
foremost, if any body offered them for his 
consideration. 



CHAPTER LXIV. 

SLAUGHTER IN THE MABSHES. 

We rattled away, at a merry pace, out of 
the town of Dulverton ; my horse being gay- 
ly fed, and myself quite fit again for going. 
Of course I was pu2Szled al>out Cousin Ruth, 
for her behavior was not at all such as I had 
expected ; and indeed I had hoped for a far 
more loving and moving farewell than I got 
from her. But I said to myself, "It is use- 
less ever to count upon what a woman will 
do ; and I think that I must have vexed her 
almost as much as she vexed me. And now 
to see what comes of it." So I put my horse 
across the moor-land, and he threw his chest 
out bravely. 

Now if I tried to set down at length all 
the things that happened to me upon this 
adventure, every in and out, and up and 
down, and to and fro, that occupied me, to- 
gether with the things I saw and the things 
I heard of, however much the wiser people 
might applaud my narrative, it is likely 
enough that idle readers might exclaim, 
'* Wb»t ails tbia mam 1 Knows he not that 
men of parts, and of real understanding, 
bare told us all we care to hear of that 



miserable business. Let him keep to hla 
farm and bacon, his wrestling and constant 
feeding." 

Fearing to meet with such rebuffs (which 
after my death would vex me), I will try to 
set down only what is needful for my story, 
and the clearing of my character, and the 
good name of our parish. But the manner 
in which I was bandied about, by false in- 
formation, from pillar to post, or at other 
times driven quite out of my way by the 
presence of the King's soldiers, may be 
known by the names of the following 
towns, to which I was sent in succession: 
Bath, Frome, Wells, Wincauton, Glaston- 
bury, Shepton, Bradford, Axbridge, Somer- 
ton, and Bridgewater. 

This last place I reached on a Sunday 
night, the fourth or fifth pf July, I think — 
or it might be the sixth, for that matter ; in- 
asmuch as I had been too much worried to 
get the day of the month at church. Only 
I know that my horse and myself were glad 
to come to a decent place, where meat and 
corn could be had for money ; and being 
quite weary of wandering about, we hoped 
to rest there a little. 

Of this, however, we found no chance, for 
the town was full of the good Duke's sol- 
diers ; if men may be called so the half of 
whom had never been drilled, nor had fired 
a gun. And it was rumored among them 
that the " popish army," as they called it, 
was to be attacked that very uight, and, 
with Gk>d's assistance, beaten. However, 
by this time I had been taught to pay lit- 
tle attention to rumors ; and having sought 
vainly for Tom Faggus among these poor 
rustic warriors, I took to my hostel, and 
went to bed, being as weary &,% weary can 
be. 

Falling asleep immediately, I took heed 
of nothing ; although the town was all alive, 
and lights had come glancing, as I lay down, 
and shouts making echo all round my room. 
But all I did was to bolt the door ; not an 
inch would I budge unless the house, and 
even my bed, were on fire. And so for sev- 
eral hours I lay, in the depth of the deepest 
slumber, without even a dream on its sur- 
face, until I was roused and awakened at 
last by a pushing, and pulling, and pinch- 
ing, and a plucking of hair out by the roots. 
And at length, being able to open mine eyes, 
I saw the old landlady, with a candle, heav« 
ily wondering at me. 

"Can't you let me alone?" I grumbled; 
"I have paid for my bed, mistress, and I 
won't get up for any one." 

" Would to God, young man," she answer- 
ed, shaking me as hard as ever, " that the 
popish soldiers may sleep this night only 
half as strong as thou dost ! Fie on thee, 
fie on thee ! Get up, and go fight ; we can 
hear the battle already ; and a man. of «ity 
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**I would rather stop abed," said I; 
■* wbat have I to do with fighting t I am 
for Kiug JameS; if auy." 

" Then thou mayest even stop abed," the 
old woman muttered, sulkily. "A would 
never have labored half an hour to awake a 
Papisher. But hearken you one thing, young 
man ; Zummerzett thou art, by thy brogue ; 
or at least by thy understanding of it ; no 
Zummerzett maid will look at thee, in spite 
of thy size and stature, unless thou strikest 
a blow this night." 

" I lack no Zummerzett maid, mistress ; I 
have a fairer than your brown things, and 
for her alone would I strike a blow." 

At this the old woman gave me up, as 
being beyond correction : and it vexed me a 
little that my great fame had not reached 
so far as Bridgewater, when I thought that 
it went to Bristowe. But those people in 
East Somerset knew nothing about wrest- 
ling. Devon is tlie head-quarters of the art, 
and Devon is the county of my chief love. 
Howbeit, my vanity was moved by this slur 
upon it, for I had told her my name was 
*^ John Ridd," when I had a gallon of ale 
with her ere ever I came up stairs ; and she 
had nodded in such a manner that I thought 
she knew both name and fame; and here 
was I, not only shaken, pinched, and with 
many hairs pulled out>, in my first good sleep 
for a week, but also abused, and taken 
amiss, and (which vexed me most of all) un- 
known. ^ 

Now there is nothing like vanity to keep 
a man awake at night, however he be weary ; 
and most of all, when he believes that he is 
doing something great — this time, if never 
done before — yet other people will not see, 
except what they may laugh at ; and so be 
far above him, and sleep themselves the hap- 
pier. Therefore their sleep robs his own ; for 
all things play so, in and out (with the god- 
ly and ungodly ever moving in a balance, 
as they have done in my time, almost every 
year or two), all things have such nice re- 
ply of produce to the call for it, and such 
a spread across the world, giving here and 
taking there, yet on the whole pretty even, 
that haply sleep itself has but a certain 
stock, and keeps in hand, and sells to. flat- 
tered (which can pay) that which flattened 
vanity can not pay, and will not sue for. 

Be that as it may, I was by this time wide 
awake, though much aggrieved at feeling 
so, and through the open window heard the 
distant roll of musketry, and the beating 
of drums, with a quick rubadub, and the 
"come round the corner" of trumpet-call. 
And perhaps Tom Faggus might be there, 
and shot at any moment, and my dear Annie 
left a poor widow, and my godson Jack an 
orphan, without a tooth to help him. 

Therefore I reviled myself for all my heavy 
laziness; and partly tlirough good honest 
wiU^ and partly through the stings of pride, 



and yet a little, perhaps, by viHue of a young 
man's love of riot up I arose, and dressed 
myself, and woke Kickums (who was snor- 
ing), and set out to see the worst of it. The 
sleepy hostler scratched his poll, and could 
not tell me which way to take ; what odds 
to him who was Kiug or Pope, so long as he 
paid his way, and got a bit of bacon on Sun- 
day ? And would I please to remember that 
I had roused him up at night, and the qual- 
ity always made a point of paying font 
times over for a man's loss of his beauty^ 
sleep. I replied that his loss of beauty-sleep 
was rather improving to a man of so high 
complexion ; and that I, being none of the 
quality, must pay half-quality prices; and 
so I gave him double fee, as became a good 
farmer) and he was glad to be quit of 
Kickums, as I saw by the turn of his eye^ 
while going out at the archway. 

All this was done by lantern light, al* 
though the moon was high and bold; and 
in the northern heaven, flags and ribbons 
of a jostling pattern, such as we often have 
in autumn, but in July very rarely. Of these 
Master Drydeu had spoken somewhere, in 
his courtly manner; but of him I think so 
little — because by fashion preferred to 
Shakspeare — ^that I can not remember the 
passage ; neither is it a credit to him. 

Therefore I was guided mainly by the 
sound of guns and trumpets, in riding out of 
the narrow ways, and into the open marsh- 
es. And thus I might have found my road, 
in spite of all the spread of water and the 
glaze of moonshine ; but that, as I followed 
sound (far from hedge or causeway), fog 
(like a chestnut -tree in blossom touched 
with moonlight) met me. Now fog is a 
thing that I understand, and can do with 
well enough, where I know the country ; but 
here I had never been before. It was noth- 
ing to our Exmoor fogs J not to be compared 
with them ; and all the time one could see 
the moon, which we can not do in our fogs, 
nor even the sun, for a week together. Yet 
the gleam of water always makes a fog more 
difficult : like a curtain on a mirrnr, none can 
tell the boundaries. 

And here we had broad- water patches, in 
and out, inlaid on land, like mother-of-pearl 
in brown shittim - wood. To a wild duck 
born and bred there, it would almost be a 
puzzle to find her own nest among us ; what . 
chance, then, had I and Kickums, both un- 
used to marsh and mere ? Each time when 
we thought that we must be right now at 
last, by track or passage, and approaching 
the conflict, with the sounds of it w^axing 
nearer, suddenly a break of water would be 
laid before us, with the moon looking mildly 
over it, and the northern lights behind us, 
dancing down the lines of fog. 

It was an awful thing, I soy (oxA. tA t\:Aa. 
I day 1 Temwx\\ierc \V^,\» \vea3t >Oafc ^fessssQ5sa. «2it 
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and tbe howls of poor men stricken hard, 
aAd shattered from wrath to wailing ; then 
suddenly the dead low hnsh, as of a soul 
departing, and spirits kneeling over it. 
Through the vapor of the earth, and white 
breath of the water, and beneath the pale 
round moon (bowing as the drift went by), 
all this rush and pause of fear passed or lin- 
gered on my path. 

At last, when I almost despaired of es- 
caping from this tangle of spongy banks, 
and of hazy creeks and reed-&inge, my horse 
heard the neigh of a fellow-horse, and was 
only too glad to answer it ; upon which the 
other, having lost his rider, came up and 
pricked his ears at us, and gazed through 
the fog very steadfastly. Therefore I en- 
couraged him with a soft and genial whistle, 
and Kickums did his best to tempt him with 
a snort of inquiry. However, nothing would 
suit that nag, except to enjoy his new free- 
^ dom ; and he capered away with his tail set 
on high, and the stirrup-irons clashing under 
him. Therefore, as he might know the way, 
and appeared to have been in the battle, we 
followed him very carefully ; and he led us 
to a little hamlet, called (as I found after- 
ward) West Zuyland, or Zealand, so named 
perhaps from its situation amidst this in- 
land sea. 

Here the Ring's troops had been quite late- 
ly, and their fires were still burning ; but the 
men themselves had been summoned away 
by the night attack of the rebels. Hence I 
procured for my guide a young man who 
knew the district thoroughly, and who led 
me by many intricate ways to the rear of 
the rebel army. We came upon a broad 
open moor striped with sullen water-courses, 
shagged with sedge and yellow iris, and in 
the drier part with bilberries. For by this 
time it was four o'clock, and the summer 
sun, arising wanly, showed ns all the ghast- 
ly scene. 

Would that I had never been there ! Oft- 
en in the lonely hours, even now it haunts 
me ; would, far more, that the piteous thing 
had never been done in England! Flying 
men, flung back from dreams of victory and 
honor, only glad to have the luck of life and 
limbs to fly with, mud-bedraggled, foul with 
slime, reeking both with sweat and blood, 
which they could not stop to wipe, cursing, 
»with their pumped-out lungs, every stick that 
hindered them, or gory puddle that slipped 
the step, scarcely able to leap over the corses 
that had dragged to die. And to see how 
the corses lay; some, as fair as death in 
sleep, with the smile of placid valor and of 
noble manhood hovering yet on the silent 
lips. These had bloodless hands put upward, 
white as wax, and firm as death, clasped (as 
pn a monument) in prayer for dear ones left 
behind, or in high thanksgiving. And of 
these wen there was nothing in their broad 
blue eyea to fear. But others were of dif- 



ferent sort ; simple fellows unused to pain, 
accustomed to the bill -hook, perhaps, or 
rasp of the knuckles in a quick -set hedge, 
or making some todo at breakfast over a 
thumb cut in sharpening a scythe, and ex- 
pecting their wives to make more todo. Yet 
here lay these poor chaps, dead ; dead, after 
a deal of pain, with little mind to bear it, 
and a soul they had never thought of, gone, 
their God alone knows whither ; but to mer- 
cy we may trust. Upon these things I can 
not dwell, and none I trow would ask me ; 
only if a plain man saw what I saw that 
morning, he (if God had blessed him with the 
heart that is in most of us) must have sick- 
ened of all desire to be great among man- 
kind. 

Seeing me riding to the front (where the 
work of death went on among the men of 
true English pluck ; which, when moved, no 
farther moves), the fugitives called out to 
me in half a dozen dialects to make no utter 
fool of myself, for the great guns were come> 
and the fight was over; all the rest was 
slaughter. 

"Ari oop wi Moonmo'," shouted one big 
fellow, a miner of the Mendip hills, whose 
weapon was a pickaxe: "na oose to yaight 
na moor. Wend thee hame, yoong mon 
agin." 

Upon this I stopped my horse, desiring 
not to be shot for nothing ; and eager to aid 
some poor sick people who tried to lift their 
arms to me. And this I did to the best of 
my power, though void of skill in the busi- 
ness, and more inclined to weep with them 
than to check their weeping. While I was 
giving a drop of cordial from my flask to 
one poor fellow, who sat up, while his life 
was ebbing, and with slow insistence urged 
me, when his broken voice would come, to 
tell his wife (whose name I knew not) some- 
thing about an apple-tree, and a golden 
guinea stored in it, to divide among six 
children — ^in the midst of this I felt warm 
lips laid against my cheek quite softly, and 
then a little push ; and behold, it was a 
horse leaning over me ! I arose in haste, and 
there stood Winnie looking at me with be- 
seeching eyes, enough to melt a heart of 
stone. Then seeing my attention fixed, she 
turned her head, and glanced back sadly 
toward the place of battle, and gave a little 
wistful neigh, and then looked me full in the 
face again, as much as to say, " Do you un- 
derstand f while she scraped with one hoof 
impatiently. If ever a horse tried hard to 
speak, it was Winnie at that moment. I 
went to her side and patted her ; but that 
was not what she wanted. TJien I offered 
to leap into the empty saddle ; but neither 
did that seem good to her : for she ran away 
toward the part of the field at which she had 
been glancing back, and then turned round 
and shook \i«T mtuie) entreating me to follow 
\ her. 
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Upon this I learned from the dying man 
Wjtere to find his apple-tree, and promised 
to add another guinea to the one in store 
for his children ; and so, commending him to 
God, I mounted my own horse again, and, to 
Winnie's great delight, professed myself at 
her service. With her ringing silvery neigh, 
such as no other horse of all I ever knew 
could equal, she at once proclaimed her tri- 
nmph, and told her master (or meant to tell, 
if death should not have closed his ears) 
that she was coming to his aid, and bringing 
one who might be trusted^ of the higher race 
that kill. 

A cannon-bullet (fired low, and plowing 
the marsh slowly) met poor Winnie front to 
front; and she, being a« quick as thought, 
lowered her nose to sniff at it. It might be 
a message from her master, for it made a 
mournfril noise. But luckily for Winnie's 
life, a rise of wet ground took the ball even 
under her very nose, and there it cut a 
splashy groove^ missing her off hind-foot by 
an inch, and scattering black mud over her. 
It frightened me much more than Winnie ; 
of that I am quite certain : because though 
I am firm enough when it comes to a real 
tussle, and the heart of a fellow warms up 
and tells him that he must go through with 
it, yet I never did approve of making a cold 
pie of death. 

Therefore, with those reckless cannons, 
brazen - mouthed, and bellowing, two fur- 
longs off, or it might be more (and the more 
the merrier), I would have given that year's 
hay crop for a bit of a hill, or a thicket of 
oaks, or almost even a badger's earth. Peo- 
ple will call me a coward for this (especially 
when I had made up my mind tftat life was 
not worth having, without any sign of Lor- 
na) ; nevertheless, I can not help it : those 
were my feelings ; and I set them down be- 
cause they made a mark on me. At Glen 
Doone I had fought, even against cannon, 
with some spirit and fury : but now I saw 
nothing to fight about ; but rather in every 
poor doubled corpse a good reason for not 
fighting. So, in cold blood riding on, and 
yet ashamed that a man should shrink where 
a horse went bravely, I cast a bitter blame 
upon the reckless ways of Winnie. 

Nearly all were scattered now. Of the 
noble countrymen (armed with scythe or 
pickaxe, blacksmith's hammer or fold-pitch- 
er), who had stood their ground for hours 
against blazing musketry (from men whom 
they could not get at by reason of the wa- 
ter-dike), and then against the deadly can- 
non, dragged by the Bishop's horses to slaugh- 
ter his own sheep ; of these sturdy English- 
men, noble in their want of sense, scarce 
one out of four remained for the cowards to 
shoot down. " Cross the rhaine," they shout- 
ed out, " cross the rhaine, and coom within 
rache ;" but the other mongrel Britons, with 
a mongrel at their head, found it pleasanter 
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to shoot men who could not shoot in answer, 
than to meet the chance of mischief from 
strong arms and stronger hearts. 

The last scene of this piteous play was 
acting just as I rode up. Broad daylight, 
and upstanding sun, winnowing fog fr^m 
the eastern hills, and spreading the moors 
with freshness; all along the dikes they 
shone, glistened on the willow trunks* and 
touched the banks with a hoary gray. But, 
aJas ! those banks were touched more deep- 
ly with a gory red, aud strewn with fallen 
trunks more woeful than the wreck of trees; 
while howling, cursing, yelling, and the 
loathsome reek of carnage drowned the scent 
of new-mown hay, and the carol of the lark. 

Then the cavalry of the King, with their 
horses at full speed, dashed from either side 
upon the helpless mob of countrymen. A 
few pikes feebly leveled met them ; but they 
shot the pikemen, drew swords, and helter- 
skelter leaped into the shattered and scat- 
tering mass. Bight and left they hacked 
and hewed; I could hear the snapping of 
scythies beneath them, and see the flash of 
their sweeping swords. How it must end 
was plain enough, even to one like myself, 
who had never beheld such a battle before. 
But Winnie led me away to the left ; and as 
I could not help the people, neither stop the , 
slaughter, but found the cannon-buUets com- 
ing very rudely nigh me, I was only too glad . 
to follow her. 



CHAPTER LXV. 

FALUKG AMONG LAMBS. 

That faithful creature, whom I began to 
admire as if she were my own (which is no 
little thing for a man to say of another man's 
horse), stopped in front of a low black shed 
such as we call a *^ linhay." And here she 
uttered a little greeting in a subdued and 
softened voice, hoping to obtain an answer 
such as her master was wont to give in a 
cheery manner. Receiving no reply, she en- 
tered, and I (who could scarce keep up with 
her, poor Eickums being weary) leaped from 
his back, and followed. There I found her 
snifSng gently, but with great emotion, at 
the body of Tom Faggus. A corpse poor 
Tom appeared to be, if ever there was one in 
this world ; and I turned away, and felt un- 
able to keep altogether from weeping. But : 
the mare either could not understand, or else 
would not believe it. She reached her long : 
neck forth, and felt him with her under lip, - 
passiug it over his skin as softly as a mother , 
would do to an infant; and then she looked 
up at me again, as much as to say, "He is 
all right." 

Upon this I took courage, and handled 
poor Tom, wbicli \i^\\i% -^ova^^^V^ft^^^^^sA. 
at ftrat to ^lo. "Ba ^gco«Qft^^«c^ \s5#fi^3»isi "^^^^ 
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rais^ bim np; and there was the wonnd, a 
grea-t savage one (whether from pike-thrust 
or musket-hall), gaping and welling in his 
right side, from which a piece seemed to he 
torn away. I hound it up with some of my 
linen, so far as I knew how, just to stauncli 
the flow of hlood until we could get a doc- 
tor. Then I gave him a little weak brandy- 
aud-water, which he drank with the great- 
est eagbrnesS; and made sign to me for more 
of it. But not knowing how far it was right 
to give cordial under the circumstances, I 
handed him unmixed water that time, think- 
ing that he was too far gone to perceive the 
difference. But herein I wronged Tom Fag- 
gns, for he shook his head and frowned at 
me. Even at the door of death he would 
not drink what Adam drank, by whom came 
death into the world. So I gave him a lit- 
tle more eau-de-vie, and he took it most sub- 
missively. 

After that he seemed better, and a little 
color came into his cheeks ; and he looked at 
Winnie and knew her, and would have her 
nose in his clammy hand, though I thought 
it not good for either of them. With the 
stay of my arm he sat upright, and faintly 
looked about him, as if at the end of a vio- 
lent dream, too much for his power of mind. 
Then he managed to whisper, "Is Winnie 
hurt ?" 

" As sound as a roach," I answered. " Then 
so am I," said he ; " put me upon her back, 
John ; she and I die together." 

Surprised as I was at this fatalism (for so 
it appeared to me), of which he had often 
shown symptoms before (but I took them 
for mere levity), now I knew not what to 
do ; for it seemed to me a murderous thing 
to set such a man on horseback, where he 
must surely bleed to death, even if he could 
keep the saddle. But he told me with many 
breaks and pauses, that unless I obeyed his 
orders, he would tear off all my bandages, 
and accept no further aid from me. 

While I was yet hesitating, a storm of 
horse at full gallop went by, tearing, swear- 
ing, bearing away all the country before 
them. Only a little pollard hedge kept us 
from their bloodshot eyes. "Now is the 
time," said my cousin Tom, so far as I could 
make out his words ; " on their heels I am 
safe, John, if I only have Winnie under me. 
Winnie and I die together." 

Seeing this strong bent of his mind, strong- 
er than any pains of death, I even did what 
his feeble eyes sometimes implored, and some- 
times commanded. With a strong sash from 
his own hot neck, bound and twisted tight 
as wax around his damaged waist, I set him 
upon Winnie's back, and placed his trem- 
bling feet in stirrups, with a band from one 
to other under the good mare's body, so that 
no swerve conld throw him out ; and then I 
aald^ ^'Lean forward j Tom ; it will stop youx I 
bart &om bleeding/' He leaned almost on\ 



the neck of the mare, which, as I knew must 
close the wound ; and the light of his eyes 
was quite different, and the pain- of his fore- 
head unstrung itself, as he felt the undulons 
readiness of her volatile paces under him. 

" God bless you, John, I am safe," he whis- 
pered, fearing to open his lungs much ; " who 
can come near my Winnie mare ? A mile of 
her gallop is ten years of life. Look out for 
yourself, John Eidd." He sucked his lips, 
and the mare went off as easy and swift as 
a swallow. 

" Well," thought I, as I looked at Kicknms, 
ignobly cropping a bit of grass, " I have done 
a very good thing, no doubt, and ought to 
be thankful to God for the chance. But as 
for getting away unharmed, with all these 
scoundrels about me, a^d only a foundered 
horse to trust in — good and spiteful as he 
is — upon the whole, I begin to think that I 
have made a fool of myself, according to my 
habit. No wonder Tom said, * Look out for 
yourself!' I shall look out from a prison 
window, or perhaps even out of a halteiu 
And then, what will Lorna think of me t" 

Being in this wistful mood, I resolved to 
abide a while even where fate had thrown 
me; for my horse required good rest, no 
doubt, and was taking it even while he croj)- 
ped, with his hind-legs far away stretche^l 
out, and his fore-legs gathered under him, 
and his muzzle on the mole-hills ; so that he 
had five supportings from his mother earth. 
Moreover, the linhay itself was full of very 
ancient cow -dung, than which there is no 
balmier and more maiden soporific. Hence 
I resolved, upon the whole, though grieving 
about breakfast, to light a pipe, and go to 
sleep, or at least until the hot sun should 
arouse the flies. 

I may have slept three hours, or four, or 
it might be even five — for I never counted 
time while sleeping — when a shaking, more 
rude than the old landlady's, brought me 
back to the world again. I looked up with 
a mighty yawn, and saw twenty or so of 
foot-soldiers. 

" This linhay is not yours," I said, when 
they had quite aroused me, with tongue, 
and hand, and even sword -prick; "what 
business have you here, good fellows ?" 

" Business bad for yoU)" said one, " and 
will lead you to the gallows." 

"Do you wish to know the "way out 
a^in t" I asked, very quietly, as being no 
braggadocia. 

" We will show thee the way ont," said 
one, " and the way out of the world," said 
another; "but not the way to heaven," said 
oue chap, most unlikely to know it ; and 
thereupon they all fell wagging, like a bed 
of clover-leaves in the morning, at their own 
choice humor. 

" Will you pile your arms outside," I said, 
" and try a bit of fair play with me T" 

■poi 1 ^Aiijya^tft^ >i»!aft«b TKvi^Ti ^kVafi^tely, and 



LORNA DOONE. 



d43 



TV^as fain to teach them a lesson ; they were 
eo unchristian in appearance, having faces 
of a coffee color, and dirty beards half over 
them. Moreover, their dress was outrageous, 
and their address still worse. However, I 
had wiser let them alone, as will appear 
afterward. These savage - looking fellows 
laughed at the idea of my having any chance 
against some twenty of them, but I knew 
that the place was in my favor ; for my part 
df it had been fenced off (for weaning a calf 
fnost likely), so that only two could come at 
me at once ; and I must be very much out 
of training, if I could not manage two of 
them. Therefore I laid aside my carbine 
and the two horse -pistols; and they, with 
many coarse jokes at me, went a little way 
' outside, and set their weapons against the 
wall, and turned up their coat-sleeves jaunt- 
fly, and then began to hesitate. 

" Go you first, Bob," I heard them say ; 
^ you are the biggest man of us ; and Dick 
the wrestler along of you. Us will back 
yon up, boy." 

" m warrant IHl draw the badger," said 
Bob, " and not a tooth will I leave him. 
But mind, for the honol: of Kirke's lambs, 
every man stands me a glass of gin." Then 
he and another man made a rush, and the 
others came double -quick -march on their 
heels. But as Bob ran at me most stupidly, 
not even knowing how to place his hands, 
I caught him with my knuckles at the back 
of his neck, and with all the sway of my 
right arm sent him over the heads of his 
comrades. Meanwhile Dick the wrestler 
had grappled me, expecting to show off his 
art, of which indeed he had some small 
knowledge; but being quite of the light 
weights, in a second he was flying after his 
companion Bob. 

Now these two men were hurt so badly, 
the light one having knocked his head 
against the lintel of the outer gate, that the 
rest had no desire to encounter the like mis- 
fortune. So they hung back whispering; 
and before they had made up their minds, I 
rushed into the midst of them. , The sudden- 
ness and the weight of my onset took them 
wholly by surprise; and for once in their 
lives, perhaps, Kirke's lambs were worthy 
of their name. Like a flock of sheep at a 
dog's attack, they fell away, hustling one 
another, and my only difficulty was not to 
tumble over them. 

I had taken my carbine out with me, hav- 
ing a fondness for it, but the two horse-pis- 
tols I left behind ; and therefore felt good 
title to take two from the magazine of the 
iambs. And with these and my carbine I 
leaped, upon Kiokums, who was now quite 
glad of a gallop again, and I bade adieu to 
that mongrel lot; yet they had the mean- 
ness to shoot at me. Thanking Grod for my 
deliverance (inasmuch as those men would 
have Strang me up &om a pollard ash with- 



out trial, as I heard them tell one another^ 
and saw the tree they had settled upon), I 
ventured to go rather fast on my way, with 
doubt and uneasiness urging me. And now 
my way was home again. Nobody could 
say but what I had done my duty, and res- 
cued Tom (if he could be rescued) frdm the 
mischief into which his own perverseness 
and love of change (rather than deep relig- 
ions convictions, to which our Annie ascribed 
his outbreak) had led, or seemed likely to 
lead him. And how proud would my moth- 
er be; and — ah! well, there was nobody 
else to be proud of me now. 

But while thinking these things, and de- 
siring my breakfast beyond any power of 
describing, and even beyond my remem- 
brance^ I fell into another fold of lambs, from 
which there was no exit. These, like true 
crusaders, met me, swaggering very hearti- 
ly, and with their barrels of cider set, like so 
many cannons, across the road, over against 
a small hostel. 

" We have won the victory, my lord King, 
and we mean to enjoy it. Down from thy 
horse, and have a stoup of cider, thou big 
rebel." 

" No rebel am I. My name is John Ridd. 
I belong to the side of the King, and I want 
some breakfast." 

These fellows were truly hospitable ; that 
much I will say for them. Being accustom- 
ed to Arab ways, they could toss a grill, op 
fritter, or the inner meaning of an egg, into 
any form they pleased, comely and very good 
to eat ; and it led me to think of Annie. So 
I made the rarest breakfast any man might 
hope for, after all his troubles ; and getting 
on with these brown fellows better than 
could be expected, I craved permission to 
light a pipe, if not disagreeable. Hearing 
this, they roared at me with a superior laugh- 
ter, and asked me whether or not I knew the 
tobacco-leaf from the chick-weed ; and when 
I was forced to answer no, not having gone 
into the subject, but being content with any 
thing brown, they clapped me on the back 
and swore they had never seen any one like 
me. Upon the whole, this pleased me much, 
for I do not wish to be taken always as of 
the common pattern ; and so we smoked ad- 
mirable tobacco — for they would not have 
any of mine, though very courteous concern- 
ing it — and I was beginning to understand 
a little of what they told me, when up came 
those confounded lambs who had shown 
more tail than head to me in the linhay, as 
I mentioned. 

Now these men upset every thing. Hav- 
ing been among wrestlers so much as my 
duty compelled me to be, and having learned 
the necessity of the rest which follows the 
conflict, and the right of discussion which 
all people have who ^vv^ ^^'^^ «cs:^<iscsRRk \» 
\ enter •, aii^\io^ ^Jafirj c^i\x\\i^<5i>05^&xvsgo5^^'«^ 
I their wiadom, xi^wi ^;^clft m«CL -sjfaa V^X^Jii^^-t' 
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ed, until he forgets all the work he did, and 
begins to think that they did it ; having 
some knowledge of this sort of thing, and 
the flnx of minds swimming in liquor, I fore- 
saw a brawl as plainly as if it were Bear 
Street in Barnstaple. 

And a brawl there was, without any error, 
except of the men who hit their friends, and 
those who defended their enemies. My part- 
ners in breakfast and beer-can swore that I 
was no prisoner, but the best and most loyal 
subject, and the finest -hearted fellow they 
had ever the luck to meet with. Whereas 
the men from the linhay swore that I was a 
rebel miscreant ; and have me they would, 
with a rope's - end ready, in spite df every 
[violent language] who had got drunk at 
my expense, and been misled by my [strong 
word] lies. 

While this fight was going on (and its 
mere occurrence shows, perhaps, that my 
conversation in those days was not entirely 
despicable — else why should my ifiew friends 
fight for me, when I had paid for the ale, 
and therefore won the wrong tense of grati- 
tude ?), it was in my power at any moment 
to take horse and go. And this would have 
been my wisest plan, and a very great sav- 
ing of money ; but somehow I felt as if it 
would be a mean thing to slip off so. Even 
while I was hesitating, and the men were 
breaking each other*s heads, a superior offi- 
cer rode up with his sword drawn and bis 
face on fire. 

" What, my lambs, my lambs !" he cried, 
smiting with the flat of his sword ; ^' is this 
how you waste my time and my purse, when 
you ought to be catching a hundred prison- 
ers, worth ten pounds apiece to me f Who 
is this young bellow we have here ? Speak 
up, sirrah ; what are thou, and how much 
will thy good mother pay for thee V* 

"My mother will pay naught for me," I 
answered; while the lambs fell back, and 
glowered at one another; "so please your 
worship, I am no rebel, but an honest farm- 
er, and well proved of loyalty." 

" Ha, ha I a farmer art thou ? Those fel- 
lows always pay the best. Good farmer, 
come to yon barren tree ; thou shalt make it 
fruitful." 

Colonel Kirke made a sign to his men, 

and before I could think of resistance stout 

new ibpes wete flung around me ; and with 

three men or either side I was led along very 

painfully. And now I saw, and repented 

deeply of my careless folly in stopping with 

those boon-companions, instead of being far 

away. But the newness of their manners 

to me, and their mode of regarding the world 

(differing so much from mine own), as well 

as the flavor of their tobacco, had made me 

guite forget my duty to the farm and to 

myself. Yet methoaght they would be ten- 

der to me, after all our speeches : how, then, 

»ratf I disappointed, when the men who had 






drunk my beer drew on those grievous ropes 
twice as hard as the men I had been at strife 
with ! Yet this may have been from no ill- 
will, but simply that, having fallen under 
suspicion of laxity, they were compelled, in 
self-defense, now to be overzealous. 

Nevertheless, however pure and godly 
might be their motives, I beheld myself in a 
grievous case, aud likely to get the worst 
of it. For the face of the Colonel was hard 
and stern as a block of bog-wood oak ; and 
though the men might pity me, and think 
me unjustly executed, yet they must obey 
their orders, or themselves be put to death. 
Therefore I addressed myself to the Colonel 
in a most ingratiating manner, begging him 
not to sully the glory of bis victory, and 
dwelling upon my pure innocence, and even 
good service to our lord the King. But Col- 
onel Kirke only gave command that I should 
be smitten in the mouth, which office Bob, 
whom I had flung so hard out of the linhay, 
performed with great zeal and efficiency. 
But being aware of the coming smack, I 
thrust forth a pair of teeth ; upon which the 
knuckles of my good friend made a melan- 
choly shipwreck. 

It is not in my power to tell half the 
thoughts that moved me when we came 
to the fatal tree, and saw two men hang- 
ing there already, as innocent, perhaps, as 
I was, and henceforth entirely harmless. 
Though ordered by the Colonel to look 
steadfastly upon them, I could not bear to 
do so; upon which he callM me a paltry 
coward, and promised my breeches to any 
man who would spit upon my countenance. 
This vile thing Bob, being angered perhaps 
by the smarting wound of his knuckles, 
bravely stepped forward to do for me, trust- 
ing, no doubt, to the rope I was led with. 
But, unluckily as it proved for him, my 
right arm was free for a moment ; and there- 
with I dealt him such a blow that he nev^ 
spake again. For this thing I have often 
grieved ; but the provocation was very sore 
to the pride of a young man, and I trust that 
Ood has forgiven me. At the sound and 
sight of that bitter stroke, the other men 
drew back; and Colonel Kirke, now black 
in the face with fury and vexation, gave 
orders for to shoot me, and cast me into the 
ditch hard by. The men raised their pieces 
and pointed at me, waiting for the word 
to fire ; and I, being quite overcome by the 
hurry of these events, and quite unprepared 
to die yet, could only think all upside down 
about Loma, and my mother, and wonder ^ 
what each would say to it. I spread my 
hands before my eyes, not being so brave as * 
some men, and hoping, in some foolish way, 
to cover my heart with my elbows. I heard 
the breath of all around, as if my skull were 
a sounding-board, and knew even how the 
di££etQ\it) iiieii were fingering their triggers. 
And a coVd ^^^vk\>'^ato^<b ^ v^^t \xv^««a the 
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Colonel, prolonging his enjoyment, began 
slowly to say, " Fire." 

But whUe he was yet dwelling on the 
" F," the hoofs of a horse dashed out on the 
road, and horse and horseman flung them- 
' selves betwixt me and the gun muzzles. 
So narrowly was I saved that one man could 
not check his trigger ; his musket went off, 
and the ball struck the horse on the withers, 
and scared him exceedingly. He began to 
lash out with his heels all around, and the 
Colonel was glad to keep clear of him ; and 
the men made excuse to lower their guns, 
not really wishing to shoot me. 

"How now. Captain Stickles?" cried 
Kirke, the more angry because he had 
shown his cowardice; "dare you, sir, to 
come betwixt me and my lawful prison- 
er?" 

" Nay, hearken one moment, Colonel," re- 
plied my old Mend Jeremy ; and his dam- 
aged Yoiee was the sweetest sound I had 
heard for many a day ; " for your own sakie, 
hearken." He looked so full of momentous 
tidings, that Colonel Kiike made a sign to 
his men not to shoot me till further orders ; 
and then he went aside with Stickles, so 
that in spite of all my anxiety I could not 
catch what passed between them. But I 
fancied that the name of the Lord Chief- 
justice Jeflfreys was spoken more than once, 
and with emphasis and deference. 

" Then I leave him in your hands. Cap- 
tain Stickles," said Kirke at last, so that all 
might hear him ; and though the news was 
80 good for me, the smile of baffled malice 
made his dark face look most hideous ; " and 
I shall hold you answerable for the custody 
of this prisoner." 

" Colonel Kirke, I will answer for him," 
Master Stickles replied, with a grave bow, 
and one hand on his breast; "John Ridd, 
yon are my prisoner. Follow me, John 
Kidd." 

Upon that, those precious lambs flocked 
away, leaving the rope still around me ; and 
some were glad, and some were sorry, not to 
see me swinging. Being free of my arms 
again, I touched my hat to Colonel Kirke 
as became his rank and experience; but 
he did not condescend to return my short 
salutation, having espied in the distance 
a prisoner out of whom he might make 
money. 

I wrung the hand of Jeremy Stickles, for 
his truth and goodness j and he almost wept 
(for since his wound he had been a weak- 
ened man) as he answered, "Turn for turn, 
John. You saved my life from the Doones ; 
and by the mercy of God, I have saved you 
£rom a far worse company. Let your sister 
Annie know it." 



CHAPTER LXVL 

^ eiJITABLB DEVOnON. 

Now Kickums was not like Winnie, any 
more than a man is like a woman ; and so 
he had not followed my fortunes, except at 
his own distance. No doubt but what he 
felt a certain interest in me ; but his inter- 
est was not devotion; and ms^n might go 
his way and be hanged, rather than horse 
would meet hardship. Therefore, seeing 
things to be bad, and his master involved 
in trouble, what did this horse do but start 
for the ease and comfort of Plover^s Bar- 
rows, and the plentiful ration of oats abid- 
ing in his own manger. For this I do not 
blame him. It is the manner of mankind. 

But I could not help being very uneasy at 
the thought of my mother's discomfort and 
worry, when she should spy this good horse 
coming home, without any master or rider, 
and I almost hoped that he might be caught 
(although he was worth at least twenty 
pounds) by some of the King's troopers, rath- 
er than And his way home, and spread dis- 
tress among our people. Yet, knowing his 
nature, I doubted if any could catch, or, 
catching, would keep him. 

Jeremy Stickles assured me, as we took the 
road to Bridgewater, that the only chance 
for my life (if I still refused to fly) was to 
obtain an order forthwith for my dispatch 
to London as a suspected person indeed, 
bnt not found in open rebellion, and be- 
lieved to be under the patronage of the great 
Lord Jeffreys. " For," said he, " in a few 
hours' time you would fall into the hands 
of Lord Feversham, who has won this fight, 
without seeing it, atid who has returned to 
bed again, to have his breakfast more com- 
fortably. Now he may not be quite so sav- 
age, perhaps, as Colonel Kirke, nor find so 
much sport in gibbeting; but he is equal- 
ly pitiless, and his price no doubt would be 
higher." 

"I will pay no price whatever," I an- 
swered, "neither will I fly. An hour agone 
I would have fled for the sake of my mother 
and the farm. But now that I have been 
taken prisoner, and my name is known, if 
I fly, the farm is forfeited ; and my mother 
and sister must starve. Moreover, ^ have 
done no harm; I have borne no weapons 
against the King, nor desired the success of 
his enemies. I like not that the son of a 
bona-roba should be King of England, nei- 
ther do I count the papists any worse than 
we are. If they have aught to try me for, I 
will stand my trial." 

" Then to London thou must go, my son. 
There is no such thing as trial here; we 
hang the good folk without it, which saves 
them much anxiety. But quicken thy step, 
good John; I have influence with Lord 
Churchill, asi'^L^^ xol\\&\» ^^tsiccvj^^Xsi ^!Rfo\&ss^ 
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Churchill is a man of sense, and imprisons 
nothing but his money." 

We were lucky enough to find this noble- 
man, who has since become so famous by his 
foreign victories. He received us with great 
civility ; and looked at me with much iuter- 
est, being a tall and fine young man himself, 
but not to compare with me in size, although 

,far better favored. I liked his face well 
enough, but thought there was something 
false about it. He put me a few keen ques- 
tions, such as a man not assured of honesty 
might have found hard to answer ; and he 
stood in a very upright attitude, making the 
most of his figure. 

I saw nothing to be proud of, at the mo- 
ment, in this interview ; but since the great 
Duke of Marlborough rose to the top of glo- 
ry, I have tried to jemember more about him 
than my conscience quite backs up. How 
should I know that this man would be fore- 
most of our kiugdom in five -and -twenty 
years or so f and not knowing, why should I 

. heed him, except for my own pocket f Nev- 
ertheless, I have been so cross-questioned — 
far worse than by young Lord Churchill — 
about His Grace the Duke of Marlborough, 
and what he said to me, and what I said 
then, and how His Grace replied to that, 
and whether he smiled like another man, or 
screwed up his lips like a button (as our 
parish tailor said of him), and whether I 
knew from the turn of his nose that no 
Frenchman could stand before him, all these 
inquiries have worried me so ever since the 
battle of Blenheim, that if tailors would 
only print upon waistcoats, I would give 
double price for a vest bearing this inscrip- 
tion, ^'No information can be given about 
the Duke of Marlborough." 

Now this good Lord Churchill — ^for one 
might call him good, by comparison with 
the very bad people around him — ^granted 
without any long hesitation the order for 
my safe deliverance to the Court of King's 
Bench at Westminster; and Stickles, who 
had to report in Loudon, was empowered to 
convey me, and made answerable for pro- 
ducing me. This arrangement would have 
been entirely to my liking, although the 
time of year was bad for leaving Plover's 
Barrows so ; but no man may quite choose 
his times ; and on the whole I would have 
been quite content to visit London, if my 
mother could be warned that nothing was 
amiss with me, only a mild, and, as one 
might say, nominal captivity. And to pre- 
vent her anxiety, I did my best to send a 
letter through good Sergeant Bloxham, of 
whom I heard as quartered with Dumbar- 
ton's regiment at Chedzuy. But that reg- 
iment was away in pursuit; and I was 
forced to intrust my letter to a man who 
said that he knew him, and accepted a 

shilling to see to it, 
For fear of any anpleasant change, \ve 



set forth at once for London; and truly 
thankful may I be that God in His mercy 
spared me the sight of the cruel and bloody 
work with which the whole country reeked 
and howled during the next fortnight. I 
have heard things that set my hair on end,« 
and made me loathe good meat for days; 
but I made a point of setting down only 
the things which I saw done; and in this 
particular case not many will quarrel with 
my decision. Enough, therefore, that we 
rode on (for Stickles had found me a horse 
at last) a^ far as Wells, where we slept that 
night ; and being joined in the morning by 
several troopers and orderlies, we made a 
slow but safe journey to London by way of 
Bath and Reading. 

The sight of London warmed my heart 
with various emotions, such as a cordial 
man must draw from the heart of all hu- 
manity. Here there are quick ways aud 
manners, and the rapid sense of knowledge, 
and the power of understanding, ere a word 
be spoken. Whereas at Oare you must say 
a thing three times, very slowly, before it 
gets inside the skull of the good man yon 
are addressing. And yet we are far more 
clever there than in any parish for fifteen 
miles. 

But what moved me most, when I saw 
again the noble oil and tallow of the Lon« 
don lights, and the dripping torches at al- 
most every comer, and the handsome sign- 
boards, was the thought that here my Lor- 
na lived, and walked, aud took the air, and 
perhaps thought now and then of the old 
days in the good farm-house. Although I 
would make no approach to her, any more 
than she had done to me (upon which grief 
I have not dwelt, for fear of seeming self- 
ish), yet there must be some large chance, 
or the little chance might be enlarged, of 
falling in with the maiden somehow, and 
learning how her mind was set. If against 
me, all should be over. I was not the man 
to sigh and cry for love like a Romeo ; none 
should even guess my grief except my sister 
Annie. 

But if Loma loved me still — as in my 
heart of hearts I hoped — then would I for 
no one care, except her own delicious self. 
Rank and title, wealth and grandeur, all 
should go to the winds before they scared 
me from my own true-love. 

Thinking thus, I went to bed in the ceu'* 
tre of London town, and was bitten so griev" 
ously by creatures whose name is " Legion," 
mad with the delight of getting a whole- 
some farmer among them, that verily I was 
ashamed to walk in the courtly parts of the 
town next day, having lumps upon my face 
of the size of a pickling walnut. The land- 
lord said that this was nothing ; and that he 
expected, in two days at the utmost, a very 
fresh young Irishman, for whom they would 
, a\l ioTsa^^ "mfe. "5^«k\et\Jafe\«aa,I declined to 
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■wait, unless be could find me a bay-rick to 
sleep in ; for tbe insects of grass only tickle. 
Ho assured me tbat no hay-rick could now 
"be found in London; upon which I was 
forced to leave him, and with mutual es- 
teem we parted. 

The next night I had better luck, being 
Introduced to a decent widow of very high 
Scotch origin. That house was swept and 
garnished so, that not a bit was left to eat 
for either man or insect. The change of 
air having made me hungry, I wanted some- 
thing after supper, being quite ready to pay 
for it, and showing my purse as a symptom. 
But the face of Widow MacAlister, when I 
proposed to have some more food, was a 
thing to be drawn (if it could be drawn 
further) by our new caricaturist. 

Therefore I left her also, for liefer would 
I be eaten myself than have nothing to eat ; 
and so I came back to my old furrier ; the 
which was a thoroughly hearty man, and 
welcomed me to my room again, with two 
shillings added to the rent, in the joy of his 
heart at seeing me. Being under parole to 
Mxister Stickles, I only went out betwixt 
certain hours ; because I was accounted as 
liable to be called upon, for what purpose 
I knew not, but hoped it might be a good 
one. I felt it a loss, and a hinderance to 
me, that I was so bound to remain at home 
during the session of the courts of law ; for 
thereby the chance of ever beholding Lorn a 
was very greatly contracted, if not altogeth- 
er annihilated. For these were the very 
hours in which the people of fashion and 
the high world were wont to appear to the 
rest of mankind, so as to encourage them. 
And of course by this time the Lady Lorna 
was high among people of fashion, and was 
not likely to be seen out of fashionable 
hours. It is trae that there were some 
places of expensive entertainment, at which 
the better sort of mankind might be seen 
and studied, in their hours of relaxation, by 
those of the lower order, who could pay suf- 
ficiently. But alas, my money was getting 
low ; and the privilege of seeing my betters 
was more and more denied to me, as my cash 
drew shorter. For a man must have a good 
coat, at least, and the pockets not wholly 
empty, before he can look at those whom 
God has created for his ensample. 

Hence, and from many other causes — ^part 
of which was my own pride — it happened 
that I abode in London betwixt a month 
and five weeks' time, ere ever I saw Lorna. 
It seemed unfit that I should go and way- 
lay her, and spy on her, and say (or mean to 
say), " Lo, here is your poor faithful farmer, 
a man who is unworthy of you, by means 
of his common birth, and yet who dares to 
crawl across your path, that you may pity 
him. For God's sake show a little pity, 
though you may not feel it." Such behavior 
might be comely in « Jove-Iom boy, a page 



to some grand princess ; but I, John Bidd, 
would never stoop to the lowering of love so. 

Nevertheless I heard of Lorna from my 
worthy furrier almost every day, and with 
a fine exaggeration. This honest man was 
one of those who, in virtue of their trade^ 
and nicety of behavior, are admitted into 
noble life, to take measurements and show 
patterns. And while so doing, they contrive 
to acquire what is to the English mind at 
once the most important and most interest- 
ing of all knowledge — ^the science of being 
able to talk about the titled people. So my 
furrier (whose name was Ramsack), having 
to make robes for peers, and cloaks for their 
wives and otherwise, knew the great folk, 
sham or real, as well as he knew a fox or 
skunk from a wolverene skin. 

And when, with some fencing and foils of 
inquiry, I hinted about Lady Lorna Dugal, 
the old man's face became so pleasant that 
I knew her birth must be wondrous high. 
At this ray own countenance fell, I suppose 
— for the better she was born, the harder 
she would be to marry-^and mistaking my 
object, he took me up. 

'^Perhaps you think, Master Eidd, that 
because her ladyship, Lady Lorna Dugal, is 
of Scottish origin, therefore her birth is not 
as high as of our English nobility. If yoi^ 
think so, you are wrong, sir. She comes not 
of the sandy Scotch race, with high cheek- 
bones and raw shoulder-blades, who set up 
pillars in their court -yards, but she comes 
of the very best Scotch blood, descended 
from the Norsemen. Her mother was of the 
very noblest race, the Lords of Lome ; high- 
er even than the great Argyle, who has late- 
ly made a sad mistake, and paid for it most 
sadly. And her father was descended from 
t<he King Dugal, who fought against Alexan- 
der the Great. No, no, Master Eidd, none 
of your promiscuous blood, such as runs in 
the veins of half our modern peerage." 

" Why should you trouble yourself about 
it. Master Eamsack ?" I replied : '^ let them 
all go their own ways ; and let us all look 
up to them, whether they come by hook or 
crook." 

** Not at all, not at all, my lad. That is 
not the way to regard it. We look up at 
the well-born men, and sideways at the base- 
born." 

" Then we are all base-bom ourselves. I 
will look up to no man, except for what 
himself has done." 

" Come, Master Eidd, you might be lashed 
from Newgate to Tyburn and back again, 
once a week, for a twelvemonth, if some 
people heard you. Keep your tongue more 
close, young man, or here you lodge no lon- 
ger; albeit I love your company, which 
smells ta me of the hay-field. Ah I I have 
not seen a hay -field for uinft-^w^Sc-V^^Bc^s^ 
yeaia, 36\iTi 'Ki^^. IV'^^ e.\v^sfc5s.m^>^06s«s^ 
\ me at \iom^ e»^ers ^«^ <il\^^<6 ^oaassNsst? 
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" Spread yonr furs on the hay-cocks," I 
answered, very boldly ; " the indoor moth 
can not abide the presence of the outdoor 



ff 



ones. 

" Is it so ?" he answered : " I never thought 
of that before. And yet I have known such 
strange things happen in the way of fur, 
that I can well believe it. If you only 
knew, John Eidd, the way in which they 
lay their eggs, aud how they work tail-fore- 
most — " 

" Tell me nothing of the kind," I replied, 
with equal confidence : " they can not work 
tail- foremost ; and they have no tails to 
work with." For I knew a little about 
grubs, and the ignorance concerning them, 
which we have no right to put up with. 
However, not to go into that (for the argu- 
ment lasted a fortnight ; and then was only 
come so far as to begin again). Master Ran^ 
sack soon convinced me of the things I knew 
already — ^the excellence of Lorna's birth, as 
well as her lofty place at Court, and beauty, 
and wealth, and elegance. But all these 
only made me sigh, and wish that I were 
born to them. 

From Master Ramsack I discovered that 
the nobleman to whose charge Lady Lorna 
had been committed by the Court of Chan- 
cery, was Earl Brandir of Lochawe, her poor 
mother's uncle. For the Countess of Dugal 
was daughter, and only child, of the last Lord 
Lome, whose sister had married Sir Ensor 
Doone ; while he himself had married the 
sister of Earl Brandir. This nobleman had 
a country house near the village of Kensing- 
ton: and here his niece dwelt with him, 
when she was not in attendance on Her 
Majesty the Queen, who had taken a liking 
to her. Now since the King had begun to 
attend the celebration of mass in the chapel 
at Whitehall — and not at Westminster Ab- 
bey, as our gossips had averred — he had 
given order that the doors should be thrown 
open, so that all who could make interest 
to get into the antechamber might see this 
form of worship. Master Ramsack told me 
that Lorna was there almost every Sunday ; 
their Majesties being most anxious to have 
the presence of all the nobility of the Cath- 
olic persuasion, so as to make a goodly 
show. And the worthy furrier, having in- 
fluence with the door-keepers, kindly obtain- 
ed admittance for me, one Sunday, into the 
antechamber. 

Here I took care to be in waiting, before 
the Royal procession entered ; but being un- 
known, and of no high rank, I was not allow- 
ed to stand forward among the better peo- 
ple, but ordered back into a corner very dark 
and dismal ; the verger remarking, with a 
grin, that I could see over all other heads, 
and must not set my own so high. Being 
^ghtened to £nd myaelf among so many 



people of great rank and gorgeous apparel, Wards tliafe ^^ <io\3[\!^ "^o^ TiQTkft bu 
I blushed at the notice drawn upon me \>y\ Doone. liOXViai'Dwsii^k oi m^ ««e\.^ 



this uncourteons fellow, and silently fell bao^ 
into the comer by the hangings. 

You may suppose that my heart beat high 
when the King and Queen appeared and en- 
tered, followed by the Duke of Norfolk bear- 
ing the sword of stat«, and by several other 
noblemen and people of repute. Then the 
doors of the chapel were thrown wide open ; 
and though I could only see a little, being 
in the comer so, I thought that it was beau- 
tiful. Bowers of rich sUk were there, and 
plenty of metal shining, and polished wood 
with lovely carving; flowers, too, of the 
noblest kind, and candles made by some- 
body who had learned how to clarify tallow. 
This last thing amazed me more than aU; 
for our dips never will come clear, melt the 
mutton-fat how you will. And methought 
that this hanging of flowers about was a 
very pretty thing ; for if a man can worship 
God best of all beneath a tree, as the natural 
instinct is, surely when, by fault of climate, 
the tree would be too apt to drip, the very 
best make-believe is to have enough and to 
spare of flowers ; which to the dwellers in 
London seem to have grown on the tree de- 
nied them. • 

Be that as it may, when the King and 
Queen crossed the threshold; a mighty flour- 
ish of trumpets arose, and a waving of ban- 
ners. The Knights of the Garter (whoever 
they be) were to attend that day in state ; 
and some went in, and some staid out, and it 
made me think of the diflerence betwixt the 
ewes and the wethers. For the ewes will 
go wherever you lead them ; but the wethers 
will not, having strong opinions, and mean- 
ing to abide by them. And one man I no- 
ticed was of the wethers, to wit, the Duke 
of Norfolk, who stopped outside with the 
sword of state, like $t beadle with a rap- 
ping-rod. This has taken more to tell than 
the time it happened in. For after all the 
men were gone, some to this side, some to 
that, according to their feelings, a number 
of laidies, beautifully dressed, being of the 
Queen's retinue, began to enter, and were 
stared iat three times as much as the men 
had been. And indeed they were worth 
looking at (which men never are, to my 
ideas, when they trick themselves with gew- 
gaws), but none was so well worth eye-serv- 
ice as my own beloved Lorna. She entered 
modestly and shyly, with her eyes upon the 
ground, knowing the rudeness of the gal- 
lants, and the large sum she was priced at 
Her dress was of the purest white, very 
sweet and simple, without a line of orna- 
ment, for she herself adorned it. The way 
she walked, and touched her skirt (rather 
than seemed to hold it up), with a white 
hand bearing one red rose, this, and her 
stately supple neck, and the flowing of her 
hair^ would show at a distance of a hundred 

but Lorna 
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the days when she blashed for her name be- 
fore me, by reason of dishonesty ; bat now 
the Lady Loma Dugal; as far beyond re- 
proach as above my poor affection. All my 
heart and all my mind gathered themselves 
upon her. Would she see me, or would she 
pass f Was there instinct in our love ? 

By some strange chance she saw me. Or 
was it through our destiny f . While with 
oyes kept sedulously on the marble floor, to 
ahun the weight of admiration thrust too 
boldly on them, while with shy quick steps 
she passed, some one (perhaps with pui'pose) 
trod on the skirt of her clear white dress; 
with the quickness taught her by many a 
scene of danger, she looked up, and her eyes 
met mine. 

As I gazed upon her steadfastly, yearning- 
ly, yet with some reproach, and more of pride 
than humility^ she made me one of the court- 
ly bows which I do so much detest; yet 
even that was sweet and graceful when my 
Loma did It. But the color of her pure 
clear cheeks was nearly as deep as that of 
my own, when she went on for the rel^ious 
Tvork. And the shining of her eye^was 
owing to an unpaid debt of tears. 

Upon the whole, I was satisfied. Lorn a 
bad seen me, and had not (according to the 
phrase of the high world then) even tried to 
'* cut '' me. Whether this low phrase is born 
of their own stupid meanness, or whether it 
comes of necessity exercised on a man with- 
out money, I know not, and I care not. But 
one thing I know right well; any man who 
^^ cuts '' a man (except for vice or meanness) 
should be quartered without quarter. 

All these proud thoughts rose within me 
as the lovely form of Lorna went inside, 
and was no more seen. And then I felt 
how coarse I was; how apt to think strong 
thoughts, and so on ; without brains to bear 
me out : even as a hen's egg laid, without 
enough of lime, and looking only a poor 
jelly. 

Nevertheless, I waited on, as my usual 
manner is. For to be beaten while running 
away, is ten times worse than to face it out, 
and toke it, and have done with it. So at 
least I have always found, because of re- 
proach of conscience: and all the things 
those clever people carried on inside at 
large made me long for our Parson Bowden 
that he might know how to act. 

While I stored up in my memory enough 
to keep our parson going through six pipes 
on a Saturday night — to have it as right as 
sould be next day — a lean man with a yellow 
beard j too thin for a good Catholic (which 
religion always fattens), came up to me, 
working sideways, in the manner of a female 
crab. 

"This is not to my liking," I said; "if 
anght thou hast, speak plainly, while they 
make that horrible noise inside." 

Nothing bad tbia man to say ; bnt with 



many sighs, becanse I was not of the proper 
faith, he took my reprobate hand to save 
me, and with several religious tears looked 
up at me, and winked with one eye. Al- 
though the skin of my palms was thick, I 
felt a little suggestion there, as of a gentle 
leaf in spring,, fearing to seem too forward. 
I paid the man, and he went happy ; for the 
standard of heretical silver is purer than 
that of the Catholics. 

Then I lifted up my little billet ; and in 
that dark corner read it, with a strong rain- 
bow of colors coming from the angled light. 
And in mine eyes there was enough to make 
rainbow of strongest sun, as my anger cloud- 
ed off. 

Not that it began so well, but that in my 
heart I knew (ere three lines were through 
me) that I was with all heart loved — and 
beyond that, who may need? The darling 
of my life went on as if I were of her ownf 
rank, or even better than she was ; and she 
dotted her " i's " and crossed her " t's " as if 
I were at least a school -master. All of it 
was done in pencil, but as plain as plain 
could be. In my cofi&n it shall lie, with my 
ring and something else. Therefbre will I 
not expose it to every man who bnys this 
book, and haply thinks that he has bought 
me to the bottom of my heart. Enough for 
men of gentle birth (who never are inquisi- 
tive) that my love told me, in her letter, 
just to come and see her. 

I ran away, and could not stop. To be- 
hold even her at the moment would have 
dashed my fancy's joy. Yet my brain was 
so amiss, that I must do something. There- 
fore to the river Thames, with all speed, I 
hurried ; and keeping all my best clothes on 
(indued for sake of Lorna), into the quiet 
stream I leaped, and swam as far as London 
Bridge, and ate noble dinner afterward. 
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CHAPTER LXVIL 
jlobna still is lobna. 

Although a man may be as simple as the 
flowers of the field ; knowing when, bnt 
scarcely why, he closes to the bitter wind ; 
and feeling why, but scarcely when, he opens 
to the genial sun ; yet without his questing 
much into the capsule of himself — to do 
which is a misery — he may have a general 
notion how he happens to be getting on. 

I felt myself to be getting on better than 
at any time since the last wheat-harvest, as 
I took the lane to Kensington upon the Mon- 
day evening. For although no time wa» 
given in my Loma's letter, I was not in- 
clined to wait more than decency required. 
And thongh I went and watched the house, 
decency would not alLo"^ \sv5k -^ "'esssss^ ^s«k 

at t^€i comet \i\3«it\^\cft5^^^^^^^'^^''^'^ 
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The lanes aDd fields between Charing Cross ! in the world coald hold you so without kiss- 



and the village of Kensington are, or were 
at that time, more than reasonably infested 
with footpads and with highwaymen. How- 
ever, my stature and holly-club kept these 
fellows from doing more than casting sheeps' 
eyes at me. For it was still broad daylight, 
and the view of the distant villages, Chelsea, 
Battersea, Tyburn, and others, as well as a 
few large houses, among the hams and to- 
ward the river, made it seem less lonely. 
Therefore I sang a song in the broadest Ex- 
moor dialect, which caused no little amaze- 
ment in the minds of all who met me. 

When I came to Earl Brandir's house, my 
natural modesty forbade me to appear at the 
door for guests ; therefore I went to the en- 
trance for servants and retainers. Here, to 
my great surprise, who should come and let 
me in but little Gwenny Carfax, whose very 
Existence had almost escaped my recollec- 
tion. Her mistress, no doubt, had seen me 
coming, and sent her to save trouble. But 
when I offered to kiss Gwenny, in my joy 
and comfort to see a farm-house face again, 
she looked ashamed, and turned away, and 
would hardly speak to me. 

I followed her to a little room, furnished 
very daintily, and there she ordered me to 
wait, in a most ungracious manner. " Well," 
thought I, ^^ if the mistress and the maid are 
alike in temper, better it had been for me 
to abide at Master Ramsack's." But almost 
ere my thought was done, I heard the light 
quick step which I knew as well as " Watch," 
my dog, knew mine ; and my breast began 
to tremlble, like the trembling of an arch ere 
the key-stone is put in. 

Almost ere I hoped — for fear and hope 
were so entangled that they hindered one 
another — the velvet hangings of the door- 
way parted with a little doubt, and then a 
good face put on it. Lorn a, in her per- 
fect beauty, stood before the crimson folds, 
and her dress was all pure white, and her 
cheeks were rosy pink, and her lips were 
scarlet. • 

Like a maiden, with skill and sense check- 
ing violent impulse, she staid there for one 
moment only, just to be admired : and then, 
like a woman, she came to me, seeing how 
alarmed I was. The hand she offered me I 
took, and raised it to my lips with fear, as 
a thing too good for me. "Is that all?" 
she whispered ; and then her eyes gleamed 
np at me, and in another instant she was 
weeping on my breast. 

" Darling Lorna, Lady Loma," I cried, in 
astonishment, yet unable but to keep her 
closer to me, and closer ; " surely, though I 
love you so, this is not as it should be." 

" Yes, it is, John. Yes, it is. Nothing else 
shonld ever be. Oh, why have you behaved 
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mg you. 

" Then why don^t you do it, John f " asked 
Lorna, looking up at me, with a flash of her 
old fun. 

Now this matter, proverbially, is not for 
discussion and repetition. Enough that we 
said nothing more than, "Oh, John, how 
glad I am V^ and " Lorna, Lorna, Loma I" for 
about five minutes. Then my darling drew 
back proudly, with blushing cheeks, and 
tear-bright eyes, she began to cross-examine 
me. 

"Master John Ridd, yon shall tell the 
truth, the whole trnth, and nothing but the 
truth. I have been in Chancery, sir ; and 
can detect a story. Now why have yon 
never, for more than a twelvemonth, taken 
the smallest notice of your old friend. Mis- 
tress Lorna Doone?" Although she spoke 
in this lightsome manner, as if it made no 
difference, I saw that her quick heart was 
moving, and the flash of her eyes controlled. 

" Simply for this cause," I answered, "that 
my^ld friend and true-love took not the 
smanest heed of me. Nor knew I where to 
find her." 

" What I" cried Loma, and nothing more, 
being overcome with wondering; and much 
inclined to fall away, but for my assistance. 
I told her, over and over again, that not a 
single syllable of any message from her, or 
tidings of her welfare, had reached me or 
any one of us, since the letter she left behind, 
except by soldiers' gossip. 

"Oh, you poor dear John!" said Loma, 
sighing at thought -of my misery; "how 
wonderfully good of you, thinking of me as 
yon must have done, not to marry that lit- 
tle plain thing (or perhaps I should say that 
lovely creature, for I have never seen her). 
Mistress Ruth — I forget her name ; but some- 
thing like Q. towel." 

" Ruth Huckaback is a worthy maid," I 
answered, with some dignity; "and she 
alone of all our world, except indeed poor 
Annie, has kept her confidence in yon, and 
told me not to dread your rank, bat trost 
your heart, Lady Loma." 

" Then Ruth is my best friend," she an- 
swered, "and is worthy of yon, John. And 
now remember one thing, dear; if God should 
part ns, as may be by nothing short of death, 
try to marry that little Ruth when you 
cease to remember me. And now for the 
head -traitor. I have often suspected it; 
but she looks me in the face and wishes — 
fearful things, which I can not repeat." 

With these words, she moved an imple- 
ment such as I had not seen before, and 
which made a ringing noise at a serious dis- 
tance. And before I had ceased wondering 
— ^for if such things go on, we might ring 
the church bells while sitting in our back 
T am behaving/^ I replied, "to the very \kitc\ieii-— 'Wt\AfeQtN<icwrs Cartas. cwne, with a 
^st of my ability. There ia no other man! grave aafiiwiiVXBiiiaftfe. 
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*'Gwenny," began my Lorua, in a tone 
of high rank and dignity, " go and fetch the 
letters, which I gave yon at vaiions times for 
dispatch to Mistress Ridd/' 

"How can I fetch them when they are 
gone f It be no nse for him to tell no lies — " 

"Now, Gwenny, can you look at me?" I 
asked, very sternly ; for the matter was no 
joke to me, after a year's unhappiness. 

" I don't want to look at 'ee. What should 
I look at a young man for, although he did 
offer to kiss me ?" 

I saw the spite and impudence of this last 
remark; and so did Lorna, although she 
could not quite refrain from smiling. 

" Now, Gwenny, not to speak of that," said 
Liorna, very demurely, "if you thought It 
honest to keep the letters, was it honest to 
keep the money t" 

At this the Cornish maiden broke into a 
rage of honesty: "A putt the money by for 
'ee. 'Ee shall have every farden of it." 
And so she flung out of the room. 

"And, Gwenny," said Lorna, very softly, 
following under the door-hangings ;" if it is 
not honest to keep the money, it is not hon- 
est to keep the letters, which would have 
been worth more than any gold to those who 
were so kind to you. Your father shall 
know the whole, Gwenny, unless you tell the 
truth." 

"Now, a will teU aU the truth," this 
strange maiden answered, talking to herself 
&t least as much as to her mistress, while she 
-went out of sight and hearing. And then I 
-was so glad at having my own Lorna once 
again, cleared of all contempt for us, and true 
to me through all of it, that I would have 
forgiven Gwenny for treason, or even for- 
gery." 

"I trusted her so much," said Lorna, in her 
old ill-fortuned way ; " and look how she has 
deceived me ! That is why I love you, John 
(setting other things aside), because you nev- 
er told me falsehood ; and you never could, 
you know." 

" Well, I am not so sure of that. I think 
I conld tell any lie, to have you, darling, all 
my own." 

"Yes. And perhaps it might be right. 
To other people besides us two. But you 
could not do it to me, John. You never 
could do it to me, you know." 

Before I could quite perceive my way to 
the bottom of this distinction — although be- 
yond doubt a valid one — Gwenny came back 
with a leathern bag, and tossed it upon the 
table. Not a word did she vouchsafe to us ; 
but stood there, looking injured. 

" Go and get your letters, John,'' said Lor- 
na, very gravely ; "or at least your mother's 
letters, made of messages to you. As for 
Gwenny, she shall go before Lord -justice 
Jeffireys." I knew that Lorna meant it not, 
Dnt thought that the girl deserved a fright- 
BBJDff, as indeed abe did. Bat we both mis- 



took the courage of this child of Cornwall 
She stepped upon a little round thing in the 
nature of a stool, such as I never had seen 
before, and thus delivered her sentiments. 

"And you may take me, if you please, be- 
fore the great Lord Jefferays. I have done 
no more than duty, though I did it crook- 
edly, and told a heap of lies, for your sake. 
And pretty gratitude I gets." 

"Much gratitude you have shown," re- 
plied Lorna, " to Master Ridd, for all his 
kindness and his goodness to you. Who 
was it that went down, at the peril of his 
life, and brought your father to you, when 
you h£d lost him for months and months f 
Who was it f Answer me, Gwenny ?" 

" Girt Jan Ridd," said the handmaid, very 
sulkily. 

" What made you treat me so, little Gwen- 
ny f" I asked, for Lorna would not ask, lest 
the reply should vex me. 

"Because 'ee be'est below her so. Her 
shanna' have a poor farmering chap, not 
even if her were a Carnishman. AU her 
land, and all her birth — and who be you, 
I'd like to know f " 

"Gwenny, you may go," said Lorna, red- 
dening with quiet auger; "and remember 
that you come not near me for the next 
three days. It is the ouly way to punish 
her," she continued to me, when the maid 
was gone, in a storm of sobbing and weep- 
ing. "Now for the next three days she 
will scarcely touch a morsel of food, and 
scarcely do a thing bnt cry. Make up your 
mind to one thing, John ; if you mean to 
take me, for better for worse, you will have 
to take Gwenny with me." 

" I would take you with fifty Gwennies," 
said I, " although every one of them hated 
me, which I do not believe this little maid 
does, in the bottom of her heart." 

"No one can possibly hate you, John," 
she answered, very softly ; and I was bet- 
ter pleased with this than if she had called 
me the most noble and glorious man in the 
kingdom. 

After this we spoke of ourselves, and the 
way people would regard us, supposing that 
when Lorna came to be her own free mis- 
tress (as she must do in the course of time) 
she were to throw her rank aside, and refuse 
her title, and caring not a fig for folk who 
cared less than a fig -stalk for her, should 
shape her mind to its native bent, and to 
my perfect happiness. It was not my place 
to say much, lest I should appear to nse 
an improper and selfish influence. And of 
course to all men of common sense, and to 
every body of middle age (who must know 
best what is good for youth), the thoughts 
which my Lorna entertained would be enough 
to prove her madness. 

Not that we could not k<ftek^ \iKt^'^^^^'a^.- 
f OTta\Ay , au^ ^\^\i^ TCvi^ ^ojeasa., ^ssoSl ^^:? 
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knowledge of oar neighbors' affairs, and their 
kind interest in our own. Still this would not 
he as if she were the owner of a county, and a 
haughty title, and able to lead the first men 
of the age by her mind, and face, and money. 

Therefore was I quite resolved not to 
have a word to say while this young queen 
of wealth and beauty, and of noblemen's de- 
sire, made her mind up how to act for her 
purest happiness. But to do her justice, 
this was not the first thing she was think- 
ing of ; the test of her judgment was only 
this : " How will my love be happiest ?" 

"Now, John," she cried, for she was so 
quick that she always had my thoughts be- 
forehand, " why will you be backward, as if 
you cared not for me f Do you dream that 
I am doubting? My mind has been made 
up, good John, that you must be my hus- 
band for — well, I will not say how long, 
lest you should laugh at my folly. But I 
believe it was ever since you came, mth 
your stockings off, and the loaches. Right 
early for me to make up my mind ; but you 
know that you made up yours, John, and of 
course I knew it ; and that had a great ef- 
fect on me. Now, after all this age of lov- 
ing, shall a trifle sever us f" 

I told her that it was no trifle, but a most 
important thing to abandon wealth, and hon- 
or, and the brilliance of high life, and be de- 
spised by every one for such abundant folly. 
Moreover, that I should appear a knave for 
taking advantage of her youth, and bound- 
less generosity, and ruining (as men would 
say) a noble maid by my selfishness. And I 
told her outright, having worked myself up 
by my own conversation, that she was bound 
to consult her guardian, and that without 
his knowledge I would come no more to see 
her. Her flash of pride at these last words 
made her look like an empress ; and I was 
about to explain myself better, but she put 
forth her hand and stopped me. 

" I think that condition should rather have 
proceeded from me. You are mistaken, Mas- 
ter Eidd, in supposing that I would think of 
receiving you in secret. It was a different 
thing in Glen Doone, where all except your- 
self were thieves, and when I was but a 
simple child, and oppressed with constant 
fear. You are quite right in threatening 
to visit me thus no more ; but I think you 
might have waited for an invitation, sir." 

"And you are quite right, Lady Loma, in 
pointing out my presumption. It is a fault 
that must ever be found in any speech of 
mine to you." 

This I said so humbly, and not with any 
bitterness — for I knew that I had gone too 
for — and made her so polite a bow, that she 
forgave me in a moment, and we begged 
each other's pardon. 

^^Now, will yon allow me just to explain 
my own view of this matter^ Johnf said 
^be, *^oBce more my darling. It may be a 



very foplish view, but I shall never change 
it. Please not to interrupt me, dear, until 
yon have heard me to the end. In the first 
place, it is quite certain that neither you 
nor I can be happy without the other. 
Then what stands between usf Worldly 
position, and nothing else. I have no noiore 
education than you have, John Ridd ; nay, 
and not so much. My birth and ancestry 
are not one whit more pure than yours, al- 
though they may be better known. Your de- 
scent from ancient freeholders for five-and- 
twenty generations of good, honest men, al- 
though you bear no coat of arms, is better 
than the lineage of nine proud English no- 
blemen out of every ten I meet with. In 
manners, though your mighty strength, and 
hatred of any meanness, sometimes break 
out in violence — of which I must try to 
cure you, dear — ^in manners, if kindness, and 
gentleness, and modesty are the true things 
wanted, you are immeasurably above any of 
our court -gallants, who indeed have very 
little. As for difference of religion, we al- 
low for one another, neither having been 
brought up in a bitterly pious manner." 

Here, though the tears were in my eyes 
at the loving things love said of me, I could 
not help a little, laugh at the notion of any 
bitter piety being found among the Doones, 
or even in mother, for that matter. Loma 
smiled in her slyest manner, and went on 
again : 

"Now, you see, I have proved my point; 
there is nothing between ns but worldly 
position — ^If you can defend me against the 
Doones, for which, I trow, I may trust you. 
And worldly position means wealth, and 
title, and the right to be in great houses, 
and the pleasure of being envied. I have 
not been here for a year, John, without 
learning something. Oh, I hate it ; how I 
hate it ! 6f all the people I know, there are 
but two besides my uncle who do not either 
covet or detest me. And who are those two, 
think you f" 

" Gwenny, for one," I answered. 

" Yes, Gwenny for one, and the Queen for 
the other. The one is too far below me (I 
mean, in her own opinion), and the other too 
high above. As for the women who dislike 
me, without having even heard my voice, I 
simply have nothing to do with them. As 
for the men who covet me for my land and 
money, I merely compare them with you, 
John Ridd, and all thought of them is over. 
Oh, John, you must never forsake me, how- 
ever cross I am to you. I thought you would 
have gone just now ; and though I would 
not move to stop you, my heart would have 
broken." 

"You don'jt catch me go in a hurry," I 

answered very sensibly, " when the loveliest 

maiden in the world, and the best and the 

dearest, \ovft% me. All my fear of yoa is 

\ gone, ^T^m^li^^THDAi^^Ti^ isaat— ?' 
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*^ Is it possible you eonld fear me, John, 
Itfter all we have been through together ? 
Now yon promised not to interrupt me ? is 
this fair behavior f Well, let me see where 
I left off — oh, that my heart would have 
l»t>ken. Upon that point, I will say no 
more, lest you should grow conceited, John ; 
if any thing could make you so. But I 
do assure you that half London — however, 
upon that point also I will check my pow- 
er of speech, lest you think me conceited. 
And now to put aside all nonsense ; though 
I have talked none for a year, John, having 
been so unhappy ; and now it is such a re- 
lief to me — " 

*' Then talk it for an hour,'' said I ; " an^ 
let me sit and watch you. To me it is the 
very sweetest of all sweetest wisdom." 

"Nay, there is no time," she answered, 
glancing at a jeweled time-piece, scarcely 
larger than an oyster, which she drew from 
near her waistband; and then she pushed 
it away in confusion, lest its wealth should 
startle me. '' My uncle will come home in 
less than half an hour, dear, and you are 
not the one to take a side-passage, and avoid 
him. I shall tell him that you have been 
here, and that I mean you to come again." 

As Loma said this, with a manner as con- 
fident as need be, I saw that she had learned 
in town the power of her beauty, and knew 
that she could do with most men aught she 
set her mind upon. And as she stood there, 
flnst^ed with pride and faith in her own love- 
liness, and radiant with the love itself, I felt 
that she must do exactly as she pleased with 
every one. For now, in turn, and elegance, 
and richness, and variety, there was nothing 
to compare with her face, unless it were her 
figure. Therefore I gave in, and said, 

" Darling, do just what you please. Only 
make no rogue of me." 

For that she gave me the simplest, kind- 
est, and sweetest of all kisses ; and I went 
down the stairs grandly, thinking of noth- 
ing else but that. 



CHAPTER LXVIIL 

JOHN IS JOHN NO LONGER. 

It would be hard for me to tell the state 
of mind in which I lived for a long time af- 
ter this. I put away fix>m me all torment, 
and the thought of future cares, and the 
sight of difficulty, and to myself appeared ; 
which means that I became the luckiest of 
lucky fellows since the world itself began. 
I thought not of the harvest even, nor of 
the mem who would get their wages with- 
out having earned them, nor of my moth- 
er's anxiety and worry about John Fry's 
great fatness (which was growing upon 
him), and how she would cry fifty times in 
a day, "Ah, if our John would only come 
home^ how different every thing would look I" 



Although there were no soldiers now 
quartered at Plover's Barrows, all being 
busied in harassing the country, and hang- 
ing the people where the rebellion had 
thriven most, my mother, having received 
from me a message containing my place of 
abode, contrived to send me by the pack- 
horses as fine a maund as need be of provis- 
ions, and money, and other comforts. There- 
in I found addressed to Colonel Jeremiah 
Stickles, in Lizzie's best handwriting, half a 
side of the dried deer's fiesh, in which he re- ^ 
joiced so greatly. Also, for Loma, a fine green 
goose, with a littlewsalt toward the tail, and 
new-laid eggs inside it, as well as a bottle 
of brandied cherries, and se\ en, or it may 
have been eight pounds of fresh home-made 
butter. Moreover, to myself there was a 
letter full of good advice, excellently well 
expressed, and would have been of the great- 
est value, if I had cared to read it. But I 
read all about the farm affairs, and the man 
who had offered himself to our Betty for the 
five pounds in her stocking, as well as the 
antics of Sally Suowe, and how she had al- 
most thrown herself at Parson Bowdeu's 
head (old enough to be her grandfather), be- 
cause on the Sunday after the hanging of a 
Countisbury man he had preached a beauti- 
ful sermon about Christian love ; which Liz- 
zie, with her sharp eyes, found to be the 
work, of good Bishop Ken. Also I read that 
the Doones were quiet ; the parishes round 
about having united to feed them well 
through the harvest-time, so that after the 
day's hard work the farmers might 'go to 
bed at night. And this plan had been found 
to answer well, and to save much trouble on 
both sides ; so that eviry body wondered it 
had not been done before. But Lizzie thought 
that the Doones could hardly be expected 
much longer to put up with it, and probably 
would not have done so now, but for a little 
adversity ; to wit, that the famous Colonel 
Kirke had, in the most outrageous manner, 
hanged no less than six of them, who were 
captured among the rebels ; for he said that 
men of their rank and breeding, and above 
all of their religion, should have known bet- 
ter than to join plow-boya, and carters, and 
pickaxe -men, against our Lord the King, 
and his holy Holiness the Pope. This hang- 
ing of so many Doones caused some indigna- 
tion among people who were used to them ; 
and it seemed for a while to check the rest 
from any spirit of enterprise. 

Moreover, I found ficom this same letter 
(which was pinned upon the knuckle of a 
leg of mutton, for fear of being lost in straw) 
tliat good Tom Faggus was at home again, 
and nearly cured of his dreadful wound; 
but intended to go to war no more, only to 
mind his family. And it grieved him more 
than any thing he ever could have ima^nfid^ 
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him to come np and see after me. For now 
bis design wa-s to lead a new life, and be 
in charity with all men. Many better men 
than he had been hanged, he saw no caose 
to doubt ; but by the grace of God he hoped 
himself to cheat the gallows. 

There was no farther news of moment in 
this very clever letter, except that the price 
of horses' shoes was gone up again, though 
already twopence - farthing each, and that 
^etty had broken her lover's head with the 
stocking full of money ; and then in the cor- 
ner it was written that the distinguished 
man of war, and worship£al scholar. Master 
Bloxham, was now promoted to take the 
tolls, and catch all the rebels around our 
part. 

Lorna was greatly pleased with the goose, 
and the butter, and the braudied cherries ; 
and the Earl Brandir himself declared that 
he never tasted better than those last, and 
would beg the young man from the coun- 
try to procure him instructious for making 
them. This nobleman being as deaf as a 
post, aud of a very solid mind, could never 
be brought to understand the nature of my 
thoughts toward Lorna. He looked upon 
me as an excellent youth, who had rescued 
the maiden from the Doones, whom he cor- 
dially detested; and learning that I had 
thrown two of them out of window (as the 
story was told him), he patted me on the 
back, and declared that his doors would 
ever be open to me, and that I could not come 
too often. 

I thought tJiis very kind of his lordship, 
especially as it enabled me to see my darling 
Lorna, not indeed as often as I wished, but 
at any rate very frequently, and as many 
times as modesty (ever my leading princi- 
ple) would in common conscience approve 
of. And I made up my mind that if ever I 
could help Earl Brandir, it would be — as 
we say, when with brandy-and- water — the 
" proudest moment of my life'' when I could 
fulfill the pledge. 

And I soon was able to help Lord Brandir, 
aa I think, in two different ways ; first of all 
as regarded his mind, and then as concerned 
his body ; and the latter, perhaps, was the 
greatest service at his time of life. But not 
to be too nice about that, let me tell how 
these things were. 

Lorna said to me one day, being in a state 
of excitement — whereto she was overprone, 
when reft of my slowness to steady her, 

"I will tell him, John; I must tell him, 
John. It is mean of me to conceal it." 

I thought that she meant all about our 
love, which we had endeavored thrice to 
drill into his fine old ears, but could not 
make him comprehend, without risk of 
bringing the house down ; and so I said, 
^^By all means, darling: have another try 
at it." 
Lorna, however, looked at me — for her 



eyes told more than tongue — as niucn as to 
say, "Well, you are a stupid. We agreed 
to let that subject rest." Aud then she saw 
that I was vexed at my own want of quick- 
ness ; and so she spoke very kindly, 

" I meant about his poor son, dearest ; the 
son of his old age almost ; whose loss threw 
him into that dreadful cold — for he went, 
without hat, to look for him — which ended 
in his losing the use of his dear old ears. I 
believe if we could only get him to Plover's 
Barrows for a month, he would be able to 
hear again. And look at his age ! he is hot 
much over seventy, John, you know ; and I 
hope that yon will be able to hear me long 
after you are seventy, John." 

" Well," said I, " (Jod settles that ; or at 
any rate He leaves us time to think about 
those questions when we are over fifty. 
Now let me know what you want, Lorna. 
The idea of my being seventy! But you 
would still be beautiful." 

" To the one who loves me," she answered, 
trying to make wrinkles in her pure bright 
forehead: "but if you will have common 
sense — as you always will, John, whether 
I wish it or otherwise — I want to know 
whether I am bound, in honor and in con- 
science, to tell my dear and good old uncle 
what I know about his son f " 

" First, let me imderstand quite clearly," 
said I, never being in a hurry, except when 
passion moves me, " what his lordship thinks 
at present, and how far his mind is urged 
with sorrow and anxiety." This was not 
the first time we had spoken of the matter. 

" Why you know, John, well enough," she 
answered, wondering at my coolness, "that 
my poor uncle still believes that his one be- 
loved son will come to light and life again. 
He has made all arrangements accordingly : 
all his property is settled on that supposition. 
He knows that young Alan always was what 
he calls a 'freckle ne'er-do-weel;' but he 
loves him all the more for that. He can not 
believe that he will die without his son com- 
ing back to him, and he always has a bed- 
room ready, and a bottle of Alan's favorite 
wine cool from out the cellar ; he has made 
me work him a pair of slippers from the 
size of a mouldy boot ; and if he hears of a 
new tobacco — much as he hates the smell 
of it — ^he will go to the other end of Lon- 
don to get some for Alan. Now you know- 
how deaf he is; but if any one say * Alan,' 
even in the place outside the door, he will 
make his courteous bow to the very highest 
visitor, and be out there in a moment, and 
search the entire passage, and yet let no one 
know it." 

" It is a piteous thing," I said ; for Loma's 
eyes were full of tears. 

"And he means me to marry him. It is 
the pet scheme of his life. I am to grow 
more beautiful, and more highly taught, and 
graceful, until it pleases Alan to come back 
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Apd demand me. Can you understand this 
matter, John! Or do you think my uncle 
mad ?" 

" Lorna, I should be mad myself, to call 
any other man mad for hoping." 

*' Then will you tell me what to do f It 
makes me very sorrowful. For I know that 
Alan Brandir lies below the sod in Doone- 
valley." 

"And if you tell his father," I answered 
softly, but clearly, " in a few weeks he will 
lie below the sod in London; at least, if 
there is any." 

" Perhaps you are right, John," she re- 
plied: "to lose hope must be a dreadful 
thing when one is turned of seventy. There- 
fore I will never tell him." 

The other way in which I managed to 
help the good Earl Brandir was of less true 
moment to him ; but as he could not know 
of the first, this was the one which moved 
him. And it happened pretty much as fol- 
lows — though I hardly like to tell, because 
it advanced me to such a height as I myself 
was giddy at ; and which all my friends re- 
sented greatly (save those of my own fam- 
ily), and even now are sometimes bitter, 
in spite of all my humility. Now this is 
a matter of history, because the King was 
concerned in it ; and being so strongly mis- 
understood, especially in my own neighbor- 
hood, I will overcome (so far as I can) my 
diffidence in telling it. 

The good Earl Brandir was a man of the 
noblest charity. True charity begins at 
home, and so did his; and was afraid of 
losing the way, if it went abroad. So this 
good nobleman kept his money in a hand- 
some pewter box, with his coat of arms upon 
it, and a double lid and locks. Moreover, 
there was a heavy chain, fixed to a staple 
in the wall, so that none might carry off 
the pewter with the gold injside of it. Lor- 
na told me the box was full, for she had 
seen him go to it; and she often thought 
that it would be nice for us to begin the 
world with. I told her that she must not 
allow her mind to dwell upon things of 
this sort, being wholly against the last 
commandment set up in our church at Oare. 

Now one evening toward September, when 
the days were drawing in, looking back at 
the house to see whether Loma were look- 
ing affcer me, I espied (by a little glimpse, as 
it were) a pair of villainous fellows (about 
whom there could be no mistake) watch- 
ing from the thicket-comer, some hundred 
yards or so* behind the good EarPs dwell- 
ing. " There is mischief afoot," thought I 
to myself, being thoroughly conversant with 
theft, from my knowledge of the Doones ; 
"how will be the moon to-night, and when 
may we expect the watch f " 

I found that neither moon nor watch could 
be looked for until the morning ; the moon, 
oX course^ before the watch, and more likely 



to be punctual. Therefore I resolved to wait, 
and see what those two villains did, and save 
(if it were possible) the Earl of Braudir's 
pewter box. But inasmuch as those bad 
men were almost sure to have seen me leav- 
iug the house and looking back, and strik- 
ing out on the London road, I marched along 
at a merry pace, until they could not discern 
me; and then I fetched a compass round, 
and refreshed myself at a certain inn, en- 
titled " The Cross-bones and Buttons." 

Here I remained until it was very nearly 
as dark as pitch ; and the house being full 
of foot -pads and cut- throats, I thought it 
right to leave them. Que pr two came af- 
ter me, in the hope of designing a stratagem, 
but I dropped them in the darkness; and 
knowing all the neighborhood well, I took 
up my i^osition, two hours before midnight, 
among the ^hrubs at the eastern end of Lord 
Braudir's mansion. Hence, although I might 
not see, I could scarcely fail to hear if any 
unlawful entrance, either at back or front, 
were made. 

From my own observation, I thought it 
likely that the attack would be in the rear ; 
and so indeed it c<ime to pass. For when 
all the lights were quenched, and all the 
house was quiet, I heard a low and wily 
whistle from a clump of trees close by ; and 
then three figures passed between me and a 
whitewashed wall, and came to a window 
which opened into a part of the servants' 
basement. This window was carefully raised 
by some one inside the house ; and after a lit- 
tle whispering, and something which sound- 
ed like a kiss, all the three men entered. 

" Oh, you villains!" I said to myself, "this 
is worse than any Doone job, because there 
is treachery in it." But without waiting to 
consider the subject from a moral point of 
view, I crept along the wall, and entered 
very quietly after them; being rather un- 
easy about my life, because I bore no fire-^ 
arms, and had nothing more than my holly- 
staff for even a violent combat. 

To me this was matter of deep regret, as 
I followed these vile men inward. Never- 
theless I was resolved that my Loma should 
not be robbed again. Through us (or at 
least through our Annie) she had lost that 
brilliant necklace, which then was her only 
birthright ; therefore it behooved me doubly 
to preserve the pewter box, which must be- 
long to her in the end, unless the thieves got 
hold of it. 

I went along very delicately (as a man 
who has learned to wrestle can do, although 
he may weigh twenty stone), following care- 
fully the light brought by the traitorous 
maid, and shaking in her loose, dishonest 
hand. I saw her lead the men into a little 
place called a pantry; and there she gave 
them cordials, and I could hear them boast- 
ing. 

Not to be too long over it — -^YsxsX^. ^3bss^ 
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were mncli inclined to be — I followed them 
£rom this drinking-bout, by the aid of the 
light they bore, as far as Earl Brandir's bed- 
room, which I knew, because Lorna had 
shown it to me, that I might admire the 
tapestry. But I had said that no horse 
could ever be shod as the horses were shod 
therein, unless he had the foot of a frog, as 
well as a frog to his foot. And Lorna had 
been vexed at this (as taste and high art al- 
ways are at any small accurate knowledge), 
and so she had brought me out again before 
I had time to admire things. 

Now, keeping well away in the dark, yet 
nearer than wa^necessary to my own dear 
Loma's room, I saw these fellows try the 
door of the good Earl Brandir, knowing from 
the maid, of course, that his lordship could 
hear nothing except the name of Ala% They 
tried the lock, and pushed at it, and even 
idet their knees upright ; but a Scottish no- 
bleman may be trusted to secure his door at 
night. So they were forced to break it open ; 
and at tliis the guilty maid, or woman, ran 
away. These three rogues — ^for rogues they 
were, and no charity may deny it — burst 
into Earl Braudlr's room with a light, and a 
crowbar, and fiie-arms. I thought to my- 
self that this was hard upon an honest no- 
bleman, and if further mischief could be 
saved, I would try to save it. 

When I came to the door of the room, 
being myself in shadow, I beheld two bad 
men trying vainly to break open the pewter 
box, and the third with a pistol-muzzle laid 
to the night-cap of his lordship. With foul 
face aud yet fouler words, this man was de- 
manding the key of the box, which the other 
men could by no means open, neither drag 
it from the chain. 

^^ I tell you,'' said this aged Earl, begin- 
ning to understand at last what these rogues 
were up for, "I will give no key to you. 
It all belongs to my boy, Alan. No one else 
shall have a farthing." 

"Then you may count your mofnents, 
lord. The key is in your old cramped hand. 
One, two ; and at three I shoot you." 

I saw that the old man was abroad ; not 
with fear, but with great wonder, and the 
regrets of deafness. And I saw that rather 
would he be shot than let these men go rob 
his son, buried now, or laid to bleach in the 
tangles of the wood, three, or it might be 
four years agone, but still alive to his father. 
Hereupon my heart was moved, and I re- 
solved to interfere. The thief with the pis- 
tol began to count, as I crossed the floor very 
quietly, while the old Earl fearfully gazed 
at the muzzle, but clenched still tighter his 
wrinkled hand. The villain, with hair all 
over his eyes, and the great horse-pistol lev- 
eled, cried " three," and pulled the trigger ; 
but Inckily, at that very moment, I struck 
ap the barrel with my staff, so that the shot 
pierced the testers and then with a spin and 



a thwack I brought the good holly down 
upon the rascal's head in a manner which 
stretched him upon the floor. 

Meanwhile the other two robbers had 
taken the alarm, and rushed at me, one 
with a pistol and one with a hanger, which 
forced me to be very lively. Fearing the 
pistol most, I flung the heavy velvet cur- 
tain of the bed across, that he might not see 
where to aim at me, and then stooping very 
quickly, I caught up the senseless robber, and 
set him up for a shield and target ; where- 
upon he was shot immediately, without hav- 
iug the pain of knowing it; and a happy 
thing it was for him. Now the other two 
were at my mercy, being men below the av- 
erage strength ; and nO hanger, except in 
most skillful hands, as well as firm and 
strong ones, has any chance to a powerful 
man armed with a stout cudgel, and thor- 
oughly practiced in single-stick. 

So I took these two rogues, and bound 
them together; and leaving them under 
charge of the butler (a worthy and shrewd 
Scotchman), I myself went in search of the 
constables, whom, after some few hours, I 
found ; neither were they so drunk but what 
they could take roped men> to prison. In 
the morning these two men were brought 
before the justices of the peaoe. And now 
my wonderful luck appeared ; for the merit 
of having defeated and caught them would 
never have raised me one step in the State, 
or in public consideration, if they had only 
been common robber^, or even notorious 
murderers. But when these fellows were 
recognized by some one in the court as Prot- 
estant witnesses out of employment, com- 
panions and understrappers to Oates, and 
Bedloe, and Carstairs, and hand in glove 
with Dangerfield, Turberville, and Dugdale 
— in a word, the very men against whom His 
Majesty the King bore the bitterest rancor, 
but whom he had hitherto failed to catch — 
when this was laid before the public (with 
emphasis and admiration), at least a dozen 
men came up whom I had never seen before, 
and prayed me to accept their congratula- 
tions, and to be sure to remember them ; for 
all were of neglected merit, and required no 
more than a piece of luck. 

I answered them very modestly, and each 
according to his worth, as stated by himself, 
who of course could judge the best. The 
magistrate made me many compliments, ten 
times more than I deserved, and took good 
care to have them copied, that His Majesty 
might see them. And ere the case was 
thoroughly heard, and those poor follows 
were committed, more than a score of gen- 
erous men had offered to lend me a hundred 
pounds, wherewith to buy a new court suit 
when called before His M^gesty. 

Now this may seem very strange to us 

who live in a better and purer age— or say 

\ at least tYksAt ^^ ^o «k> — ^\A ^^t who are 



LOENADOONE. 



257 




vre to condemn onr fathers for teaching us 
better manners, and at their own expense f 
With these i>oints any virtuoos man is bound 
to deal quite tenderly, making allowance for 
corrnption, and not being too sure of him- 
self. And to tell the truth, although I had 
seen so little of the world as yet, that which 
astonished me in the matter was not so much 
that they paid me court, as that they found 
out so soon the expediency of doing it. 

In the course of that same afternoon I was 
sent for by His Majesty. He had summon- 
ed ^rst the good Earl Braudir, and i*eceived 
''^ll^le from him, not without exaggeration, 
igh my lord was a Scotchman. But 
lief thing His MEgesty cared to know 
that, beyond all possible doubt, these 
ir^ the very precious fellows fiom peijury 
l||r)ied to robbery. 

Being fully assured at last of this. His 
Majesty had rubbed his hands, and order- 
ed the boots of a stricter pattern (which he 
himself had iu vented) to be brought at once, 
that he might have them in the best possi- 
ble order. And he oiled them himself, and 
expressed Ma fear that there was no man 
in London quite competent to work them. 
Nevertheless he would try one or two, rath- 
er than wait for his pleasure till the torturer 
came from Edinburgh. 

The next thing he did was to send for me ; 
and in great alatm and flurry I put on my 
best clothes, and hired a fashionable hair- 
dresser, and drank half a gallon of ale, be- 
cause both my hands were shaking. Then 
forth I set, with my holly staff, wishing my- 
self well out of it. I was shown at once, 
and before I desired it, into His Majesty's 
presence ; and there I stood most humbly, 
aud made the best bow I could think of. 

As I could not advance any farther — ^for 
I saw that the Queen was present, which 
frightened me tenfold — ^His Majesty, in the 
most gracious manner, came down the room 
to encourage me. And as I remained with 
my head bent down, he told me to stand up 
and look at him. 

<^ I have seen thee before, young man," he 
Baid ; ^' thy form is not one to be forgotten. 
Where was it t Thou art most likely to know." 
^* May it please Your Most Gracious Miges- 
ty the King," I answered, finding my voice 
in a manner which surprised myself, '4t 
Was in the Royal Chapel." 

^yTow I meant no harm whatever by this. 
I ought to have said the ^^Antechapel;" but 
I could not remember the word, and feared 
to keep the King looking at me. 

" I am well pleased," said His Majesty, 
With a smile which almost made his dark 
and stubborn face look pleasant, 'Ho find 
that onr greatest subject, greatest, I mean, 
in the bodily form, is a good Catholic. Thou 
Ueedest not say otherwise. The time shall 
be, and that right soon, when men shall be 
proud of the one true faith." Here he stop- 
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ped, having gone rather far ; but the gleam 
of his heavy eyes was sucU that I durst not 
contradict. 

''This is that great Johann Reed," said 
Her Majesty, comiug forward, because the 
King was in meditation, "for whom I have 
so much heard from the dear, dear Loma. 
Ah I she is not of this black countree, she 
of the breet Italic." 

I have tried to write it as she said it, but 
it wants a better scholar to exiiress her mode 
of speech. 

" Now, John Ridd," said the King, recover- 
ing from his thoughts about the true Church, 
and thinkiDg t}iat his wife was not to take 
the lead upon me; "then bast done great 
service to the realm, and to religion. It 
was good to save Earl Brandir, a loyal and 
Catholic nobleman ; but it was great service 
to catch two of the vilest blood-hounds ever 
laid on by heretics. And to make them 
shoot another, it was rare ; it was rare, my 
lad. Now ask us any thing in reason ; thou 
canst carry any honors on thy club like Her- 
cules. What is thy chief ambition, lad f" 

" Well," said I, after thinking a little, and 
meaning to make the most of it, for so the 
Queen's eyes conveyed to me, " my mother 
always used to think that havingbeen school- 
ed at Tiverton, with thirty marks a year to 
pay, I was worthy of a coat of arms. And 
that is what she longs for." 

"A good lad I A very good lad," said the 
King, and he looked at the Queen as if almost 
iu joke ; " but what is thy condition in lifef" 

"I am a freeholder," I answered, in my 
confusion, " ever since the time of King Al- 
fred. A Ridd was with him in the isle of 
Athelney, and we hold our farm by gift from 
him, or at least people say so. We have 
had three very good harvests running, and 
might support a coat of aims ; but for my- 
self I want it not." 

" Thou shalt have a coat, my lad," said 
the King, smiling at his own humor ; " but 
it must be a large one to fit thee. And more | 
than that shalt thou have, John Ridd, being , 
of such loyal breed, and having done such 
service." 

And while I wondered what he meant, he 
called to some of the people in waiting at the 
farther end of the room, and they brought 
him a little sword, such as Annie would 
skewer a turkey with. Then he signified 
to me to kneel, which I did (after dusting 
the board, for the sake of my best breeches), 
and then he gave me a little tap very nicely 
upon my shoulder before I knew what he 
was up to, and said, "Arise, Sir John Bldd!" 

This astonished and amazed me to such: 
extent of loss of miud, that when I got up I 
looked about, and thought what th^ Snowes 
would think of it. And I said to the King^ 
without forms of speech, 

"Sir^Iam^erj^'0^^^^^^8^- ^xs^.^'sCm^ 
beltodoN^\>«\iS\.\" 
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CHAPTER LXrX. 

NOT TO BE PUT UP WITH. 

Thk coat of arms devised for me by the 
Royal heralds was of great size and rich 
colorSf and full of bright imaginings. They 
did me the honor to consnlt me first, and to 
take no notice of my advice. For I begged 
that there might be a good-sized cow on it, 
so as to stamp oar pats of batter before they 
went to market; also a horse on the other 
side, and a flock snowed np at the bottom. 
Bnt the gentlemen wonld not hear of this ; 
and to find something more appropriate, 
they inqaired strictly into the annals of oar 
family. I told them, of coarse, all aboat 
King Alfred ; apon which they settled that 
one-qaarter shoald be three cakes on a bar, 
with a lion regardant, done apon a field of 
gold. Also I told them that very likely 
there had been a Ridd in the battle fonght, 
not veiy far from Plover's Barrows, by the 
Earl of Devon against the Danes, when Hub- 
ba, their chief, was killed, and the sacred 
standard taken. As some of the Danes are 
said to be baried even apon land of oars, 
and we call their graves (if sach they be) 
even io this day "barrows," the heralds 
quite agreed with me that a Ridd might 
have been there, or thereaboats ; and if he 
was there, he was almost certain to have 
done his best, being in sight of hearth and 
home ; and it was plain that he mast have 
had good legs to be at the same time both 
there and in Athelney, and good legs are an 
argnment for good arms; and supposing a 
man of this sort to have done his utmost (as 
the manner of the Ridds is), it was next to 
certain that he himself must have captured 
the standard. Moreover, the name of our 
farm was pure proof; a plover being a wild 
bird, just the same as a raven is. Upon this 
chain of reasoning, and without any weak 
misgiving, they charged my growing es- 
cutcheon with a black raven on a gronnd 
of red. And the next thing which I men- 
tioned possessing absolute certainty, to wit, 
that a pig with two heads had been bom 
upon our farm not more than two hundred 
years agone (although he died within a 
week), my third quarter was made at once, 
by a two-headed boar with noble tusks, sa- 
ble upon silver. All this was very fierce 
and fine; and so I pressed for a peaceful 
cpmer in the lower dexter, and obtained a 
Wheat-sheaf set npright, gold upon a field 
of green. 

^4 Here I was inclined to pause, and admire 
the effect ; for even De Whichehalse could 
not show a bearing so magnificent. But 
the heralds said that it looked a mere sign- 
board withont a good motto under it; and 
the m&tto must have my name in it. They 
oJS^red me &rat, ^^Bidd non ridendos ;" but 
I said, ^*FoT God's sake, gentlemen, let me 



" Ridd readeth riddles ;" but 1 begged them 
not to set down such a lie ; for no Ridd ever 
had made, or mad& out, such a thing as a 
riddle since Exmoor itself began. Thirdly, 
they gave me, " Ridd, never be ridden ;" and 
fearing to make any farther objections, I let 
them inscribe it in bronze upon blue. The 
heralds thought that the King wonld pay 
for this noble achievement ; but His Majes- 
ty, although graciously pleased with their 
ingenuity, declined in the most decided man- 
ner to pay a farthing toward it ; and as I 
had now no money left, the heralds became 
as blue as azure, and as red as gules, tin \ 
Her Majesty the Queen came forward'*^ ^ 
kindly, and said that if His Majesty ^^mI 
m6 a coat of arms, I was not to pay f^i^^ 
therefore she herself did so quite handsd|cke^V 
ly, and felt good-will toward me in coiSUP* 
qnence. 

Now being in a harry — so far, at least, as 
it is in my nature to hurry — to get to the 
end of this narrative, is it likely that I 
would have dwelt so long upon my coat of 
arms bnt for some good reason f And this 
good reason is that Loma took the greatest 
pride in it, and thought (or at any rate 
said) that it quite threw into the shade and 
eclipsed all her own ancient glories. And 
half in fun, and half in earnest, she called 
me " Sir John " so continually, that at last I 
was almost angry with her, until her eyes 
were bedewed with tears ; and then I was 
angry with myself. 

Beginning to be short of money, and grow- 
ing anxious about the farm, longing also 
to show myself and my noble escntcheon to 
mother, I took advantage of Lady Lorua's 
interest with the Queen to obtain my ac- 
quittance and full discharge from even nom- 
inal custody. It had been intended to keep 
me in waiting until the return of Lord Jef- 
freys from that awful circuit of shambles, 
through which his name is stiU used by 
mothers to frighten their children into bed. 
And right glad was I — for even London 
shrank with horror at the news — ^to escape 
a man so blood-thirsty, savage, and, even to 
his friends (among whom I was reckoned), 
malignant. 

Earl Brandir was greatly pleased with 
me, not only for having saved his life, bnt 
for saving that which he valued more, the 
wealth laid by for Lord Alan. And he in- 
troduced me to many great people, who quite 
kindly encouraged me, and promised to help 
me in every way, when they heard how the 
King had spoken. As for the farrier, he 
could never have enough of my society; and 
this worthy man, praying my commendation, 
demanded of me one thing only — ^to speak of 
him as I found him. As I had found him 
many a Sunday furbishing up old furs for 
new, with a glaze to conceal the moths' rav- 
aged, 1 "begged Mni to reconsider the point, 



■^ oiuu., "J! or ijtoa's saKe, gentlemen, let me\ agea, i Deggiaa mni xo teoonsiaer tne pomr., 
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" Well, Trell ; all trades had tricks, especial- 
ly the trick of business; and I mast take 
bim — if I were his true friend — according 
to his own description." This I was glad 
enough to do; because it saved so much 
trouble, and I had no money to spend with 
him. But stiU he requested the use of my 
name; and I begged him to do the best 
with it, as I never had kept a banker. And 
the "John Ridd cuffs," and the "Sir John 
mantles," and the " holly-staff capes " he put 
^into his window, as the winter was coming 
on, ay, and sold (for every body was burning 
.with gossip about me), must have made this 
' goo4 man's fortune ; since the excess of price 
ot^ value is the true test of success in life. 

To come away from all this stuff, which 
grieves a man in London — when the brisk 
air of rthe autumn cleared its way to Lud- 
gate Hill, and clever 'prentices ran out, and 
sniffed at it, and fed upon it (having little 
else to eat) ; and when the horses from the 
country were a goodly sight to see, with the 
rasp of winter bristles rising through and 
among the soft summeiMsoat ; and when the 
new straw began to come in, golden with 
the harvest-gloss, and smelling most divine- 
ly at those strange livery-stables where the 
nags are put quite tail to tail; and when 
all the London folk themselves were ask- 
ing about white frost (from recollections 
of childhood); then, I say, such a yearning 
seized me for moory crag, and for dewy 
blade, and even the grunting of our sheep 
(when the sun goes down), that nothing but 
the new wisps of Samson could have held 
me in London town. 

Loma was moved with equal longing to- 
ward the country and country ways; and 
she spoke quite as much of the glistening 
dew as she did of the smell of our oven. 
And hete let me mention — although the two 
are quite distinct and different — that both 
the dew and the bread of Exmoor may be 
sought, whether high or low, but never found 
elsewhere. The dew is so crisp, and pure, 
and pearly, and in such abundance ; and the 
bread is so sweet, so kind, and homely, yon 
can eat a loaf, and then another. 

Now while I was walking daily in and 
out great crowds of men (few of whom had 
any freedom from the cares of money, and 
many of whom were even morbid with a 
worse pest, called ^'politics"), I could not be 
quit of thinking how we Jostle one another. 
God has made the earth quite large, with 
a spread of land enough for all to live on, 
without fighting; also a mighty spread of 
water, laying hands on sand and cliff with a 
solemn voioe in storm-time, and in the gentle 
weather moving men to thoughts of equity. 
This, as well, is full of food; being two- 
thirds of the world, and reserve for devour- 
ing knowledge, by the time the sons of men 
have fed away the dry land. Tet before the 
land itself has acknowledged touch of man 



upon one in a hundred acres, and before 
one mile in ten thousand of the exhaustless 
ocean has ever felt the plunge of hook, or 
combing of the haul-nets, lo, we crawl, in 
flocks together, upon the hot ground that 
stings us, even as the black grubs crowd 
upon the harried ncittle ! Surely we are too 
much given to follow the tracks of each 
other. 

However, for a moralist I never set up, 
and never shall, while common sense abides 
with me. Such a man must be very wretch- 
ed, in this pure dearth of morality ; like a ^ 
fisherman where no fish be ; and most of us 
have enough to do to attend to our jown 
morals. Enough that I resolved to go ; and 
as Loma could not come with me, it was 
even worse than stopping. Nearly every 
body vowed that I was a great fool indeed 
to neglect so rudely — which was the proper 
word, they said — the pushing of my for- 
tunes. But I answered that to push was 
rude; and I left it to people who had no 
room, and thought that my fortune must 
be heavy, if it would not move without 
pushing. 

Loma cried when I came away (which 
gave me great satisfaction), and she sent a 
whole trunkful of things for mother and 
Annie, and even Lizzie. And she seemed to 
think, though she said it not, that I made 
my own occasion for going, and might have 
staid on till the winter. Whereas I knew 
well that my mother would think (and ev- 
ery one on the farm the same) that here I 
had been in London, lagging, and taking my 
pleasure, and looking at shops, upon pretense 
of King's business, and leaving the harvest 
to reap itself, not to mention the spending 
of money; while all the time there was 
nothing whatever, except my own love of 
adventure and sport, to keep me firom com- 
ing home again. But I knew that my coat 
of arms and title would turn every bit of 
this grumbling into fine admiration. 

And so it fell out, to a greater extent than 
even I desired ; for all the parishes round 
about united in a sumptuous dinner at the 
Mother Melldrum inn — for now that good 
lady was dead, and her name and face set on 
a sign-post — ^to which I was invited, so that 
it was as good as a summons. And if my 
health was no J>etter next day, it was not 
from want of good wishes, any more than 
from stint of the liquor. 

It is needless to say that the real gentry 
for a long time treated my new honors with 
contempt and ridicule; but gradually as 
they found that I was not such a fool as to 
claim any equality with them, but went 
about my farm -work, and threw another 
man at wrestling, and touched my hat to 
the magistrates just the same as ever, some 
gentlemen of the highest \i\ftQ&. — ^^ ^\s\^a. 
we think. ^ ^c^«i.\» ^<fc\sX xftfirt^ "Cmsq. ^^ ^J^^S*. 
\ aro\md out TLevft^i\jQx\iQ^--w^^'M^^ ^^K^^sa^r 
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ed a desire to make my acqnaintauce. And 
when, in a manner quite straightforward, 
and wholly free from bitterness, I thanked 
them for this (which appeared to me the 
highest honor yet oifered me), but declined 
to go into their company because it would 
make me uncomfortable, and themselves as 
well in a diiferent way, they did what near- 
ly all Englishmen do, when a thing is right 
and sensible. They shook hands with me, 
and said that they could not deny^but that 
there was reason in my view of the matter. 
And although they themselves must be the 
losers — which was a handsome thing to say 
— they would wait until I was a little older, 
and more aware of my own value. 

Now this reminds me how it is that an 
English gentleman is so far in front of for- 
eign noblemen and princes. I have seen at 
times a little, both of one and of the other ; 
and making more than due allowance -for 
the difficulties of language, and the differ- 
ence of training, upon the whole the balance 
is in favor of our people. And this because 
we have two weights, solid, and (even in 
scale of manners) outweighing all light com- 
plaisance ; to wit, the inborn love of justice, 
and the power of abiding. 

Yet some people may be surprised that 
men with any love of justice, whether inborn 
or otherwise, could continue to abide the 
arrogance, and rapacity, and tyranny of the 
Doones. 

For now as the winter passed, the Doones 
were not keeping themselves at home, as 
in honor they were bound to do. Twenty 
sheep a week, and one fat ox, and two stout 
red deer (for wholesome change of diet), as 
well as three-score bushels of flour, and two 
hogsheads and a half of cider, and a hun- 
dred-weight of candles, not to mention other 
things of almost every variety, which they 
got by insisting upon it — surely these might 
have sufficed to keep the people in their 
place, with no outburst of wantonness. Nev- 
ertheless, it was not so ; they had made com- 
plaint about something — too much ewe-mut- 
ton, I think it was — and in spite of all the 
pledges given, they had ridden forth, and 
carried away two maidens of our neighbor- 
hood. 

Now these two maidens were known, be- 
cause they had served the^beer at an ale- 
house; and many men who had looked at 
them over a pint or quart vessel (especial- 
ly as they were comely girls) thought it was 
very hard for them to go in that way, and 
perhaps themselves unwilling. And their 
mother (although she had taken some mon- 
ey, which the Doones were always full of) 
declared that it was a robbery ; and though 
it increased for a while the custom, that 
must soon fall off again. And who would 
l2are ber two girls now, clever as they were 
and good t 
Before we had ^nished meditating upon 






this loose outrage — for so I, at least, would 
call it, though people accustomed to the law 
may take a different view of it — we had 
news of a thing far worse, which turned the 
hearts of our women sick. This I will tell 
in most careful language, so as to give of- 
fense to none, if skill of words may help it.* 

Mistress Margery Badcock, a healthy and 
upright young woman, with a good rich col- 
or, and one of the finest hen-roosts anywhere 
around our neighborhood, was nursing her 
child about six of the clock, and looking out 
for her husband. Now this child was too old 
to be nursed, as every body told her ; for he 
could run, say two yards alone, and perhaps 
four or five, by holding to handles. And he 
had a way of looking round, and spreading 
his legs, and laughing, with his brave little 
body well fetched up, after a desperate jour- 
ney to the end of the table, which his moth- 
er said nothing could equal. Nevertheless, 
he would come to be nursed as regular as a 
clock almost ; and inasmuch as he was the 
first, both father and mother made much of 
him ; for God only knew whether they could 
ever compass such another one. 

Christopher Badcock was a tenant faimer 
in the parish of Martinhoe, renting some fif- 
ty acres of land, with a right of common at- 
tached to them ; and at this particular time, 
being now the month of February, and fine 
open weather, he was hard at work plowing 
and preparing for spring com. Therefore 
his wife was not surprised, although the 
dusk was falling, that Farmer Christopher 
should be at work in '' blind-mau's-holiday,^ 
as we call it. 

But she was surprised, nay, astonished, 
when by the light of the kitchen fire (bright- 
ened up for her husband) she saw six or sev- 
en great armed men burst into the room 
upon her; and she screamed so that the 
maid in the back kitchen heard her, but was 
afraid to come to help. Two of the strong- 
est and fiercest men at once seized poor 
young Margery ; and though she fought for 
her child and home, she was but an infant 
herself in their hands. In spite of tears, and 
shrieks, and struggles, they tore the babe 
from the mother's arms, and cast it on the 
lime-ash floor ; then they bore her away to 
their horses (for by this time she was sense- 
less), and telling the others to sack the 
house, rode off with their prize to the valley. 
And from the description of one of those 
two who carried off the poor woman, I kuev 
beyond all doubt that it was Carver Doone 
himself. 

The other Doones being left behind, and 
grieved, perhaps, in some respects, set to 
with a will to scour the house, and to brinif 
away all that was good to eat. And being 

• The following story is strictly trae; and true it ij 
that the country-people rose to a man at this dastarC 
crue\ty,ttQ^ ^\^ N^\i«>.t tlie Goyemment failed to do.-* 
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a little vexed herein (for the Badcocks were 
not a rich couple), and finding no more than 
bacon, and eggs, and cheese, and little items, 
and nothing to drink but water ; in a word, 
their taste being offended, they came back 
to the kitchen,, and stamped, and there was 
the baby lying. 

By evil luck, this child began to squeal 
about his mother, having been petted hith- 
erto, and wont to get all he wanted by rais- 
ing his voice but a little. Now the mark 
of the floor was upon his head ; as the maid 
(who had stolen .to look at him when the 
rough men were swearing up stairs) gave 
evidence. And she put a dish-cloth under 
bis head and kissed him, and ran away 
again. Her name was Honor Jose, and she 
meant what was right by her master and 
mistress,' but could not help being frighten- 
ed. And many women have blamed her, 
and &s I think unduly, for her mode of for- 
saking baby so. If it had been bet own 
baby, instinct rather than reason might 
have had the day with her; but the child 
being born of her mistress, she wished him 
good luck, and left him, as the fierce men 
came down stairs. And being alarmed by 
their power of language (because they had 
found no silver), she crept away in a breath- 
less hurry, and afraid how her breath might 
come back to her. For oftentime she had 
hiccoughs. 

While this good maid was in the oven, by 
side of back-kitchen fire-place, with a fagot 
of wood drawn over her, and lying so that 
her own heart beat worse than if she were 
baking, the men (as I said before) came 
down stairs, and stamped around the baby. 

"Rowland, is the bacon goodt" one of 
them asked, with an oath or two ; " it is too 
bad of Carver to go off with the only prize, 
and leave us in a starving cottage, and not 
enough to eat for two of us. Fetch down 
the staves of the rack, my boy. What was 
farmer to have for supper f ' 

" Naught but an onion or two, and a loaf, 
and a rasher of rusty bacon. These poor 
devils live so badly, they are not worth rob- 
bing.'' 

" No game ! Then let us have a game of 
loriot with the baby! It will be the best 
thing that could befall a lusty infant here- 
tic. Ride a cock-horse to Banbury Cross. 
By-by, baby Bunting ; toss him up, and let 
me see if my wrist be steady." 

The cruelty of this man is a thing it makes 

me sick to speak of; enough that when the 

poor baby fell (without attempt at cry or 

scream, thinking it part of his usual play, 

when they tossed him up, to come down 

again), the maid in the oven of the back 

kitchen, not being any door between, heard 

them say as follows : 

" If any man asketh Who killed thee, 
Say 'twas the Doones of Bag^orthy."* 

" Always proDouDoed "Badijery." 



Now I think that when we heard this story, 
and poor Kit Badcock came all around in a 
sort of half-crazy manner, not looking up at 
any one, but dropping his eyes, and asking 
whether we thought he had been well treat- 
ed, and seeming void of regard for life, if 
this were all the style of it ; then, having 
known him a lusty man, and a fine singer 
in an ale-house, and much inclined to lay 
down the law, and show a high hand about 
women, I really think that it moved us more 
than if he had gone about ranting, and rav- 
ing, and vowing revenge upon every one. 



! 



CHAPTER LXX. 

COMPELLED TO VOLUNTEBB. 

There had been some trouble in our own 
home during the previous autumn, while 
yet I was in London. For certain noted fu- 
gitives from the army of King Monmouth 
(which he himself had deserted in a low 
and currish manner), having failed to ob- 
tain free shipment from the coast near Wa^ 
tersmouth, had returned into the wilds of 
Exmoor, trusting to lurk, and be comforted, 
among the common people. Neither were 
they disappointed for a certain length of 
time, nor, in the end, was their disappoint- 
ment caused by fault on our part. Major 
Wade was one of them; an active and well- 
meaning man, but prone to fail in courage 
upon lasting trial, although in a moment 
ready. Squire John Whichehalse (not the 
baron) and Parson Powell* canght him (two 
or three months before my return) in Farley 
farm-house, near Brendon. He had been up 
at our house several times, and Lizzie thought 
a great deal of him. And well I know that 
if at that time I had been in the neighbor- 
hood, he should not have been taken so easily. 

John Birch, the farmer who had sheltered 
him, was so fearful of punishment that he 
hanged himself in a few days' time, and even 
before he was apprehended. But nothing 
was done to Grace Howe, of Bridgeball, who 
had been Wade's greatest comforter, neither 
was any thing done to us ; although Eliza 
added greatly to mother's alarm and dan- 
ger by falling upon Rector Powell, and most 
soundly rating him for his meanness, and 
his cruelty, and cowardice, as she called it, 
in setting men with fire-arms upon a poor 
helpless fugitive, and robbing all our neigh- 
borhood of its fame for hospitality. How- 
ever, by means of Sergeant Bloxham, and 
his good report of us, as well as by virtue of 
Wade's confession (which proved of use to 
the Government), my mother escaped all 

penalties. 

■ ■ ' ■ *. ■ 

• Not our Parson Bowden, nor any bm^^^ *» ^^<8kA. 
of hift. 0\a YMfto\i"ft<i^^'fcu\i«s«t>M^\«a5^a!^.''f^^ 
ever to Cio n^WXi \\^ wi^ Tv«^«t ^\sl^*r&. ^ ^^^^^^ ^*^^ 
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It is likely enongh that good folk T^ill 
think it hard upon oar neighborhood to be 
threatened, and sometimes heavily punished, 
for kindness and humanity, and yet to be 
left to help ourselves against tyranny and 
base rapine. And now, at last, our gorge 
was risen, and our hearts in tumult. We 
had borne our troubles long, as a wise and 
wholesome chastisement, quite content to 
have some few things of our own unmeddled 
with. But what could a man dare to call 
his own, or what right could be have to 
wish for it, while he left his wife and chil- 
dren at the pleasure of any stranger f 

The people came flocking all around me 
at the blacksmith's forge and the Brendon 
ale - house, and I could scarce come out of 
church but they got me among the tomb- 
stones. They all agreed that I was bound 
to take command and management. I bade 
them go to the magistrates, but they said 
they had been too often. Tlien I told them 
that I had no wits for ordering of an arma- 
ment, although I could find fault enough 
with the one which had not succeeded. But 
they woyld hearken to none of this. All 
they said was, *^ Try to lead us, and we will 
try not to run away." 

This seemed to me to be common sen^, 
and good stuff, instead of mere bragging : 
moreover, I myself was moved by the bitter 
wrongs of Margery, having known her at 
the Sunday-school ere ever I went to Tiv- 
ertoii, and having, in those days, serious 
thoughts of making her my sweetheart, al- 
though she was three years ray elder. But 
now I felt this difficulty — the Doones had 
behaved very well to our farm, and to moth- 
er, and all of us, while I was away in Lon- 
don. Therefore would it not be shabby and 
mean for me to attack them now f 

Yet being pressed still harder and harder, 
as day by day the excitement grew (with 
more and more talking over it), and no one 
else coming forward to undertake the busi- 
ness, I agreed at last to this; that if the 
Doones, upon fair challenge, would not en- 
deavor to make amends by giving pp Mis- 
tress Margery, as well as the man who had 
slain the babe, then I would lead the expe- 
dition, and do my best to subdue them. All 
our men were content with this, being thor- 
oughly well assured, from experience, that 
the haughty robbers would only shoot any 
man who durst approach them with such 
proposal. 

And then arose a difficult question — who 

was to take the risk of making overtures so 

unpleasant ? I waited for the rest to offer ; 

and as none was ready, the l)urden fell on 

me, and seemed to be of my own inviting. 

Hence I undertook the task, sooner than 

reason about it; for to give the cause of 

every thing is worae than to go throngli 

Tn'tli It 

Jt may have heen three of the afternoon, 



when, leaving my witnesses behind (for they 
preferred the background), I appeared with 
our Lizzie's white handkerchief upon a kid- 
ney-bean stick, at the entrance to the rob- 
bers' dwelling. Scarce knowing what might 
come of it, I had taken the wise precautipn ^ 
of fastening a Bible over my heart, and an- 
other across my spinal column, in case of 
having to run away, with rude men shoot- 
ing after me. For my mother said that the 
Word of God would stop a two-inch bullet 
with three ounces of powder behind it. 
Now I took no weapons, save those of the 
Spirit, for fear of being misunderstood. 
But I could not bring myself to think that 
any of honorable birth would take advan- 
tage of an unarmed man coming in guise^of 
peace to them. 

And this conclusion of mine held good, at 
least for a certain length of time ; inasmuch 
as two decent Doones appeared, and hear- 
ing of my purpose, offered, without violence, 
to go and fetch the Captain, if I would stop 
where I was, and not begin to spy about any 
thing. To this, of course, I agreed at once ; 
for I wanted no more spying, because I had 
thorough knowledge of all ins and outs al- 
ready. Therefore, I stood waiting steadily, 
with one hand in my i>ocket feeliug a sam- 
ple of com for market, and the other against 
the rock, while I wondered to see it so 
brown already. 

Those men came back in a little while, 
with a sharp short message that Captain 
Carver would come out and speak to me by- 
aud-by when his pipe was finished. Ac- 
cordingly, I waited long, and we talked 
about the signs of bloom for the coming ap- 
ple season, and the rain that had fallen last 
Wednesday night, and the principal dearth 
of Devonshire, that it will not grow many 
cowslips — which we quite agreed to be the 
prettiest of spring flowers ; and ail the time 
I was wondering how many black and dead- 
ly deeds these two innocent youths had com- 
mitted even since last Christmas. 

At length a heavy and haughty step 
sounded along the stone roof of the way ; 
and then the great Carver Dooue drew up, 
and looked at me rather soomfully. Not 
with any spoken scorn, nor flash of strong 
contumely, but with that air of thinking lit- 
tle, and praying not to be troubled, which 
always vexes a man who feels that he ought 
not to be despised so, and yet knows not 
how to help it. 

'^ What is it yon want, young man f he 
asked, as if he had never seen me before. 

In spite of that strong loathing which I 
always felt at sight of him, I oommanded 
my temper moderately, and told him that I 
was come for his good, and that of his wor- 
shipful company, far more than for my own. 
That a general feeling of indignation had 
arisen omon^ n^ «i\> ^;^i<b TfiiK^«\)X> \s^\\avlor of 
certaVn ^onn.^ xasxi^l^Qit ^sYas^^aa \sA!^gc^\w<civ 
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Ue answerable, and for which we woold not 
condemn him without knowing the rights 
of the question. But I begged him clear- 
ly to understand that a vile and inhuman 
wrong had been done, and such as we could 
not put up with ; but that if he would make 
what amends he could by restoring the poor 
woman, and giving up that odious brute 
who had slain the harmless infant, we would 
take no further motion, and things should 
go on as usual. As I put this in the fewest 
words that would meet my purpose, I was 
grieved to see a disdainful smile spread oii 
his sallow countenance. Ifhen he made me 
a bow of mock courtesy, aiid replied as fol* 
lows : 

" Sir John, your new honors have turned 
your poor head, as might have been expect- 
ed. We are not in the habit of deserting 
any thing that belongs to us, far less our 
sacred relatives. The insolence of your de- 
mand well-nigh outdoes the ingratitude. If 
there be a man upon Exmoor who has gross- 
ly ill-used us, kidnapped our young women, 
and slain half a dozen of our young men, you 
are that outrageous rogue. Sir John. And 
after all this, how have we behaved f We 
have laid no hand upon your farm, we have 
not carried off your women, we have even 
allowed you to take our Queen, by creeping 
and crawling treachery; and we have given 
you leave of absence to help your cousin the 
highwayman, and to come home with a ti- 
tle. And now, how do you requite us ? By 
inflaming the boorish indignation at a lit- 
tle frolic of our young men, and by coming 
with insolent demands, to yield to which 
would ruin us. Ah, you ungrateful viper I" 

As he turned away in sorrow from me, 
shaking his head at my badness, I became 
so overcome (never having been quite as- 
sured, even by people's praises, about my 
own goodness), moreover the light which 
he threw upon things differed so greatly 
from my own, that, in a word — not to be 
too long — I feared that I was a villain. 
And with many bitter pangs — for I have 
bad things to repent of — I began at my, 
leisure to ask myself whether or not this 
bill of indictment against John Bidd was 
true. Some of it I knew to be (however 
much I condemned myself) altogether out 
of reason; for instance, about my going away 
with Lorna very quietly over the snow, and 
to save my love from being starved away 
from me. In this there was no creeping 
neither crawling treachery, for all was done 
with sliding ; and yet I was so out of train- 
ing for being charged by other people beyond 
mine own conscience, that Carver Doone's 
harsh words came on me like prickly spin- 
ach sown with raking. Therefore I replied, 
and said, 

"It is true that I owe you gratitude, sir, 
for a certain time of forbearance ; and 



itiB\ ^ 
to provf^ my gratitude that I am come bete \ to 



now. I do not think that my e nl deeds can 
be set against your own, although I can not 
speak flowingly upon my good deeds as you 
can. I took your Queen because you starved 
her, having stolen her long before, and killed 
her mother and brother. This is not for me 
to dwell upon now, any more than I would 
say much about your murdering of my fa- 
ther. But how the balance hangs between 
us, God knows better than thou or I, thou 
low miscreant. Carver Dooue." 

I had worked myself up, as I always do, 
in the manner of heavy men, growing hot 
like an ill-washered wheel revolving, though 
I start with a cool axle ; and I felt ashamed 
of myself for heat, and ready to ask pardon. 
But Carver Dpoue regarded me with a no- 
ble and fearless grandeur. 

*• I have given thee thy choice, John Ridd," 
he said, in a lofty manner, which made me 
drop away under him; "I always wish to 
do my best with the worst people who come 
near me. And of all I have ever met with, 
thou art the very worst. Sir John, and the 
most dishonest." 

Now after all my laboring to pay every 
man to a penny, and to allow the women 
over, when among the couch-grass (which 
is a sad thing for their gowns), to be charged 
like this, I say, so amazed me that I stood, 
with my legs quite open, and ready for an 
earthquake. And the scornful way in which 
he said " Sir John " went to my very heart, 
reminding me of my littleness. But seeing 
no use in bandying words, nay, rather the 
chance of mischief, I did my best to look 
calmly at him, and to say with a quiet voice, 
" Farewell, Carver Doone, this time; our day 
of reckoning is nigh." 

** Thou fool, it is come," he cried, leaping 
aside into the niche of rock by the door- 
way: "Fire!" 

Save for the quickness of spring, and 
readiness, learned in many a wrestling bout, 
that knavish trick must have ended me; 
but scarce was the word " fire !" out of bis 
mouth ere I was out of fire by a single 
bound behind the rocky pillar of the open- 
ing. In this jump I was so brisk, at im- 
pulse of the love of life (for I saw the muz- 
zles set upon me from the darkness of the 
cavern), that the men who had trained their 
guns upon me with good-will and daintiness 
could not check their fingers crooked upon 
the heavy triggers ; and the volley sang with 
a roar behind it down the avenue of crags. 

With one thing and another, and most of 
all the treachery of this dastard scheme, I 
was so amazed that I turned and ran, at the 
very top of my speed, away from these vile 
fellows; and luckily for me they had not 
another charge to send after me. And thus 
by good fortune I escaped, but with a bitter 
heart and mind at their t\Qfflj2»\isstQr5ia»^iss«^* 
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were burning to pnnish, ay, and destrpy, 
those outlaws^ as now beyond all bearing. 
One condition, however, I made, namely, 
that the Counselor should bo spared, if pos- 
sible ; not because he was less a villain than 
any of the others, but that he seemed less 
violent; and, above all, had been good to 
Annie. And I found hard work to make 
them listen to my wish upon this point; 
for of all the Doones, Sir Counselor hud 
made himself most hated, by his love of law 
and reason. 

We arranged that all our men should coma 
and fall into order, with pike and musket, 
over against onr dunghill, and we settled 
early in the day that their wives might come 
and look at them. For most of these men 
had good wives ; quite different from sweet- 
hearts, such as the militia had ; women, in- 
deed, who could hold to a man, and see to 
him, and bury him — if his luck were evil — 
and perhaps have no one afterward. And 
all these women pressed their rights upon 
their precious husbands, and brought so 
many children with them, and made such 
a fuss, and hugging, and racing after little 
legs, that our farm-yard might be taken for 
au outdoor school for babies rather than a 
I'eview-ground. 

I myself was to and fro among the chil- 
dren continually 5 for if I love any thing in 
the world, foremost I love children. They 
warm, and yet they cool our hearts, as we 
think of what we were, and what in young 
clothes we hoped to be, and how many things 
have come across. And to see our motives 
moving in the little things that know not 
what their aim or object is, must almost, or 
ought at least, to lead us home and soften 
us. For either end of life is home ; both 
source and issue being God. 

Nevertheless, I must confess that the chil- 
dren were a plague sometimes. They never 
could have enough of me — being a hundred 
to one, you might say — but I had more than 
enough of them, and yet was not contented. 
For xhey had so many ways of talking, and 
of tugging at my hair, and of sitting upon 
my neck (not even two with their legs alike), 
and they forced me to jump so vehemently, 
seeming to court the peril of my coming 
down neok-Aud-crop with them, and urging 
me still to go faster, however fast I might 
go with them, I assure yon that they were 
sometimes so hard and tyrannical over me, 
that I might almost as well have been among 
the very Doones themselves. 

Nevertheless, the way in which the chil- 
dren made me useful proved also of some use 
to me ; for their mothers were so pleased by 
the exertions of the "great Gee-gee" — as all 
the small ones entitled me — that they gave 
me nnlimiteA power and authority over their 
bnsbandB : moreover, they did their ntinost 
among' their relatives round about, to fetcb. 
reomita for onr little band. And by Buob 



means, several of the yeomanry from Bam- 
st'aple and from Tiverton were added to onz ' 
number ; and inasmuch as tliese were armed 
with heavy swords and short carbines, their 
appearance was truly formidable. 

Tom Faggus also joined ns heartily, being 
now qnite healed of his wound, except at 
times when the wind was easterly. He was 
made second in command to me ; and I would 
gladly have had him first, as more fertile in 
expedients ; but he declined such rank, on 
the plea that I knew most of the seat of war ; 
besides, that I might be held in some mea^ 
ure to draw authority from the King. Also 
Uncle Ben came over to help us with his ad- 
vice and presence, as well as with a band of 
stout warehousemen, whom be brought from 
Dulverton. For he had never forgiven the 
old outrage put npon him; and thongh it 
had been to his interest to keep qniet during 
the last attack under Commander Stickles — 
for the sake of his secret gold mine — yet 
now he was in a position to give fuU vent to 
his feelings. For he and his partners, when 
fully assured of the value of their diggings, 
had obtained from the Crown a license to 
adventure in search of minerals by payment 
of a heavy fine and a j^early royalty. There- 
fore they had now no longer any canse for 
secrecy, neither for dread of the ontlaws: 
having so added to their force as to be a 
match for them. And although Uncle Ben 
was not the man to keep his miners idle an 
hour more than might be helped, he prom- 
ised that when we had fixed the moment for 
an assault on the valley, a score of them 
should come to aid us, headed by Simon Car- 
fax, and armed with the guns which they al- 
ways kept for the protection of their gold. 

Now whether it were Uncle Ben, or wheth- 
er it were Tom Faggus, or even my own self 
— for all three of us claimed the sole honor — 
is more than I think fair to settle without 
allowing them a voice. But at any rate a 
clever thing was devised among us; and 
perhaps it would be the fairest thing to say 
that this bright stratagem (worthy of the 
great Duke himself) was contributed, little 
by little, among the entire three of ns, all 
having pipes, and schnapps -and -water, in 
the chimney-corner. However, the world, 
which always judges according to reputa- 
tion, vowed that so fine a stroke of war conld 
only come from a highwayman ; and so Tom 
Faggus got all the honor, at less, perhaps, 
than a third of the cost. 

Not to attempt to rob him of it — for rob- 
bers, more than any other, contend for rights 
of property — ^let me try to describe this grand 
artifice. It was known that the Doones 
were fond of money, as well as strong drink, 
and other things ; and more especially fond 
of gold, when they could get it pure and 
fine. Therefore it was agreed that in this 
way 'Wft ^o\3l\9l \axk<^\> >[\v«ni^ -foe we knew 
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mstic preparations : after repulsing King's 
troopers, and the militia of ^wo counties, 
was it likely that they should yield their 
fortress to a set of plow-boys t We, for oar 
part, felt, of course, the power of this rea- 
soning, and that where regular troops had 
failed, half-armed countrymen must fail, ex- 
cept by superior judgment and harmony of 
action. Though perhaps the militia would 
have sufficed, if they had only foaght against 
the foe, instead of against each other. From 
these things we took warning : having fail- 
ed through overconfldence, was it not possi- 
ble now to make the enemy fail through the 
self-same cause ? 

Hence, what we devised was this : to de- 
lude from home a part of the robbers, and 
fall by surprise on the other part. We 
caused it to be spread abroad that a large 
heap of gold was now collected at the mine 
of the Wizard's Slough. And when this ru- 
mor must have reached them, through wom- 
en who came to and fro, as some entirely 
faithfal to them were allowed to do, we sent 
Captain Simon Carfax, the father of little 
Grwenny, to demand an interview with the 
Counselor by night, and as it were secretly. 
Then he was to set forth a list of imaginary 
grievances against the owners of the mine, 
and to oifer, partly through resentment, part- 
ly through the hope of gain, to betray into 
their hands upon the Friday night by far 
the greatest weight of gold as yet sent up 
for refining. He was to have one-quart'Cr 
part, and they to take the residue. But 
inasmuch as the convoy across the moors 
under his command would be strong, and 
strongly armed, the Doones must be sure to 
send not less than a score of men, if possible. 
He himself, at a place agreed upon, and fit 
for an ambuscade, would call a halt, and 
contrive in the darkness to pour a little wa- 
ter into the priming of his company^s guns. 

It cost us some trouble and a great deal 
of money to bring the sturdy Cornishmau 
into this deceitful part; and perhaps he 
never would have consented but for his ob- 
ligation to me, and the wrongs (as he said) 
of his daughter. However, as he was the 
man for the task, both from his coolness and 
courage, and being known to have charge 
of the mine, I pressed him, until he under- 
took to tell all the lies we required. And 
right well he did it too, having once made 
lip his mind to it, and perceiving that his 
own interests called for the total destruction 
of the robbers. 



CHAFTER LXXI. 

A LONG ACCOUNT SETTLED. 

Having resolved on a night assault (as our 
undisciplined men, three -fourths of whom 
had never been shot at, could not fairly be 
expected to marcb np to visible muaket- 



months), we cared not much about drilling 
our forces, only to teach them to hold a mus- 
ket, so far as we could supply that weapon 
to those with the cleverest eyes, and to give 
them familiarity with the noise it made in 
exploding. And we fixed upon Friday night 
for our venture, because the moon would be 
at the full, and our powder was coming fron 
DHlverton on the Friday afternoon. 

Uncle Reuben did not mean to exposo 
himself to shooting, his time of life for risk 
of life being now well over, and the residue 
too valuable. But his counsels, and his in- 
fluence, and above all his warehousemen, 
well practiced in beating carpets, were of 
true service to us. His miners also did 
great wonders, having a grudge against the 
Doones; as indeed who had not for thirty 
miles round their valley t 

It was settled that the yeomen, having 
good horses under them, should give account • 
(with the miners* help) of as many Doones 
as might be dispatched to plunder the pre- 
tended gold. And as soon as we knew that 
this party of robbers, be it more or less, was 
out of hearing from the valley, we were to 
fall to, ostensibly at the Doone-gate (which 
was impregnable now), but in reality upon 
their rear, by means of my old water-slide. 
For I had chosen twenty young fellows, 
partly miners, and partly warehousemen, 
and sheep farmers, and some of other voca* 
tions, but all to be relied upon for spirit and 
power of climbing. And with proper tools 
to aid us, and myself to lead the way, I felt 
no doubt whatever but that we could all 
attain the crest, where first I had met with 
Loma. 

Upon the whole, I rejoiced that Loma 
was not present now. It must have been 
irksome to her feelings to have all her kin- 
dred and old associates (much as she kept 
aloof from them) put to death without cer- 
emony, or else putting all of us to death. 
For all of us were resolved this time to have 
no more shilly-shallying, but to go through 
with a nasty business in the style of hon- 
est Englishmen, when the question comes to 
"Your life, or mine." 

There was hardly a man among us who 
had not suffered bitterly from the miscreants 
now before us. One had lost his wife per- 
haps, another had lost a daughter — accord- 
ing to their ages, another had lost his favor- 
ite cow ; in a word, there was scarcely any 
one who had not to complain of a hay-rick ; 
and what surprised me then, not now, was 
that the men least injured made the great- 
est push concerning it. But be the wrong 
too great to speak of, or too small to swear 
about, from poor Kit Badcock to rich Mas- 
ter Huckaback, there was not one but went 
heart and soul for stamping out these fire- 
brands. 
1 T\ie> mooTi ^«a \si\jfli^ ^<^ ^6ici«^^ ""Gssss. 
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band, set forth, liavlng the short cut along 
the valleys to foot of the Bagworthy water, 
and therefore having allowed the rest an 
hour to fetch round the moors and hills; 
we were not to begin our climb until we 
heard a musket fired from the heights on the 
left-hand side, where John Fry himself was 
stationed, upon his own and his wife's re- 
quest, so as to keep out of action. And that 
was the place where I had been used to sit, 
and to watch for Loma. And John Fry 
was to fire his gun, with a ball of wool in- 
side it, so soon as he heard the hurly-burly 
at the Doone-gate beginning ; which we, by 
reason of water-fall, could not hear down in 
the meadows there. 

We waited a very long time, with the 
moon marching np heaven steadfastly, and 
the white fog trembling in chords and col- 
umns, like a silver harp of the meadows. 
And then the moon drew up tho fogs, and 
scarfed herself in white with thorn ; and so 
being proud, gleamed upon the water like a 
bride at her looking-glabs ; and yet there was 
no sound of either John Fry or his blunder- 
buss. 

I began to think that the worthy John, 
being out of all danger, and having brought 
a counterpane (according to his wife's di- 
rections, because one of the children had a 
cold), must veritably have gone to sleep, 
leaving other people to kill, or be killed, as 
might be the will of God, so that he were 
comfortable. But herein I did wrong to 
John, SkTxd am ready to acknowledge it ; for 
suddenly the most awful noise that any 
thing short of thunder could make came 
down among the rocks, and went and hung 
npon the comers. 

^^ The signal, my lads !" I cried, leaping up 
and rubbing my eyes ; for even now, while 
condemning John unjustly, I was giving him 
right to be hard upon me. " Now hold on 
by the rope, and lay yo^ir quarter -staffs 
across, my lads, and keep your guns point- 
ing to heaven, lest haply we shoot one an- 
other." 

" Us sha'n't never shntt one anoother, wi' 
our goons at that mark, I reckon," said an 
oldish chap, but as tough as leather, fkud es- 
teemed a wit for his dryness. 

" You come next to me, old Ike ; you be 
enough to dry up the waters : now, remem- 
ber, all lean well forward. If any man 
throws his weight back, down he goes, and 
perhaps he may never get up again; and 
Tuost likely he will shoot himself." 

I was still more afraid of their shooting 

me ; for my chief alarm in this steep ascent 

was neither of the water nor of the rocks, 

but of the loaded guns we bore. If any man 

slipped, off might go his gun ; and however 

j^ood his meaulag, I being first was most 

likely to take fox more than I fain would 

/apprehend, 

■For this cause I had debated with Uncle \ dieaMol gteai\»Tx^Ti«\>^<fe\i<fe'i^QlXJM6i^^ 






Ben and with Cousin Tom as to the expe< 
diency of our climbing with guns unloaded. 
But they, not being in the way themselves^ 
assured me that there was nothing to fear, 
except through uncommon clumsiness ; and 
that as for chai^ng our guns at the top, 
even veteran troops could scarce be trusted 
to perform it properly in the hurry, and the 
darkness, and the noise of fighting before 
them. 

However, thank God, though a gun went 
off, no one was any the worse for it, neither 
did the Doones notice it, in the thick of the 
firing in front of them. For the orders to 
those of the sham attack, conducted by Tom 
Faggus, were to make the greatest possible 
noise, without exposure of themselves, until 
we in tlie rear had fallen to, which John Fry 
was again to give signal of. 

Therefore we of the chosen band stole up 
the meadow quietly, keeping in the blots of 
shade, and hollow of the water-course. And 
the earliest notice the Counselor had, or any 
one else, of our presence, was the blazing of 
the Jog-wood house where lived that villain 
Carver. It was my especial privilege to set 
this house on fire ; upon which I had insist- 
ed, exclusively, and conclusively. No other 
hand but mine should lay a brand, or strike 
steel on flint for it ; I had made all prepa- 
rations carefully for a goodly blaze. And I 
must confess that I rubbed my hands with 
a strong delight and comfort when I saw the 
home of that man, who had fired so many 
houses, having its turn of smoke, and blaze, 
and of crackling fury. 

We took good care, however, to bum no 
innocent women or children in that most 
righteous destruction. For we brought 
them all out beforehand ; some were glad, 
and some were sorry, according to their dis- 
positions. For Carver had ten or a dozen 
wives ; and perhaps that had something to 
do with his taking the loss of Loma so 
easily. One child I noticed, as I saved him ; 
a fair and handsome little fellow, whom (if 
Carver Doone could love any thing on earth 
beside his wretched self) he did love. The 
boy climbed on my back and rode; and 
much as I hated his father, it was not in my 
heart to say or do a thing to vex him. 

Leaving these poor injured people to be- 
hold their burning home, we drew aside, by 
my directions, into the covert beneath the 
cliff. But not before we had laid our brands 
to three other houses, afber calling the wom- 
en forth, and bidding them go for their hus- 
bands to come and fight a hundred of us. 
In the smoke, and rush, and fire, they be- 
lieved that we were a hundred ; and away 
they ran, in consternation, to the battle at 
the Doone-gate. 

" All Doone-town is on fire, on fire I" we 
heard them shrieking as they went: ''a 
liuudtod ao\^\ei» «K> Xsvsciwxv^ it, with a 
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Presently) just as I expected, back came 
^be warriors of the Doones, leaving but two 
or three at the gate, and burning with wrath 
to crush under foot the presumptuous clowns 
in their valley. Just then the waxing fire 
leaped above the red crest of the cliffs, and 
danced on the pillars of the forest, and lap- 
ped like a tide on the stones of the slope. 
All the valley flowed with light, and the 
limpid waters reddened, and the fair young 
-women shone, and the naked children glis- 
tened. 

But the finest sight of all was to see those 
haughty men striding down the causeway 
darUy, reckless of their end, but resolute to 
have two lives for every one. A finer dozen 
of young men could not have been found in 
the world perhaps, nor a braver, nor a viler 
one. 

Seeing how few there were of them, I was 
very loath to fire, although I covered the 
leader, who appeared to be dashing Charlie ; 
for they were at easy distance now, brightly 
shown by the fire-light, yet ignorant where 
to look for us. I thought that we might 
take them prisoners — though what good 
that could be God knows, as they must 
have been hanged thereafter — anyhow I 
was loath to shoot, or to give the word to 
my followers. 

But my followers waited for no word; 
they saw a fair shot at the men they abhor- 
red, the men who had robbed them of home 
or of love; and the chance was too much 
for their charity. At a signal from old Ikey, 
who leveled his own gun first, a dozen mus- 
kets were discharged, and half of the Doones 
dropped lifeless, like so many logs of fire- 
wood, or chopping-blocks rolled over. 

Although I had seen a great battle be- 
fore, and a hundred times the carnage, this 
appeared to me to be horrible ; and I was 
at first inclined to fall upon our men for be- 
having so. But one instant showed me that 
they were right: for while the valley was 
filled with howling, and with shrieks of 
women, and the beams of the blazing houses 
fell and hissed in the bubbling river, all the 
rest of the Doones leaped at us like so many 
demons. They fired wildly, not seeing us 
well among the hazel-bushes ; and then they 
clubbed their muskets, or drew their swords, 
as might be, and furiously drove at us. 

For a moment, although we were twice 
their number, we fell back before their val- 
orous fame, and the power of their onset. 
For my part, admiring their courage great- 
ly, and counting it slur upon manliness that 
two should be down upon one so, I with- 
held my hand a while, for I cared to meet 
none but Carver; and he was not among 
them. The whirl and hurry of this fight, 
and the hard blows raining down — ^for now 
all guns were empty — ^took away my power 
of seeing, or reasoning upon any thing. Yet 
one thing I saw wMch dwelt long with me ; 



and that Was Christopher Badcock impending 
his life to get Charley^s. 

How he had found out, none may tell, 
both being dead so long ago ; but, at any 
rate, he had found out that Charlie was the 
man who had robbed him of his wife and 
honor. It was Carver Doone who took her 
away, but Charlesworth Doone was beside 
him ; and, according to cast of dice, she fell 
to Charley's share. All this Kit Badcock 
(who was mad, according to our measures) 
had discovered and treasured up ; and now 
was his revenge-time. 

He had come into the conflict without a 
weapon of any kind, only begging me to lei 
him be in the very thick of it. For him, he 
said, life was no matter, after the loss of his 
wife and child; but death was matter to 
him, and he meant to make the most of it. 
Such a face I never saw, and never hope tc 
see again, as when poor Kit Badcock spied 
Charley coming toward us. 

We had thought this man a patient fool, 
a philosopher of a little sort, or one who 
could feel nothing. And his quiet manner 
of going about, and the gentleness of his an- 
swers (when some brutes asked him where 
his wife was, and whether his baby had 
been well trussed), these had misled us to 
think that the man would turn the mild 
cheek to every thing. But I, in the loneli- 
ness of our bam, had listened, and had wept 
with him. 

Therefore was I not surprised, so much 
as all the rest of us, when, in the foremost 
of red light. Kit went up to Charlesworth 
Doone as if to some inheritance, and took 
hi& seisin of right upon him, being himself 
a powerful man, and begged a word aside 
with him. What they said aside, I know 
not : all I know is that, without weapon, 
each man killed the other. And Margery 
Badcock came, aud wept, and hung upon 
her poor husband, and died that summer of 
heart-disease. 

Now for these and other things (whereof 
I could tell a thousand) was the reckoning 
come that night ; and not a line we missed 
of it, soon as our bad blood was up. I like 
not to tell of slaughter, though it might be 
of wolves and tigers ; and that was a night 
of fire and slaughter, and of very long bar- 
bored revenge. Enough that ere the day 
light broke upon that wan March morning, 
the only Doones still left alive were the 
Counselor and Carver. And of all the dwell- 
ings of the Doones ^inhabited with luxury , and ' 
luscious taste, and licentiousness) not even 
one was left, but all made potash in the river. 

This may seem a violent and unholy re- 
venge upon them. And I (who led the 
heart of it) have in these my latter years 
doubted how I shall be Judged, not of men 
— ^for God only tasy^^ \Jafe ercssts^ ^ Ta»s3.^ 

\ the froix\. oi ^\LO«fe loT€!QRiaA^*^"aiSs^^. 
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CHAPTER LXXII. * 

THE COUNSELOR AND THE CARVER. 

From that great confusion — for nothing 
can be broken np, whether lawful or un- 
lawful, without a vast amount of dust, and 
many people grumbling, and mourning for 
the good old times, when all the world was 
happiness and every man a gentleman, and 
the sun himself far brighter than since the 
brassy idol upon which he shone was broken 
— ^from all this loss of ancient landmarks (as 
unrobbed men began to call our clearance 
of those murderers) we returned on the fol- 
lowing day, almost as full of anxiety as we 
were of triumph. In the first place, what 
could we possibly do with all these women 
and children, thrown on our hands, as one 
might say, with none to protect and care 
for them? Again, how should we answer 
to the justices of the peace, or perhaps even 
to Lord Jeffreys, for having, without even a 
warrant, taken the law into our own hands, 
and abated our nuisance so forcibly ? And 
then, what was to be done with the spoil, 
which was of great value, though the dia- 
mond necklace came not to public light T 
For we saw a mighty Lost of claimants al- 
ready leaping up for booty. Every man 
who had ever been robbed expected usury 
on his loss : the lords of the manors de- 
manded the whole; and so did the King's 
Commissioner of Revenue at Porlock ; and 
so did the men who had fought our battle ; 
while even the parsons, both Bowden and 
Powell, and another who had no parish in 
it, threatened us with the just wrath of the 
Church, unless each had tithes of the whole 
of it. 

Now this was not as it ought to be ; and 
it seemed as if, by burning the nest of rob- 
bers, we had but hatched their eggs ; until 
being made sole guardian of the captured 
treasure (by reason of my known honesty) I 
hit upon a plan, which gave very little satis- 
faction, yet carried this advantage, that the 
grumblers argued against one another, and 
for the most part came to blows ; which re- 
newed their good-will to me, as being abused 
by the adversary. 

And my plan was no more than this — not 
to pay a farthing to lord of manor, parson, 
or even Swing's Commissioner, but after mak- 
ing good some of the recent and proven loss- 
es — where the men could not afford to lose — 
tt) pay the residue (which might be worth 
some fifty thousand pounds) into the Excheq- 
uer at Westminster, and then let all the claim- 
ants file what bills they pleased in Chancery. 

Now this was a very noble device, for the 

mere name of Chancery, and the high repute 

of the fees therein, and low repute of the law- 

yer8,aud the comfortable knowledge that the 

wool-sack itself ia the golden fleece, absorb- 

'og: gold forever, if the standard be but pure; 

consideration of these things staved off at 



once the lords of the manors, and all the lit- 
tle farmers, and even those whom most I fear- 
ed ; videlicet, the parsons. And the King's 
Commissioner waa compelled to profess him- 
self contented, although of aU he was most 
aggrieved, for his pickings' would have been 
goodly. 

Moreover, by this plan I made — although 
I never thought of that — a mighty friend 
worth all the enemies whom the loss of mon- 
ey moved. The first man now in the king- 
dom (by virtue, perhaps, of energy rather 
than of excellence) was the great Lord Jef- 
freys, appointed the head of the Equity, as 
well as the law of the realm, for his kindness 
in hanging five hundred people, without the 
mere grief of trial. Nine out of ten of these 
people were innocent, it was true ; but that 
proved the merit of the Lord Chief-justice so 
much the greater for hanging them, as show- 
ing what might be expected of him when he 
truly got hold of a guilty man. Now the 
King had seen the force of this argument ; 
and not being without gratitude for a high- 
seasoned dish of cruelty, had promoted the 
only man in England combining the gifts 
both of butcher and cook. 

Nevertheless, I do beg you all to believe 
of me — and I think that, after following liie 
so long, you must believe it — that I did not 
even know at the time of Lord Jeffrey's high 
promotion. Not that my knowledge of this 
would have led me to act otherwise in the 
matter, for my object was to pay into an of- 
fice, and not to any official ; neither, if I had 
known the fact, could I have seen its bear- 
ing upon the receipt of my money. For the 
King's Exchequer is, meseemetli, of the Com- 
mon Law ; while Chancery is of Equity, and 
well named for its man}' chances. But the 
true result bf the thing was this: Lord Jef- 
freys being now head of the law, and almost 
head of the kingdom, got possession of that 
money, and was kindly pleased with it. 

And this met our second difficulty ; for the 
law having won and laughed over the spoil, 
must have injured its own title by impugn- 
ing our legality. 

Next, with regard to the women and chil- 
dren, we were long in a state of perplexity. 
We did our very best at the farm, and so did 
many others, to provide for them until they 
should manage about their own subsistence. 
And after a while this trouble went, as near- 
ly all troubles go with time. Some of the 
women were taken back by their parents, or 
their husbands, or it may be their sweet- 
hearts ; and those who failed of this went 
forth, some upon their own account to the 
New World plantations, where the fairer sex 
is valuable, and some to English cities, and 
the plainer ones to field-work. And most of 
the children went with their mothers or were 
bo\ind apprentices; only Carver Doone's 
liandfiome Q\i\i<9L \\»i^ \o«k\i \iS& xaather, and 
staid m^TQfc. 



LORNA DOONE. 



269 



This boy went aboat with me everywhere. 
He had taken as mnch of liking to me — first 
shown in his eyes by the fire-light — as his 
father had of hatred ; and I, perceiving his 
noble conrage, scorn of lies, and high spirit, 
became almost as fond of Ensie as he was of 
me. He told ns that his name was '^ Ensie" 
— ^meant for " Ensor," I suppose, from his fa- 
ther's grandfather, the old Sir Ensor Doone. 
* And this boy appeared to be Carver's heir, 
having been born in wedlock, contrary to the 
general manner and cnstom of the Doones. 

However, althongh I loved the poor child, 
I could not help feeling very uneasy about 
the escape of his father, the savage and bru- 
tal Carver. This man was left to roam the 
country, homeless, foodless, and desperate, 
'with his giant strength, and great skill in 
arms, and the whole world to be revenged 
npon. For his escape, the miners, as I shall 
show, were answerable ; but of the Counsel- 
or's safe departure the burden lay on myself 
alone. And inasmuch as there are people 
who consider themselves ill-used unless one 
tells them every thing, straitened though I 
am for space, I will glance at this transac- 
tion. 

After the desperate charge of young Doones 
had been met by us and broken, and just as 
XK>or Kit Badcock died in the arms of the 
dead Charley, I happened to descry a patch 
of white on the grass of the meadow like 
the head of a sheep after washing-day. Ob- 
serving with some curiosity how carefully 
this white thing moved along the bars of 
darkness betwixt the panels of fire-light, I 
ran up to intercept it before it reached the 
little postern which we used to call Gwen- 
ny's door. Perceiving me, the white thing 
stopped, and was for making back again, 
but I ran up at full speed ; and lo, it was 
the flowing silvery hair of that sage the 
Counselor, who was scuttling away upon all- 
fours, but now rose and confronted me. 

"John," he said, "Sir John, you will not 
play falsely with your ancient friend among 
these violent fellows. I look to you to pro- 
tect me, John." 

" Honored sir, you are right," I replied ; 
"but surely that posture was unworthy of 
yourself, and your many resources. It is my 
intention to let you go free." 

"I knew it. I could have sworn to it. 
Ton are a noble fellow, ^John. I said so 
from the very first ; you are a noble fellow, 
and an ornament to any rank." 

" But upon two conditions," I added, gen- 
tly taking him by the arm ; for instead of 
displaying any desire for commune with my 
nobility, he was edging away toward the 
postern : " the first is that you tell me truly 
(for now it can matter to none of you) who 
it was that slew my father." 

" I will tell you truly and frankly, John, 
however painful to me to confess it. It waa 
my son Carver,'^ 
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" I thought as much, or I felt as much, all 
along," I answered ; " but the fault was none 
of yours, sir; for you were not even pres- 
ent." 

" If I had been thero, it would not have 
happened. I am alway^ opposed to violence. 
Therefore, let me haste away ; this scene is 
against my nature." 

" You shall go directly, Sir Counselor, af- 
ter meeting my other condition ; which is, 
that you place in my hands Lady Loma'a 
diamond necklace." 

"Ah ! how often I have wished," said the 
old man, with a heavy sigh, " that it might 
yet be in my power to ease my mind in that 
respect, and to do a thoroughly good deed 
by lawful restitution." 

" Then try to have it in your power, sir. 
Surely, with my encouragement, you migb*; 
summon resolution." 

"Alas, John, the resolution has been ready 
long ago. But the thing is not in my pos- 
session. Carver, my son, who slew your fa- 
ther, upon him you will find the necklace. 
What are jewels to me, young man, at my 
time of life T Baubles and trash — I detest 
them, from the sins they have led me to an- 
swer for. When you come to my age, good 
Sir John, you will scorn all jewels, and care 
only for a pure and bright conscience. Ah ! 
ah! Let me go.l|l have made my peace 
with God." P^ 

He looked so bli!!$.ry, and so silvery, and 
serene in the moonlight, that verily I must 
have believed him, if he had not drawn in 
his breast. But I happened to have noticed 
that when an honest man gives vent to 
noble and great sentiments, he spreads his 
breast, and throws it out, as if his heart 
were swelling ; whereas I had seen this old 
gentleman draw in his breast more than 
once, as if it happened to contain better 
goods than sentiment. 

" Will you applaud me, kind sir," I said, 
keeping him very tight all the while, " if I 
place it in your power to ratify your peace 
with God t The pledge is upon your heart, 
no doubt ; for there it lies at this moment." 

With these words, and some apology for 
having recourse to strong measures, I thrust 
my hand inside his waistcoat and drew forth 
Lorna's necklace, purely sparkling in the 
moonlight like the dancing of new stars. 
The old man made a stab at me with a 
knife which I had not espied ; but the vi- 
cious onset failed, and then he knelt, and 
clasped his hands. 

" Oh, for God's sake, John, my son, rob m< 
not in that manner. They belong to me, 
and I love them so; I would give almost 
my life for them. There is one jewel there 
I can look at for hours, and see all the lights 
of heaven in it, which I never shall see else- 
where. All my wretched, wicked Uf<a — <i^^ 

\>aoV m^ ie^«^^a. Crt ^^^sS^^afc^^^^- 



270 



LORNA DOONE; 



am a babo in yonr hands ; bat I mnst have 
back my jewels." 

His beautiful white hair fell away from 
his noble forehead, like a silver wreath of 
glory, and his powerful face for once was 
moved with real emotion. I was so amazed 
and overcome by the grand contradictions 
of nature, that, verily, I was on the point of 
giving him back the necklace. But honesty, 
which is said to be the first instinct of all 
Ridds (though I myself never found it so), 
happened here to occur to me; and so I 
said, without more haste than might be ex- 
pected, 

" Sir Counselor, I can not give you what 
does not belong to me. But if you will show 
me that particular diamond which is heaven 
to you, I will take upon myself the risk and 
the folly of cutting it out for you. And with 
that you must go contented ; and I beseech 
you not to starve with that jewel upon your 
lips." 

Seeing no hope of better terms, he showed 
me his pet love of a jewel ; and I thought of 
what Loma was to me, as I cut it out (with 
the hinge of my knife severing the snakes 
of .gold) and placed it in his careful hand. 
Another moment, and he was gone, and away 
through Gwenny^s postern ; and God knows 
what became of him. 

Now as to Carver, the thing was this : so 
far as I could ascertain from the valiant 
miners, no two of whom told the same sto- 
ry, any more than one of them told it twice. 
The band of Doones which sallied forth for 
the robbery of the pretended convoy was 
met by Simon Carfax, according to arrange- 
ment, at the ruined house called the " War- 
ren," in that part of Bagworthy Forest where 
the river Exe (as yet a very small stream) 
runs through it. The Warren, as all our 
people know, had belonged to a fine old gen- 
tleman, whom every one called " The Squire," 
who had retreated from active life to pass 
the rest of his days in fishing, and shooting, 
and helping his neighbors. For he was a 
man of some substance ; and no poor man 
ever left the Warren without a bag of good 
victuals, and a few shillings put in his pock- 
et. However, this poor Squire never made 
a greater mistake than in hoping to end his 
life peacefully upon the banks of a trout- 
stream, and in the green forest of Bagworthy. 
For as he came home from the brook at dusk, 
with his fly-rod over his shoulder, the Doones 
fell upon him and murdered him, and then 
sacked his house and burned it. 

Now this had made honest people timid 

about going past the ^^ Warren" at night; 

for, of course, it was said that the old Squire 

" walked," upon certain nights of th« moon, 

in and out the trunks of trees on the green 

path from the river. On his shoulder he 

Ifore a ^sbing-rod, and his book of trout- 

^ies In one band, and on his back a wicket 

creel; and now and then he would burst 



out laughing to think of his coming so near 
the Doones. 

And now that one turns to consider it^ 
this seems a strangely righteous thing, that 
the scene of one of the greatest crimes even 
by Doones committed should, after twenty 
years, become the scene of vengeance falling 
(like hail from heaven) upon them. For al- 
though the " Warren " lies well away to the 
westward of the mine, and the gold, under 
escort to Bristowe or London, would have 
gone in the other direction, Captain Carfax, 
finding this place best suited for working 
of his design, had persuaded the Doones that, 
for reasons of Government, the ore mnst go 
first to Barnstaple for inspection, or some- 
thing of that sort. And as every one knows 
that our Government sends all things west- 
ward when eastward bound, this had won 
the more faith for Simon, as being according 
to nature. 

Now Simon, having met these flowers of 
the flock of villainy where the rising moon- 
light flowed through the weir -work of the 
wood, begged them to dismount, and led 
them with an air of mystery into the Squire's 
ruined hall, black with fire and green with 
weeds. 

*^ Captain, I have found a thing," he daid 
to Carver Doone himself, " which may help 
to pass the hour ere the lump of gold comes 
by. The smugglers are a noble race, but a 
miner's eyes are a match for them. There 
lies a puncheon of rare spirit, with the 
Dutchman's brand upon it, hidden behind 
the broken hearth. Set a man to watoh 
outside, and let us see what this be like." 

With one accord they agreed to this, and 
Carver pledged Master Carfax, and all the 
Doones grew merry. But Simon being 
bound, as he said, to see to their strict so- 
briety, drew a bucket of water from the 
well into which they had thrown the dead 
owner, and begged them to mingle it with 
their drink ; which some of them did, and 
some refused. 

But the water from that well was poored, 
while they were carousing, into the priming- 
pan of every gun of theirs, eVen as Simon 
had promised to do with the guns of the 
men they were come to kill. Then just as 
the giant Carver arose, with a glass of puie 
hollands in his hand, and by the light of the 
torch they had struck proposed the good 
health of the Squire's ghost, in the broken 
door- way stood a press of men, with point- 
ed muskets, covering every drunken Doone. 
How it fared upon that I know not, having 
none to tell me; for each man wrought, 
neither thought of telling, nor whether he 
might be alive to tell. The Doones rushed 
to their guns at once, and pointed them, and 
pulled at them; but the Squire's well had 
drowned their fire: and then they knew 
that they Nsjete ^M^ttOb^ed^ but resolved to 
i fight \Vke meti ioT \t. \S^wi ^^gQ^Ya%\ <aa 
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never dwell ; it breeds gnch savage delight 
in me, of which I would fain have less. 
Cnongh that all the Doones fought bravely, 
and like men (though bad ones) died in the 
hall of the man they had murdered. And 
with them died poor young De Whichehalse, 
who, in spite bf all his good father's prayers, 
had cast in his lot with the robbers. Car- 
ver Doone alone escaped. Partly through 
his fearful strength, and his yet more fear- 
ful face ; but mainly, perhaps, through his 
perfect coolness, and his mode of takiug 
things. 

I am happy to say that no more than 
eight of the gallant miners were killed in 
that combat, or died of their wounds after- 
ward ; and adding to these the eight we had 
lost in our assault on the valley (and two 
of them excellent warehousemen), it cost no 
more than sixteen lives to be rid of near- 
ly forty Doones, each of whom would most 
likely have killed three men in the course 
of a year or two. Therefore, as I said at 
the time, a great work was done very rea- 
sonably ; here were nigh upon forty Doones 
destroyed (in the valley, and up at the 
"Warren"), despite their extraordinary 
strength and high skill in gunnery ; where- 
as of us igDorant rustics there were only 
sixteen to be counted dead — though others 
might be lamed, or so — and of those six- 
teen only two had left wives, and their 
wives did not happen to care for them. 

Yet, for Loma's sake, I was vexed at the 
bold escape of Carver. Not that I sought 
for Carver's life, any more than I did for the 
Counselor's : but that for us it was no light 
thing to have a man of such power, and 
resource, and desperation left at large, and 
furious, like a famished wolf, round the 
sheepfold. Yet greatly as I blamed the yeo- 
men, who were posted on their horses just 
out of shot from the Doone-gate, for the very 
purpose of intercepting those who escaped 
the miners, I could not get them to admit 
that any blame attached to them. 

But lo, he had dashed through the whole 
of them, with his horse at full gallop, and 
was nearly out of shot before they began to 
think of shooting him. Then it appears 
from what a boy said — for boys manage to 
be everywhere — that Captain Carver rode 
through the Doone-gate, and so to the head 
of the valley. There, of course, he beheld 
all the houses, and his own among the num- 
ber, flaming with a handsome blaze, and 
throwing a fine light around, such as he 
often had reveled in, when of other people's 
property. But he swore the deadliest of lill 
oaths ; and seeing himself to be vanquish- 
ed (so far as the luck of the moment went), 
sparred his great black horse away, and 
paileed into the darkness. 



CHAPTER LXXIII. 

HOW TO GET OUT OF CHANCERT. 

Things at this time so befell me that I 
can not tell one half, but am like a boy who 
has left his lesson (to the master's very foot- 
fall) unready, except with false excuses. 
And as this makes no good work, so I la- 
ment upon my lingering in the times when 
I might have got through a good page, but 
went astray after trifles. However, every 
man must do according to his intellect ; and 
looking at the easy manner of my constitu- 
tion, I think that most men will regard mo 
with pity and good -will for trying, more 
than with contempt and wrath fur having 
tried unworthily. Even as in the wrestling 
ring, whatever man did his very best, and 
made an honest conflict, I always laid hiih 
down with softness, easing off his dusty fall. 

But the thing which next betided me was 
not a fall of any sort, but rather a most glo- 
rious rise to the summit of all fortune. For 
in good truth it was no less than the return 
of Lorna — my Lorna, my own darling; in 
wonderful health and spirits, and as glad as 
a bird to get back again. It would have 
done any one good for a twelvemonth to 
behold her face and doings, and her beam- 
ing eyes and smile (not to mention blushes 
also at my salutation), when this Queen of ^ 
every heart ran about our rooms again. She 
did love this, and she must see that; and 
where was her old friend the cat T All the 
house was full of brightness as if the sun 
had come over the hill, and Lorna were his 
mirror. 

My mother sat in an ancient chair, and 
wiped her cheeks and looked at her; and 
even Lizzie's eyes must dance to the fresh- 
ness and joy of her beauty. As for me, you 
might call me mad ; for I ran out and flung 
my best hat on the barn, and kissed mother 
Fry till she made at me with the sugar-nip- 
pers. 

What a quantity of things Lorna had to 
tell us I And yet how often we stopped her 
mouth — ^at least mother, I mean, and Liz- 
zie—and she quite as often would stop her 
own, running up in her joy to some one of 
us! And then there arose the eating bus- 
iness — which people now call " refresh- 
ment," in these dandified days of our lan- 
guage — for how was it possible that our 
Lorna could have come all that way, and 
to her own Exmoor, without being terribly 
hungry? 

" Oh, I do love it all so much," said Lorna, 
now for the fiftieth time, and not meaning 
only the victuals : " the scent of the gorse 
on the moors drove me wild, and the prim- 
roses under the hedges. I am sure I was 
meant for a farmer's — I mean for a farm- 
house life, dear Lizzie" — for Lizzie wa« 
looking ftOWicvVj — "^xxj^X^ ^& ^ws^'^'»sfe^K!«»Ki^ 



272 



LOm^A DOONE. 



patches of victory. And now, siDce yon 
will not ask me, dear mother, in the excel- 
lence of yonr manners, and even John has 
not the impudence, iu spite of all his coat 
of arms — I mast tell you a thing, which I 
vowed to keep until to-morrow morning, 
but my resolution fails me. I am nly own 
mistress — what think you of t^at, mother f 
I am my own mistress !" 

" Then you shall not be so lohg," cried I ; 
for mother seemed not to understand her, 
and sought about for her glasses : " darling, 
you shall be mistress of me ; and I will be 
your master." 

"A frank announcement of your intent, 
and beyond doubt a true one; but surely 
unusual at this stage, and a little prema- 
ture, John. However, what must be, must 
be." And with tears springing out of smiles, 
she fell on my breast and cried a bit. 

When I came to smoke a pipe over it (af- 
ter the rest were gone to bed)^I conld hard- 
ly believe in my good luck. For here was 
I, without any merit, except of bodily pow- 
er, and the absence of any falsehood (which 
surely is no commendation), so placed that 
the noblest man in England might envy me, 
and be vexed with me. For the noblest lady 
in all the land, and the purest, and the sweet- 
est, hung upon my heart, as if there was none 
to equal it. 

I dwelt upon this matter long, and very 
severely, while I smoked a new tobacco, 
brought by my own Lorna for me, and next 
to herself most delicious ; and as the smoke 
curled away, I thought, " Surely this is too 
fine to last, for a man who never deserved 
U." 

Seeing uo way out of this, I resolved to 
place my faith in God, and so went to bed 
and dreamed of it. And having no pres- 
ence of mind to pray for any thing, under 
the circumstances, I thought it best to fall 
asleep, and trust myself to the future. Yet 
ere I fell asleep the roof above me swarmed 
with angels, having Lorna under it. 

In the morning Lorna was ready to tell 
her story, and we to hearken ; and she wore 
a dress of most simple stuff, and yet perfect- 
ly wonderful, by means of the shax)e and her 
figure. Lizzie was wild with Jealousy, as 
might be expected (though never would An- 
nie have been so, but have praised it, and 
craved for the pattern); and mother, not 
understanding it, looked forth, to be taught 
about it. For it was strange to note that 
lately my dear mother had lost her quick- 
ness, and was never quite brisk, unless the 
question were about myself. She had seen 
a great deal of trouble ; and grief begins to 
close on people as their power of life de- 
clines. We said that she was hard of hear- 
ing; but my opinion was, that seeing me in- 
dined for marriage made her think of my 
father, and so perhaps, a little too mucli, 
^ dwell upon the courting of thirty years 



agone. Anyhow, she was the very best of 
mothers; and would smile and command 
herself, and be (or try to believe herself) 
as happy as could be, in the doings of the 
younger folk, and her own skill in detect- 
ing them ; yet, with the wisdom of age, re- 
nouncing any opinion upon the matter, since 
none could see the end of it. 

But Lorna, in her bright young beauty, 
and her knowledge of my heart, was not to 
be checked by any thoughts of haply com- 
ing evil. In the morning ^he was up, even 
sooner than I was, and through all the cor- 
ners of the hens, remembering every one of 
them. I caught her, and saluted her with 
such warmth (being now none to look at us), 
that she vowed she would never come out 
again ; and yet she came the next morning! 

These things ought not to be chronicled. 
Yet I am of such nature, that finding many 
parts of life adverse to our wishes, I must 
now and then draw pleasure from the bless- 
ed portions. And what portion can be more 
blessed than with youth, and health, and 
strength, to be loved by a virtuous maid, 
and to love her with all one's heart f Nei- 
ther was my pride diminished, when I found 
what she had done, only from her love of 
me. 

Earl Brandir's ancient steward, in whose 
charge she had traveled, with a proper es- 
cort, looked upon her as a lovely maniac; 
and the mixture of pity and admiration 
wherewith he regarded her was a strange 
thing to observe, especially after he had 
seen our simple house and mannera. On the 
other hand, Lorna considered him a worthy 
but foolish old gentleman, to whom true 
happiness meant no more than money and 
high position. 

These two last she had been ready to 
abandon wholly, and had in part escaped 
from them, as the enemies of her happiness. 
And she took advantage of the times in a 
truly clever manner. For that happened 
to be a time — ^as indeed all times hitherto 
(so far as my knowledge extends) have, 
somehow or other, happened to be — when 
every body was only too glad to take money 
for doing any thing. And the greatest mon- 
ey-taker in the kingdom (next to the King 
and Queen, of course, who had due pre-emi- 
nence, and had taught the maids of honor) 
was generally acknowledged to be the Lord 
Chief-justice Jeffreys. 

Upon his return from the Bloody Assizes^ 
with triumph and great glory, after hanging 
every man who was too poor to help it, he 
pleased His Gracious Majesty so purely with 
the description of their delightful agonies, 
that the King exclaimed, *^ This man alone 
is worthy to be at the head of the law." 
Accordingly in his hand was placed the great 
seal of England. 

^o it came to ^ass that Loma's destiny 
liwng wi^ou "Loi^ Sfe^xe^^*, lot ^\. \XAa time 
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Barl Brandir died, beiug taken wifch gout in 
the heart soOn after I left London. Loma 
"was very sorry for him ; but as he had never 
been able to hear one toue of her sweet sil- 
A^ery voice, it is not to be supposed that she 
wept vfithout consolatiou. She grieved for 
him as we ought to grieve for any good man 
going, and yet with a comfortiug sense of 
the benefit which the blessed exchange must 
bring to him. 

Now the' Lady Lorn a Dugal appeared to 
Lord Chancellor Jeffreys so exceeding 
wealthy a ward that the lock would pay for 
turning. Therefore he came, of his own ac- 
cord, to visit her, and to treat with her; 
having heard (for the man was as big a gos- 
sip as never cared for any body, yet loved to 
know all about every body) that this wealthy 
and beautiful maiden would not listen to any 
young lord, having pledged her faith to the 
plain John Eidd. 

Thereupon our Loma managed so to hold 
out golden hopes to the Lord High Chan- 
cellor, that he, being not more than three 
parts drunk, saw his way to a heap of mon- 
ey. And there and then (for he was not the 
man to dally long about any thiug) upon 
surety of a certain round sum — the amount 
of which I will not mention^ because of his 
kindness toward me — he gave to his fair ward 
permission, under sigu and seal, to marry that 
loyal knight, John Kidd, upon condition only 
that the King's consent should be obtained. 

His Majesty, well-disposed toward me for 
my previous service, and regarding me as 
a good Catholic, being moved, moreover, by 
the Queen, who desired to please Loma, con- 
sented, without much hesitation, upon the 
understanding that Loma, when she became 
of full age, and the mistress of her property 
(which was still uuder guardianship), should 
pay a heavy fine to the Crown, and devote 
a fixed portion of her estate to the promotion 
of the holy Catholic faith, in a manner to be 
dictated by the King himself. Inasmuch, 
however, as King James was driven out of 
his kingdom before this arrangement could 
take effect, and another king succeeded, who 
.desired not the promotion of the Catholic 
religion, neither hankered after subsidies 
(whether French or English), that agreement 
was pronounced invalid, improper, and con- 
temptible. However, there was no getting 
back the money once paid to Lord Chancel- 
lor Jeffreys. 

But what thought we of money at this 
present moment, or of position, or any thiug 
else, except, indeed, one another? Lorn a 
told me, with the sweetest smile, that if I 
were minded to take her at all, I must take 
her without any'thiug; inasmuch as she 
meant, upon coming of age, to make over 
the residue of her estates to the next of kin, 
as being unfit for a farmer's wife. And I 
replied w^th the greatest warmth, and a 
veadiuess to worship her, that this was ex- 

18 



actly what I longed for, but had never dared 
to propose it. But dear mother looked most 
exceeding grave, and said that to be sure 
her opinion could not be expected to count 
for much, but she really hoped that in three 
years' time we should both be a little wiser, 
and have more regard for our interests, and 
perhaps those of others by that time ; and 
Master Snowe having daughters only, and 
nobody (doming to marry them, if any thing 
happened to the good old man — and who 
could tell in three years' time what might 
happen to all or any of ufj ? — why perhaps 
his farm would be for sale, and perhaps 
Lady Lorua's estates in Scotland would fetch 
enough money to buy it, and so throw the 
two farms into one, and save all the trouble 
about the brook, as my poor father had long- 
ed to do many and many a time; but not 
having a title, could not do all quite as he 
wanted. And then if we young people grew 
tired of the old mother, as seemed only too 
likely, and was according to nature, why we 
could send her over there, and Lizzie to keep 
her company. 

When mother had finished and wiped her 
eyes, Lorna, who had been blushing rosily at 
some portions of this great speech, flung her 
fair arms around mother's neck, and kissed 
her very heartily, and scolded her (as she 
well deserved) for her want of confidence 
in us. My mother replied that if any body 
could deserve her John, it was Loma; but 
that she could not hold with the rashness 
of giving up money so easily; while her 
next of kin would be John himself, and who 
could tell what othera, by the time she was 
one-and-tweuty ? 

Hereupon I felt that, after all, my mother 
had common sense on her side ; for if Master 
Snowe's farm should be for sale, it would 
be far more to ihe purpose than my coat of 
arms to get it ; for there was a different pas- 
ture there, just suited for change of diet to 
our sheep as well as large cattle. And be- 
sides this, even with all Annie's skill (and 
of course yet more now she was gone), their 
butter would always command in the mar- 
ket from one to three farthings a pound more 
than we could get for ours. And few things 
vexed us more than this. Whereas, if we 
got possession of the farm, we might, with- 
out breach of the market-laws, or any harm 
done to any one (the price being but a prej- 
udice), sell all our butter as Snowe butter, 
and do good to all our customers. 

Thinking thus, yet remembering that 
Farmer Nicholas might hold out for anoth- 
er score of years — as I heartily hoped he 
might — or that one, if not all, of his comely 
daughters might marry a good young farm- 
er (or farmers, if the case were so) — or that, 
even without that, the farm might never be 
put up for sale, I beg§;ed iiv^ IjOtcsss* ■<» 5ssi ^ 
she IVkeCi, OT T^Wiet \)Cv ^wl\» ^^v^^s^^ssSse. ^Vx\.\ 
tor as yet ft\\e ^iovAi^ ^q \3kSi\>Kv\^^« 
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CHAPTER LXXIV. 

DRIVEN BEYOND ENDURANCE. 

Eyery thing was settled smoothly, and 
without any fear or fuss, that Lorna might 
find end of troubles, and myself of eager 
waiting, with the help of Parson Bowdeii, 
,%nd the good wishes of two counties. I 
could scarce believe my fortune, when I 
looked upon her beauty, gentleness, and 
sweetness, mingled with enough of humor, 
and warm woman's feeling, never to be dull 
or tiring ; never themselves to be weary. 

For she might be called a woman now, 
although a very young one, and as full of 
playful ways, or perhaps I may say ten times 
as full, as if she had known no trouble : to 
wit, the spirit of bright childhood, having 
been so curbed and straitened ere its time 
was over, now broke forth, enriched and va- 
ried with the garb of conscious maidenhood. 
And the sense of steadfast love, aud eager 
love enfolding her, colored with so many 
tinges all her looks, and words, and thoughts, 
that to me it was the noblest vision even to 
think about her. 

But this was far too bright to last, with- 
out bitter break, and the plunging of happi- 
ness in horror, aud of passionate joy in ag- 
ony. My darling, in her softest moments, 
when she was alone with me, when the 
spark of defiant eyes was veiled beneath 
dark lashes, and the challenge of gay beau- 
ty passed into sweetest invitation ; at such 
times of her pui'est love and warmest faith 
in me, a deep abiding fear would flutter in 
her bounding heart, as of deadly fate's ap- 
proach. She would cling to me, and nestle 
to me, being scared of coyishness, aud lay 
one arm around my neck, aud ask if I could 
do without her. 

Hence, as all emotions haply, of those who 
are more to us than ourselves, find within us 
stronger echo, and more perfect answer, so I 
could not be regardless of some hidden evil, 
and my dark misgivings deepened as the time 
drew nearer. I kept a steadfast watch on 
Lorna, neglecting a field of beans entirely, 
as well as a litter of young pigs, and a cow 
somewhat given to jaundice. And I let Jem 
Slocombe go to sleep in the tallat all one af- 
ternoon, and Bill Dadds draw oft' a bucket of 
cider, without so much as a " by your leave." 
For these men knew that my knighthood, 
'and my coat of arms, and (most of all) my 
love, were greatly against good farming ; the 
sense of our country being — and perhaps it 
may be sensible — that a man who sticks up 
. to be any thing must allow himself to be 
cheated. 

But I never did stick up, nor would, though 
all the parish bade me ; and I whistled the 
same tunes to my horses, and held my plow- 
treejnst the same as if no King nor Queen 
had ever 'come to apoil my tune or hand. 



I our parts upbraided me, but the women 
praised me ; and for the most part these are 
right, when themselves are not concerned. 

However humble I might be, no one 
knowing any thing of our part of the coun- 
try would for a moment doubt that now 
here was a great todo and talk of John 
Ridd and his wedding. The fierce fight 
with the Doones so lately, and my leading 
of the combat (though I fought not more 
than need be), and the vanishing of Sir 
Counselor, and the galloping madness of 
Carver, and the religious fear of the women 
that this last was gone to hell — for he him- 
self had declared that his aim, while he cut 
through the yeomanry — also their remorse 
that he should have been made to go thith- 
er, with all his children left behind — these 
things, I say (if ever I can again contrive to 
say any thing), had led to the broadest ex- 
citement about my wedding of Lorna. Wo 
heard that people meant to come from more 
than thirty miles around, upon excuse of 
seeing my stature and Loma's beauty ; but, 
in good truth, out of sheer curiosity and the 
love of meddling. 

Our clerk had given notice that not a roan 
should come inside the door of his church 
without shilling-fee, and women (as sure to 
see twice as much) must every one pay two 
shillings. I thought this wrong ; and, as 
church- warden, begged that the money might 
be paid into mine own hands when taken. 
But the clerk said that was against all law ; 
and he had orders from the parson to pay it 
to him without any delay. So, as I always 
obey the parson when I care not much about 
a thing, I let them have it their own way, 
though feeling inclined to believe sometimes 
that I ought to have some of the money. 

Dear mother arranged all the ins and outs 
of the way in which it was to be done ; and 
Annie and Lizzie, and all the Snowes, and 
even Ruth Huckaback (who was there, after 
great persuasion), made such a sweeping of 
dresses that I scarcely knew where to place 
my feet, and longed for a staff" to put by their 
gowns. Then Lorna came out of a pew half- 
way, in a manner which quite astonished 
me, and took my left b«uid in her right, and 
I prayed God that it were done with. 

My darling looked so glorious that I was 
afraid of glancing at her, yet took in all her 
beauty. She was in a fright, no doubt, but 
nobody should see it ; whereas I said (to my- 
self, at least), " I will go through it like a 
grave-digger." 

Lorna's dress was of pure white, clouded 
with faint lavender (for the sake of the old 
Earl Brandir), and as simple as need be, ex- 
cept for perfect lovelinessr. I was afraid to 
look at her, as I said before, except when 
each of us said " I will ;" and then each 
dwelt upon the other. 

It is \Txvposttlble for any who have not 
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"when, after ring and all was done, and the 
parson had hlessed ns, Loma turned to look 
at me with her glances of subtle fun sub- 
dued by this great act. 

Her eyes, which none on earth may ever 
equal or compare with, told me such a depth 
of comfort, yet awaiting further commune, 
that I was almost amazed, thoroughly as I 
knew them. Darling eyes, the sweetest eyes, 
the loveliest, the most loving eyes — the 
sound of a shot rang through the church, 
and thos^eyes were filled with death. 

Lorna fell across my knees when I was 
going to kiss her, as the bridegroom is al- 
lowed to do, and encouraged, if he needs it ; 
a flood of blood came out upon the yellow 
wood of the altar steps ; and at my feet lay 
Lorna, trying to tell me some last message 
out of her faithful eyes. I lifted her up, 
and petted her, and coaxed her, but it was 
no good; the only sign of life remaining 
was a spirt of bright red blood. 

Some men know what things befall them 
in the supreme time of their life — far above 
the time of death — but to me comes back 
as a bazy dream, without any knowledge in 
it, what I did, or felt, or thought, with my 
wife's arms flagging, flagging, around my 
neck, as I raised her up, and softly put them 
there. She sighed a long sigh on my breast, 
for her last farewell to life, and then she 
grew so cold, and cold, that I asked the time 
of year. 

It was now Whit-Tuesday, and the lilacs 
all in blossom ; and why I thought of the 
time of year, with the young death in my 
arms, God or His angels may decide, having 
so strangely given us. Enough that so I 
did, and looked ; and our white lilacs were 
beautiful. Then I laid my wife in my moth- 
er's arms, and begging that no one would 
make a noise, went forth for my revenge. 

Of course, I knew who had done it. There 
was but one man in the world, or, at any 
rate, in our part of it, who could have done 
such a thing — such a thing. I use no harsh- 
er word about it, while I leaped upon our 
best horse, with bridle but no saddle, and 
set the head of Eickums toward the course 
now pointed out to me. Who showed me 
the course, I can not tell. I only know that 
I took it. And the men fell back before me. 

Weapon of no sort had I. Unarmed, and 
wondering at my strange attire (with a brid- 
al vest wrought by our Annie, and red with 
the blood of the bride), I went forth just to 
find out this — whether in this world there 
be or be not God of justice. 

With my vicious horse at a furious speed, 
I came upon Black Barrow Down, directed 
by some shout of men, which seemed to me 
but a whisper. And there, about a furlong 
before me, rode a man on a great black 
horse, and I knew that the man was Carver 
Doone. 

'^ Your life, or mine/' I said to myself ; 
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" as the will of God may be. But we two 
live not upon this earth one more hour to- 
gether." 

I knew the strength of this great man ; 
and I knew that he was armed with a gun — 
if he had time to load again, after shooting 
my Loma — or at any rate with pistols, and 
a horseman's sword as well. Nevertheless, 
I had no more doubt of killing the man be- 
fore me than a cook has of spittiug a head> 
less fowl. 

Sometimes seeing no ground beneath me, 
and sometimes heeding every leaf, and the 
crossing of the grass-blades, I followed over 
the long moor, reckless whether seen or not. 
But only once the other man turned round 
and looked back again, and then I was be- 
side a rock, with a reedy swamp behind me. 

Although he was so far before me, and 
riding as hard as ride he might, I saw that 
he had something on the horse in front of 
him; something which needed care, and 
stopped him from looking backward. In 
the whirling of my wits, I fancied first that 
this was Lorna ; until th^ scene I had been 
through fell across hot brain and heart, like 
the drop at the close of a tragedy. Eush- 
ing there through crag and quag at utmost 
speed of a maddened horse, I saw, as of an- 
other's fate, calmly (as on canvas laib), the 
brutal deed, the piteous anguish, and the 
cold despair. 

The man turned up the gully leading from 
the moor to Cloven Rocks, through which 
John Fry had tracked Uncle Ben, as of old 
related. But as Carver entered it, he turn- 
ed round, and beheld me not a hundred yards 
behind ; and I saw that he was bearing his 
child, little Ensie, before him. Ensie also 
descried me, and stretched his hands and 
cried to me ; for the face of his father fright- 
ened him. 

Carver Doone, with a vile oath, thrust 
spurs into his flagging horse, and laid one 
hand on a pistol-stock, whence I knew that 
his slung carbine had received no bullet 
since the one that had pierced Lorna. And 
a cry of triumph rose from the black depths 
of my heart. What cared I for pistols ? I 
had no spurs, neither was my horse one to 
need the rowel ; I rather held him in than 
urged him, for he was fresh as ever ; and I 
knew that the black steed in front, if he 
breasted the steep ascent, where the track 
divided, must be in our reach at once. 

His rider knew this, and, having no room 
in the rocky channel to turn and fire, drew 
rein at the crossways sharply, and plunged 
into the black ravine leading to the Wiz- 
ard's Slough. " Is it so ?" I said to myself, 
with brain and head cold as iron : "though 
the foul fiend come from the slough to save 
thee, thou shalt carve it. Carver." 

I followed my exvftta:^ ^^x^^ixJ^ ^ ^^wa^^^N 
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that I feared to approach him, for he kuew 
not where he was: and his low disdainful 
laugh came hack. " Laugh he who wins," 
thought I. 

A gnarled and half-starved oak, as stuh- 
born as my own resolve, and smitten by some 
storm of old, hung from the crag above me. 
Rising from my horse's back, although I had 
no stirrups, I caught a limb, and tore it (like 
a mere wheat-awn) from the socket. Men 
show the rent even now with wonder ; none 
with more wonder than myself. 

Carver Doone turned the comer sudden- 
ly on the black and bottomless bog ; with a 
start of fear he reined back his horse, and 
I thought he would have turned upon me. 
But instead of that, he again rode on, hoping 
to find a way round the side. 

Now there is a way between cliff and 
slough for those who know the ground 
thoroughly, or have time enough to search 
it ; but for him there was no road, and he 
lost some time in seeking it. Upon this he 
made up his mind ; and wheeling, fired, and 
then rode at me. 

His bullet struck me somewhere, but I 
took no heed of that. Fearing only his es- 
cape, I laid my horse across the way, and 
with the limb of the oak struck full on 
the forehead his charging steed. Ere the 
slash of the sword came nigh me, man and 
horse rolled over, and well-nigh bore my 
own horse down with the power of their 
onset. 

Carver Doone was somewhat stunned, and 
could not arise for a moment. Meanwhile I 
leaped on the ground and awaited, smooth- 
ing my hair back, and baring my arms, as 
though in the ring for wrestling. Then the 
little boy ran to me, clasped my leg, and 
looked up at me; and the terror in his eyes 
made me almost fear myself. 

" Ensie, dear," I said quite gently, griev- 
ing that he should see his wicked father 
killed, "run up yonder round the comer, 
and try to find a pretty bunch of bluebells 
for the lady." The child obeyed me, hang- 
ing back, and looking back, and then laugh- 
ing, while I prepared for business. There 
and then I might have killed mine enemy 
with a single blow while he lay unconscious, 
but it would have been foul play. 

With a sullen and black scowl, the Carver 
gathered his mighty limbs and arose, and 
iooked round for his weapons; but I had 
put them well away. Then he came t6 me 
and gazed, being wont to frighten thus 
young men. 

" I would not harm you, lad," he said, 
with a lofty style of sneering : " I have pun- 
ished you enough, for most of your imperti- 
nence. For the rest I forgive you, because 
you have been good and gracious to my lit- 
tle son. Go and be contented." 
-For answer I emote him on the cheek, 
lightly, and not to hurt him. but to make 



his blood leap up. I would not sully my 
tongue by speaking to a man like this. 

There was a level space of sward between 
us and the slough. With the courtesy de- 
rived from London, and the processions I 
had seen, to this* place I led him. And that 
he might breathe himself, and have every 
fibre cool, and every muscle ready, my hold 
upon his coat I loosed, and left him to begin 
with me whenever he thought proper. 

I think he felt that his time was come. I 
think he knew from my knitted mflscles, and 
the firm arch of my breast, and the way iu 
which I stood, but most of all from my steru 
blue eyes, that he had found his master. At 
any rate a paleness came, an ashy paleness 
on his cheeks, and the vast calves of his legs 
bowed in, as if he were out of training. 

Seeing this, villain as he was, I offered 
him first chance. I stretched forth my left 
hand, as I do to a weaker antagonist, and I 
let him have the hug of me. But in this I 
was too generous ; having forgotten my pis- 
tol-wound, and the cracking of one of my 
short lower ribs. Carver Doone caught me 
round the waist with such a grip as never 
yet had been laid upon me. 

I heard my rib go ; I grasped his arm, and 
tore the muscle out of it* (as the string 
comes out of an orange) ; then I took him 
by the throat, which is not allowed lir wrest- 
ling, but he had snatched at mine ; and now 
was no time of dalliance. In vain he tug- 
ged, and strained, and writhed, dashed his 
bleeding fist into my face, and flung himself 
on me with gnashing jaws. Beneath the 
iron of my strength — ^for God that day was 
with me — I had him helpless in two min- 
utes, and his fiery eyes lolled out. 

" I will not harm thee any more," I cried, 
so far as I could for panting, the work being 
very furious : " Carver Doone, thou art beat- 
en ; own it, and thank €k)d for it ; and go 
thy way, and repent thyself." 

It was all too late. Even if he had yield- 
ed in his ravening frenzy — for his beard 
was like a mad dog^s jowl — even if he would 
have owned that, for the first time in his 
life, he had found his master; it was all too 
late. 

The black bog had him by the feet ; the 
sucking of the ground drew on him, like the 
thirsty lips of death. In our fury, we had 
heeded neither wet nor dry ; nor thought of 
earth beneath us. I myself might scarce- 
ly leap, with the last spring of overlabored 
legs, from the ingulfing grave of slime. He 
fell back, with his swarthy breast (from 
which my gripe had rent all clothing), like 
a hummock of bog-oak, standing out the 
quagmire ; and then he tossed his arms to 
heaven, and they were black to the elbowj^ 
and the glare of his eyes was ghastly. I 

* A. tat moT%\,«ixt\\A«i dw\.<^'Ccv«i."QLV3DL\&\'&\vatided down, 
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could only gaze and pant ; for my strength 
vras no more than an infant's, from the fury 
and the horror. Scarcely could I turn away, 
while, joint by joint, he sank from sight. 



CHAPTER LXXV. 

LITE AND LORNA COME AGAIN. 

When the little boy came back with the 
bluebells, which he had managed to find — 
as children always do find flowers, when 
older eyes see none — ^he only sign of his 
father left was a dark brown bubble upon a 
new-formed patch of blackness. But to the 
centre of its pulpy gorge the greedy slough 
was heaving, and sullenly grinding its wel- 
tering jaws among the flags and the sedges. 

With pain and ache, both of mind and 
body, and shame at my own fury, I heavily 
mounted my horse again, and looked down 
at the iunocent Ensie. Would this playful, 
loving child grow up like his cruel father, 
and end a godless life of hatred with a death 
of violence ? He lifted his noble forehead 
toward me, aa if to answer, "Nay, I will 
not :" but the words he spoke were these : 

" Don" — for he never could say " John " — 
" oh Don, I am so glad that nasty naughty 
man is gone away. Take me home, Don. 
Take me home." 

It has been said of the wicked, " Not even 
their own children love them." And I could 
easily believe that Carver Doone's cold- 
hearted ways had scared from him even his 
favorite child. No man would I call truly 
wicked unless his heart be cold. 

It hurt me moro than I can tell, even 
through all other grief, to take into my arms 
the child of the man just slain by me. The 
fieeling was a foolish one, and a wrong one, 
as the thing had been — for I would fain have 
saved that mau after he was conquered — - 
nevertheless, my arms went coldly round 
that little fellow; neither would they have 
gone at all, if there had been any help for it. 
But I could not leave him there till some 
one else might fetch him, on account of the 
cruel slough, and the ravens which had 
come hovering over the dead horse ; neither 
could I, with my wound, tie him on my horse 
and walk. 

For now I had spent a great deal of blood, 
and was rather faint and weary. And it 
was lucky for me that Kickums had lost 
spirit like his master, and w^nt home as 
mildly as a lamb. For when we came to- 
ward the farm, I seemed to be riding in a 
dream almost ; and the voices both of men 
and women (who had hurried forth upon my 
track), as they met me, seemed to wander 
from a distant muffling cloud. Only the 
thought of Loma's death, like a heavy knell, 
was tolling in the belfry of my brain. 

When we camo to the stable door, I rathei 






fell from my horse than got off; and John 
Fry, with a look of wonder, took Kickums's 
head, and led him in. Into the old farm« 
house I tottered, like a weauling child, with 
mother, in her common clothes, helping me 
along, yet fearing, except by stealth, to look 
at me. 

" I have killed him," was all I said, " eveii 
as he killed Lorua. Now let me see my 
wife, mother. She belongs to me none the 
less, though dead." 

" Yon can not see her now, dear John,'' 
said Ruth Huckaback, coming forward ; 
since no one else had the courage. "Annie 
is with her now, John." 

"What has that to do with itf Let mo 
see my dead one, and pray to die." 

All the women fell away and whispered, 
and looked at me with side glances, and 
some sobbing, for my face was hard as flint. 
Ruth alone stood by me, and dropped her 
eyes, and trembled. Then one little hand 
of hers stole into my great shaking palm, 
and the other was laid on my tattered coat : 
yet with her clothes she shunned my bloody 
while she whispered gently, 

"John, < she is not your dead one. She 
may even be your living one yet — your wife, 
your home, and your happiness. But you 
must not see her now." 

" Is there any chance for her t For me, I 
mean ; for me, I mean f " 

" Gk>d in heaven knows, dear John. Biu 
the sight of you, and in this sad plight, 
would be certain death to her. Now come 
first, and be healed yourself." 

I obeyed her like a child, whispering only 
as I went, for none but myself knew her 
goodness — "Almighty Crod will bless you, 
darling, for the good you are doing now." 

Tenfold, ay, and a thousand-fold, I prayed 
and I believed it, wheh I came to know the 
truth. If it had not been for this little 
maid, Lorna must have died at once, as in 
my arms she lay for dead, from the dastard 
and murderous cruelt3\ But the moment I 
left her Ruth came forward, and took the 
command of every one, in right of her firm- 
ness and readiness. 

She made them bear her home at once upon 
the door of the pulpit, with the cushion un- 
der the drooping head. With h.er own little 
hands she cut off, as tenderly as a pear is 
peeled, the bridal dress so steeped and staiu- 
ed, and then with her dainty, transparent 
fingers (no larger than a pencil) she probed 
the vile wound in the side, and fetched the 
reeking bullet forth, and then with the cold- 
est water staunched the flowing of the life- 
blood. All this while my darling lay insen- 
sible, and white as death ; and all the wom- 
en around declared that she was dead, and 
needed nothing but her maiden shroud. 

But Ruth still sponged the i^ooi: &vd.^ «^^ 
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pure face on the faint heart, and bade them 
fetch her Spanish wine. Then she parted 
the pearly teeth (feebly clenched on the hov- 
ering breath), and poured in wine from a 
christening- spoon, and raised the graceful 
neck and breast, and stroked the delicate 
throat, and waited and then poured in a lit- 
tle more. 

Annie all the while looked on with horror 
and amazement, counting herself no second- 
rate nurse, and this as against all theory. 
But the quiet lifting of Ruth's hand, and one 
glance from her dark bright eyes, told Annie 
just to stand away, and iiot intercept the air 
so. And at the very moment when all the 
rest had settled that Euth was a simple idi- 
ot, but could not harm the dead much, a lit- 
tle flutter in the throat, followed by a short 
low sigh, made them pause, and look and 
hope. 

For hours, however, and days, she lay at 
the very verge of death, kept alive by noth- 
ing but the care, the skill, the tenderness, 
and perpetual watchfulness of Euth. Luck- 
ily Annie was not there very often, so as to 
meddle; for kind and clever nurse as she 
was, she must have done more harm than 
good. But my broken rib, which was set by 
a doctor who chanced to be at the wedding, 
was allotted to Annie's care ; and great in- 
flahimation ensuing, it was quite enough to 
content her. This doctor had pronounced 
poor Loma dead; wherefore Euth refused 
most firmly to have aught to do with him. 
She took the whole case on herself, and with 
God's help she bore it through. 

Now whether it were the light and bright- 
ness of my Lorna's nature, or the freedom 
from anxiety — ^for she knew not of my hurt, 
— or, as some people said, her birthright 
among wounds and violence, or her manner 
of not drinking beer — ^I leave that doctor to 
determine who pronounced her dead. Bnt 
anyhow, one thing is certain ; sure as the 
stars of hope above us, Lorna recovered long 
ere I did. 

For the grief was on me still of having 
lost my love and lover at the moment she 
was mine. With the power of fate upon 
me, and the black caldron of the wizard's 
death boiling in my heated brain, I had no 
faith in the tales they told. I believed that 
Loma was in the church-yard while these 
rogues were lying to me. For with strength 
of blood like mine, and power of heart be- 
hind it, a broken bone must burn itself. 

Mine went hard with fires of pain, be- 
ing of such size and thickness ; and I was 
ashamed of him for breaking by reason of a 
pistol-ball, and the mere hug of a man. And 
it fetched me down in conceit of strength, 
so that I was careful afterward. 
All this waa a lesson to me. All this made 
me very humble; illneBS being a thing as 
ret altogether unknown to me. Not that I 
Jrled small or skulked, or feared the death 



which some' foretold, shaking their heads 
about mortification, and a green appearance. 
Only that I seemed quite fit to go to heaven 
and Lorna. For in my sick, distracted mind 
(stirred with many tossings), like the bead 
in a spread of frog-spawn carried by the 
current, hung the black and central essence 
of my future life. A life without Lorna ; a 
tadpole life. All stupid head, and no body. 

Many men may like such life ; anchorites, 
fakirs, high-priests, and so on ; but to my 
mind it is not the native thing God meant 
for us. My dearest mother was a show, with 
crying and with fretting. The Doones, as she 
thought, were born to destroy us. Scarce 
had she come to some liveliness (though 
sprinkled with tears every now and then) 
after her great bereavement, and ten years 
time to dwell on it — when lo, here was her 
husband's son, the pet child of her own good 
John, murdered like his father! Well, the 
ways of God were wonderful I 

So they were, and so they are ; and so 
they ever will be. Let us debate them as 
we will, our ways are His, and much the 
same ; only second-hand from Him. And I 
expected something from Him, even in my 
worst of times, knowing that I had done my 
best. 

This is not edifying talk — as our Non- 
conformist parson says, when he can get no 
more to drink ^therefore let me only tell 
what became of Lorna. One day I was sit- 
ting in my bedroom, for I could not get down 
stairs, and there was no one strong enough 
to carry me, even if I would have allowed it. 

Though it cost me sore trouble and weari^ 
ness, I had put on all my Sunday clothes, 
out of respect for the doctor, who was com- 
ing to bleed me again (as he always did 
twice a week); and it struck me that he 
had seemed hurt in his mind because I wore 
my worst clothes to be bled in — for lie in 
bed I would not after six o'clock ; and even 
that was great laziness. 

I looked at my right hand, whose grasp 
had been like that of a blacksmith's vise ; 
and it seemed to myself impossible that this 
could be John Eidd's. The great frame of 
the hand was there, as well as the muscles, 
standing forth like the guttering of a can- 
dle, and the broad blue veins going up the 
back, and crossing every finger. But as for 
color, even Loma's could scarcely have been 
whiter; and as for strength, little Ensie 
Doone might have come and held it fast. I 
laughed as I tried in vain to lift the basin 
set for bleeding me. 

Then I thought of all the lovely things 
going on out-of-doors just now, concerning 
which the drowsy song of the bees came to 
me. These must J)e among the thyme, by 
the sound of their great content. Therefore 
the Toses must be in blossom, and the wood- 
bine, an^ c\ove-^VXVs^'(i^«t\ the cherries 
on t\ie 'waW mvistXi^ \A«m\i^\fc^^\Xia ^<iJ\«^ 
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Sally must be on the brook, wheat must be 
callow with qiiaveriDg bloom, and the early 
meadows swathed with hay. 

Yet here was I, a helpless creature, quite 
unfit to stir among them, gifted with no 
«ight, no scent of all the changes that move 
our love, 4nd lead our hearts, from month to 
month, along the quiet path of life. And, 
what was worse, I had no hope of caring 
ever for them more. 

Presently a little knock sounded through 
my gloomy room; and supposing it to be 
the doctor, I tried to rise and make my bow. 
But, to my surprise, it was little Ruth, who 
had never once come to visit me since 1 was 
placed under the doctor's hands. Enth was 
dressed so gayly, with rosettes, and flowers, 
and what not, that I was sorry for her bad 
manners, and thought she was come to con- 
quer me, now that Loma was done with. 

Ruth ran toward me with sparkling eyes, 
being rather short of sight ; then suddenly 
she stopped, and I saw entire amazement in 
her face. 

"Can you receive visitors. Cousin Ridd ? — 
why, they never told me of this !" she cried ; 
** I knew that you were weak, dear John ; 
but not that you were dying. Whatever is 
that basin for V^ 

" I have no intention of dying, Ruth ; and 
I like not to talk about it. But that basin, 
if you must know, is for the doctor's pur- 
pose." 

" What ! do you mean bleeding you ? You 
poor weak cousin! Is it possible that he 
does that still f " 

"Twice a week for the last six weeks, 
dear. Nothing else has kept me alive.'' 

"Nothing else has killed you, nearly. 
There!" and she set her little boot across 
the basin and crushed it. "Not another 
drop shall they have from you. Is Annie 
such a fool as that ? And Lizzie, like a zany, 
at her books ! And killing their brother be- 
tween them !" 

I was surprised to see Ruth excited, her 
character being so calm and quiet. And I 
tried to soothe her with my feeble hand, as 
now she knelt before me. 

" Dear cousin, the doctor must know best. 
Annie says so every day. Else what has he 
been brought up for t" 

" Brought up for slaying and murdering. 
Twenty doctors killed King Charles, in spite 
of all the women. Will you leave it to me, 
John? I have a little will of my own, and 
I am not afraid of doctors. Will you leave 
it to me, dear John ? I have saved your 
Liorna's life. And now I will save yours; 
which is a far, far easier business." 

" You have saved my Lorna's life ! What 
do you mean by talking so ?" 

" Only what I say, Cousin John. Though 
perhaps I overprize my work. But at any 
rate she says so." 



with bewilderment; "all women are such 
liars." 

"Have you ever known me tell a liet" 
cried Ruth, in great indignation — more 
feigned, I doubt, than real — " your mother 
may tell a story now and then, when she 
feels it right, and so may both your sisters. 
But so you can not do, John Ridd ; and no 
more than you can I do it." 

If ever there was virtuous truth in the 
eyes of any woman, it was now in Ruth 
Huckaback's; and my brain began very 
slowly to move, the heart being almost tor- 
pid, from perpetual loss of blood; 

" I do not understand," was all I could say 
for a very long time. 

" Will you understand, if I show you Lor- 
na f I have feared to do it, for the sake of 
you both. But now Lorna is well enough, 
if you think that you are. Cousin John. 
Surely you will understand, when you see 
your wife." 

Following her to the very utmost of my 
mind and heart, I felt that all she said wa& 
truth, and yet I could not make it out. And 
in her last few words there was such a pow- 
er of saduess rising through the cover of gay- 
ety, that I said to myself, half in a dream, 
" Ruth is very beautiful." 

Before I had time to listen much for the 
approach of footsteps, Ruth came back, and 
behind her Lorna; coy as if of her bride- 
groom, and hanging back with her beauty. 
Ruth banged the door and ran away, and 
Lorna stood before me. 

But she did not stand for an instant when 
sh*^ saw what I was like. At the risk of all 
thick bandages, and upsetting a dozen medi- 
cine bottles, and scattering leeches right and 
left, she managed to get into my arms, al- 
though they could not hold her. She laid 
her panting warm young breast on the place 
where they meant to bleed me, and she set 
my pale face up ; and she would not look at 
me, having greater faith in kissing. 

I felt my life come back, and warm ; I 
felt my trust in women flow ; I felt the joy 
of living now, and the power of doing it. 
It is not a moment to describe ; who feels 
can never tell of it. But the rush of Lorna's 
tears, and the challenge of my bride's lips, 
and the throbbing of my wife's heart (now 
at last at home on mine), made me feel that 
the world was good, and not a thing to be 
weary of. 

Little more have I to tell. The doctor 
was turned out at once; and slowly came 
back my former strength, with a darling 
wife and good victuals. As for Lorna, she 
never tired of sitting and watching me eat 
and eat. And such is her heart that she 
never tires of being with me here and there 
among the beautiful places, and talking with 
her arm around me — ^e»<i tax^^\s«5ks}^^'«>5&N!^ ^"^c^ 
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disconragementSy and, worst of all, the bitter 
partings, which we used to have somehow. 

There is no need for my farming harder 
than becomes a man of weight. Lo'rua has 
great stores of money, though we never draw 
it out except for some poor neighbor, unless 
I find her a sumptuous dress out of her own 
perquisites. And this she always looks upon 
as a wondrous gift from me, and kisses me 
much when she puts it on, and walks like 
the noble woman she is. And yet I may 
never behold it again ; for she gets back to 
her simple clothes, and I love her the better 
in them. I believe that she gives half the 
grandeur away, and keeps the other half for 
the children. 

As for poor Tom Faggus, every one knows 
his bitter adventures, when bis pardon was 
recalled, because of his journey to Sedge- 
moor. Not a child in the country, I doubt, 
but knows far more than I do of Tom's most 
desperate doings. The law had ruined him 
once, he said, and then he had been too much 
for the law ; and now that a quiet life was 
his object, here the base thing came after 
him. And such was his dread of this evil 
spirit, that being caught upon Barnstaple 
Bridge, with soldiers at either end of it (yet 
doubtful about approaching him), he set his 
strawberry mare, sweet Winnie, at the left- 
hand itarapet, with a whisper into her dove- 
colored ear. Without a moment's doubt she 
leaped it, into the foaming tide, and swam, 
and landed according to orders. Also his 
flight from a public -house (where a trap 
was set for him, but Winnie came and broke 
down the dooi*, and put two men under, and 
trod on them,) is as well known as any bal- 
lad. It was reported for a while that poor 
Tom had been caught at last, by means 
of his fondness for liquor, and was hanged 
before Taunton jail; but luckily we knew 
better. With a good wife, and a wonderful 
horse, and all the country attached to him, 
he kept the law at a wholesome distance, un- 
til it became too much for its master, and a 
new king arose. Upon this, Tom sued his 
pardon afresh ; and Jeremy Stickles, who 
suited the times, was glad to help him in 
getting it, as well as a compensation. There- 
after the good and respectable Tom lived a 
godly (though not always sober) life, and 
brought up his children to honesty, as the 
iirst of all qualifications. 

My dear mother was as happy as possibly 
need be with us ; having no cause for jeal- 
ousy as others arose around her. And every 
body was well pleased when Lizzie came in, 
sue dayv and tossed her book-shelf over, and 



declared that she would have Captain Blox» 
ham, and nobody should prevent her; foi 
that he alone, of all the men she had ever 
met with, knew good writing when he saw 
it, and could spell a word when told. As he 
had now succeeded to Captain Stickles's po- 
sition (Stickles going up the tree), and had 
the power of collecting, and of keeping, what 
he liked, there was nothing to be said against 
it ; and we hoped that he would pay her ont. 

I sent little Ensie to Blundell's school at 
my own cost and charges, having changed 
his name, for fear of what any one might do 
to him. I called him Ensie Jones; and I 
think that he will be a credit to us. For 
the bold, adventurous nature of the Dooues 
broke out on him, and we got him a com- 
mission ; and after many scrapes of spirit, 
he did great things in the Low Conntries. 
He looks upon me as his father, and with- 
out my leave will not lay claim to the her- 
itage and title of the Doones, which clearly 
belong to him. 

Ruth Huckaback is not married yet, al 
though, upon Uncle Reuben's death, she 
came into all his property, except, indeed, 
£2000, which Uncle Ben, in his driest man- 
ner, bequeathed " to Sir John Ridd, the wor- 
shipful knight, for greasing of the testator's 
boots." And he left almost a mint of mon- 
ey, not from the mine but from the shop, 
and the good use of usury. For the mine 
had brought in just what it cost, when the 
vein of gold ended suddenly; leaving all 
concerned much older, and some, I fear, 
much poorer, but no one utterly ruined, as 
is the case with most of them. Ruth her- 
self was his true mine, as upon death-bed he 
found. I know a man even worthy of her ; 
and though she is not very yor^ng, he loves 
her as I love Lorna. It is my firm convic- 
tion that in the end he will wla her ; and I 
do not mean to dance again, except »t dear 
Ruth's wedding, if the floor be strong enough. 

Of Lorna, of my life-long darling, of my 
more and more loved wife, I will not talk ; 
for it is not seemly that a man should exalt 
his pride. Year by year her beauty grows, 
with the growth of goodness, kindness, and 
true happiness — above all, with loving. 
For change, she makes a joke of this, and 
plays with it, and laughs at it ; and then, 
when my slow nature marvels, back she 
comes to the earnest thing. And if I wish 
to pay her out for something very dreadful 
— as may happen once or twice, when we 
become too gladsome — I bring her to for- 
gotten sadness, and to me for cure of fK by 
the two words " Losna Doone." 



APPENDIX. ^ 



THE HOME OF THE DOONES. 



THE HOME OF THE DOONES.* 



Bt KATE HILLARD. 



Whoever has read Mr, Blackraore'a clev- 
!i iiovul of " Lorua Dooae : a Roiuauce of 
Esuioot" {and who has not 1), !ias become 
familiar with the eastHrii part of that re- 
gion wliose western ehore Kingslo; has im- 
mortalized in his " Amyaa Leigh, or West- 
ward Ho." Westward Ho ia not an excla- 
mation addressed to aspiring young men, as 
might be siippoaed, bnt a littie village ou 



ilitions that were atitl clinging to the plocea 
therein mentioned-— places where records of 
the ptowess of Tom Faggns and the cruelty 
of the Doones meet one at ever; turn, till 
one begins to believe the whole novel, and is 
disappointed to find any of it fiction. 

Therefore we began with coast scenery, 
after leaving Barnstaple, over the parapet 
of whose bridge Tom Faggus, the gallant 




1, THE LAND O? THE D 



;he western coast of North Devon, tlie west- 
ivard ftoW or height of the laud It was chief 
y Kiugsley's enthusiastic descriptions of this 
wast of North Devon which titst led our or- 
■aut footsteps in that direction for we had 
lo idea,nntil we were fairly within the en- 
chanted region, that" Lorua Dooue" was so 
argely historical, bo made up of all the tra- 



highnayman, leaped that wonderfnl mare 
of his when the soldiers had beset him be- 
hind and before, and swam saiely to land 
again We rode on the top of a atage-coaoh 
driven by a gentleman driver to Clovetly, 
that village which hangs on the face of the 
cliff like a snail on one of ita own walls. It 
is au experience to take such a ride aa that. 
Our Goldfinch (for he might have <!re.l.bi^ 
out ot the ""ELdaA to "B.a\Q'"^ 'hw*. ■&. &»yi«^ 
, little feWow m\\%Vl. ovexcttait KsA-Xx^g^^V^-'^ 
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with light bair and light miistacbe and light 
blue eyea with an affected littia leer iu tbom. 
He was as eicitAhle as champagne with the 
wires half cut, and danced about on his high 
box-seat with perilous vivacity. He leaned 
over backward aud exchanged confidences 
with the guard ; be bent sidewise lo throw 
prattygirls aki8s,orto to cl np some atrag 
gliog youngster by the road s de he flo r 
isbed and ogled and nm! 1 d and chattered 
while he drove like Jeli 

It was mnrkeMaj at B leford the pr n 
cipal village through wb cl we passed aud 
the roada were full of farmers wagous a d 
little doukey-oarts driien by old womeu ao 



quaint cbarm of Clovelly, most fascinating 
of villages, whose little inn is so full of old 
chitia that oiie is almost crowded ont by the 
plates and teacups, aud whose only street is a 
staircase that leads down into the sea. We 
tcent next by another coacU to Lyntou, and 
here the Doone legends fairly began to sar- 
ro ndus 

The whole coftat of Norfh Devo is a 
ser es of rock) heodlai ds jutt ug o t into 
the sea aud hold ng between the r stretch 
ug arms deep fert le wooded valleys call 
ed coniieg (pronou ced ooomei) watered hv 
streams full of tro tad n the ant ini i 
salmon of tne ty poauds we gbt are not 
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that out Goldfinch had plenty of things to 
pass. ' He drove that great thundering coach 
with its four horses at full gallop up hill 
scaA down, within half an iucli of every ve- 
hicle we passe<l ; and we looked down from 
our airy heights npon the box to see the 
poor old market-women crouching in terror 
aa we tore by them, and trying in vain to 
tuck tlieir obstinate donkeys a, little closer 
ili^ tbe hedge. One plncky little black 
puny raced ns for a mile or two, and as we 
ruslied along in onr swaying pace, it seemed 
as if we must topple over npon that iuaig- 
nilicaut little go-cart so far below ns. But 
Goldtiuch proved equal to the occasion, and 
nobody was bnrt. He gave us a very excit- 
ing drive, however, and took his lialf-crown 
ti/i at tbe end of it with a coachman-like in- 
dlffemoce that did credit to bis powers att an 
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not tbe ploc 



while mullet and bass come in 

with the tide. Two rivers, the East and 
the Weat Lynn, meet in the village of Lyn- 
mouth, and rush roaring over their rock; 
bed into the aea, while on a mountain 
plateau, four hundred feet higher, stands 
tbe village of Lyntou, with its almost Italian 
beauty of vegetation. A narrow little road, 
whose walls are hung with a lusuriant tap- 
estry of ferns and ivieaand bloaaoming vines, 
goes corkscrewing down from Lyntou to 
Ljninouth, and one may get mora agony ou 
a warm day ont of the perspiring perpen- 
dicularity of that road than from any other 
that we know of. From the terraces of 
Lyntou yon look off npon Che flashing waters 
of the Bristol Ctiannel, and tbe low coast of 
South Wales lies like a dim white cloud 
ttijiou the horizon. Countiabury Foreland 
Ultelcliea \ta \)o\4 ^JiaS, W» feet high, on 
dwell upon theWhe rig^it ot tti* VW'iXja NaK^, ■o.TiiftiiWft.tiM.-i 
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Hill gnarda it upon the 
left. Below tlii ' " 

tlie latter, and oveilian;;- 
lug tlie sea, winds the 
Nortli Walk, 

path leadiiig frum the village of Ljnton to 
the famous Vallsy of Hocks. One wnllis for 
obont liiitf II mile along tlie si ojiingli ill-side, 
the Leathery turf above and below, with not 
a aigu of human habitation to he seen, the 
active little mountaiu sheep scrambling out 
of the way like goats, aud tlie quernlous 
sea-gulls flashing their white wings iti the 
Buushiue as they dart in and out of the 
rooky caverns at the water's edge far below 
the crest of tnrf Then we come out under 
the irregular towers of the Devil's Chiniiiey 
and Ragged Jack, and enter upou the Valley 
of Bocks, the Devil's Cheesewriiig on the 
left, aud .Castle Kock rising grandly in the 
foreground. These piles of rock perplex the 
eye aud the imagination, they are so sug- 
gestive of a purpoae, and jet so purposeless. 
To come from the leafy terraces of Lynton, 
and pass so quickly into this wild and deso- 
late valley, where the Titans seem to have 
been making wild experiments in arcbitoct- 
nre, abandoned as soon as begun, is like 
1)«ing transported from Como to Baalheo. 
Great bowlders are strewn over the turf, 
lialf hidden by the bracken, the remains of 
Druidio circles occupy the centre, and it is 
hard to persuade one's self that the ragged 
towers that rise on either band were the re- 
sult of iiatnml forces alone. 
Sonthey laid the corner-stoue of the fort- 



LYNMOUTH, 

nnes of Lynton as a watering-place, and 
wrote glowing descriptioDS of the village 
aud of the Valley of Rocks. Of the latter 
he says, "A palace of the pre-A(laiiiit« kings, 
a city of the Anakim, mnst have appeared so 
shapeless, and yet so like the ruins of what 
had been shaped, after the waters of the 
flood subsided." It is a flttiug place for 
legends, this wild rough valley between the 
mountains and the sea, and we are ready to 
believe all that guide-book or novelist can 
tell uB of it. It is said that a stately castle 
once stood here, but that its ohftteiaiiie hav- 
ing refused some petition offered by a Black 
Monk, he invoked calamity and ruin upon 
the family until in the church porch a lady 
and a child should stand and beckon. Baron 
after baron led lives of misery after that, 
till Anally a sou of the house, a repentant 
and leturning prodigal, saw the forms of 
his ileail luotlier and baby sister beckoning 
to him from the church porch. In vain the 
Black. Mnnt a'^^^teft., w.\4. W-trasa Xa ^S^^ssi 
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THE devil's CHBE9KWJ(IHQ. 

were wafted togetber to celeBtial regiona, 
while the Black Monk leaped headlong into 
the sea, aud the castle, with a enddeii crash, 
fell iuto those scattered aod picturesque 
ruins now called the Valley of Rocks. 

,Is it not a pity tliat a guiiie-book, having 
the good-fortune to he able to t«tl mick a 
tale ns this, should tbiuk it necessary to 
odd, " Of coarse this is all legendary ; tboi'e 
sever was a Castle of Lynton or a Churcb 
of St. Johu hereahoute " ? 

" Our home-folk always call it the 'Daues,' 
or the 'Denes,' which is do more, they tell 
me, thau a hollow place, even as the word 
' den' is," says John Ridd, in "LomaDoone." 
" It is a pretty place," he adds, " though 
iiothiug to frighten anyhody unless be bath 
lived in a gallipot." He makes a uiietake, 
though, wbeu he calls the strange pile of 
rocks on the land side of the valley the 
" Devil's Cbeesensj," or scoop, its real name 
being the Cheesewrin^, or press, nhiob, iu- 
deed, one may fancy it to resemble. 

It was in a bole uuder this pile of irreg- 
ular stones tbat the wise-woman of " Loriia 
Doone," Hotber Melldrum, bad ber winter 
ijLiarters. For tbe valley is well protected 
from the wiud, and " there is shelter and 
dry fern bedding, and folk to be seen in 
tbe distance from a bank wliereou the sun 
ebines." Here Johu Ridd came to consult 
fbe ivise-woman towards tlie end of March, 
n-LiJe tbe neather was still oold and piero- 
iag. Ill the warm days of sninmer she livefl 
"ia a pleasaat cave facing the cool side of' 



hill, far inland, 
Hawkridge, and 
close above Torr- 
Stcps— a wonderful crosniug of Barle Riv- 
er, made (as everybody knows) by Satan 
for a wager," But those dreadful liuti- 
quariaus, who are always contradicting 
everybody, say tbat the curlons stepa 
were made by the early British. 
Tbe legends of Lynton do not end witA 
the Valley of Rocks ; every cove and head- 
land has its story. Not far beyond Castle 
Rock are tbe grounds of Ley Abbey — i 
modern mansion, but occupying tbe site of 
milt by Von Wicbehalse, a wealthy 
bo was driven from Holland by 
tbe tyrauniee of tbe terrible Alva. Oue of 
tbe daughters of the house, nearly a centn- 
ry later, the fiiir Jenuiflred von Wicbehalse 
(white neck 1), was betrayed by a courtier 
of James II., aod was tonnd dead at tbe foot 
of the rooky headland still known as " Jon- 
nifi-od'sLeap." Nor was tbis the end of tbe 
tragedy. Tbe angry father, unable to obtaiu 
justice from tbe King, enlisted under ilou- 
mouth, and, after tbe defeat of Sedgenioor, 
roiie hastily borne, embarked bis family iu 
a small boat, and attempted to escape by 
nigbt ; but a storm came up, the overloaiied 
boat foundered, and all on board were lost. 
Tbis was in 1685, tbe year of the great auow- 
storm described in "Loma Doone," and it is 
to tbe Baron de Wicbehalse, of Ley Manor, 
that John Ridd accompanies Master Hncka- 
hack, when tbe latter goes In search of a 
warrant against tbe Doones ; white it! was 
for kissing John's sister Annie tbat tbe heir 
to the barouy was laid low among the milk- 
paos by a cuff from the brother's Htnrdy 

Oue may pick up stories at every turn all 
along this picturesque coast, with its won- 
i\ecta\ •ioviiVwiatw'cis otlwiuriant foliage and 
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shores. You may gather an exquisite bou- 
quet from the top of any stone wall, and the 
Cbatched roofs of the cottages blossom with 
red aud yellow stone-crops, tall white spikes 
of pennywort, and even tufts of crimson gil- 
lyflowers and clove-pinks iiestliug in the 
shelter of the cbimueya and the iloruier' 
windows. But our interest was with the sto- 
ties of the Doones, and they took us over 



into the past, Porlock was the battle-groujid 
of Ohter and Ehoald, of Algur mid Harold 
the Saxon. To Porlock appertaius Ashley 
Cum be, tlje seat of that Lurd Lovela<!e who 
married Byron's daugbtei', and in a deep 
cleft of tho same estate lies Culbone, tiniest 
of villages. It consists of two cottages anil 
a church, the latter at least tive hundred 
years old, with a tiuy porch, a Norman font, 




THB TOBR-BTEPS. 



the border into Somerset, and first to the 
ijuaiut little village of Porlock. 

It was while ridiug home from Porlock 
market that .Tohn Ridd's father was mur- 
dered by the Doones; nor is Porlock other- 
wise unknown to fume. Southey and Cole- 
ridge have mode it illustrious, and Coleridge 
wrote his "Kubla Khan" in one of its out- 
lying mooilaud Ikrm-houses. SoRie cunuec- 
t.ioD, too, the town boasts with the fiunons 
hsuiy Goihra; ami to go still forthei' back. 



and a little octagonal spire that looks like a 
handle by wbtcb one might lift the sacred 
ediflce abont; for it is oul.v tbirty-threa 
feet long and twelve broad. In the minia- 
ture chnrch-yard stands a fine old pedes- 
tal, which, witliin the memory of the third 
generation bock, bore a tall carved cross. 
The shady dell is so deep that for three 
months in the year the sunshine never codka 
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britiua, ia of the aftine otder of aTcbitectuie, 
but more apacioiis. It lia'a a similar spire, 
aud a Himilnr pedestal in its yard, siirmouDt- 
ed, however, by au obelisk, and not a, cross. 
The church coutiuiis several remarkahle 
monumeiits, oae haviug two alabaster full- 
length flgnrea~a koigfat and a lady (ap- 
parently time of Edward III.)— reclining 
under a canopy, with a lion aud a wild boar 
at their feot. Tradition says that they were 
killed by these wild beasts in the neigh- 
Iwiing forests — a story evidently inveoWd, 
as is tradition's iront, to acconnt for~the 




armorial animals aforesaid. But the most 
interesting things were the mural tablets, 
adorned with buioni angels wlio might have 
taken the prize at any baby show for plump- 
riesa. The cbenibs associated with tbem did 






not partake of the angelic adiposity, nor 
were their countenances of that type whicli 
we are nccnstomed to connect with beings 
incapable of corporal punisbmeiiL In fact, 
most of them had a peculiarly soared and 
belligerent expression, as if they bad been 
deprived of their rights iu llie matter of 
flesh, aud were deteiniiued to resent it. A 
certain tablet erected to one William Pool, 
wlio died in I7B6, bore three of these wild 
fowl, two above and one 4)elow the inscrip- 
tion, whose connteuauces Tie were fain to 
copy, a thing of beauty being a joy forever. 
The likenesses are strikingly faithful; and it 
will be seen that the npper cberabs belong 
to a new, one-winged species. Whether they 
will ever supersede the Dresden cherubs in 
the popular Javor remains to l>e seen. 

Outside, in the little chnrch-yard, nndcr 
the spreading branches of a gnarly old yew- 
tree, we found many curious si>ecimens of 
gravestone literature. Among the Frys 
was one named Thomas, who seemed, from 
the uncertain character of his pronouns, tii 
have begun Lis epitaph himself, and left it 
to be finished by his surviving friends. The 
saddenness of their appeal to the spectator 
is quite startling ; but probably they were 
hard pressed, This is the poem: 



Appi 



aany weeks m; frleads dl 
lACblng denlh nlteodliig n 
vur enold hie Ixiij Ha A 



This seenia sufficiently peremptory ; but it 
is nothing to the excited warning of anoth- 
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Theretote prepare to foUow me." 

And npoa the headBtone -of one Thoisas 
HeUiuga, wbo died io 1719, was the follow- 
ing qnaiDt inscriptiou, in qaeer, straggling, 
broken lineB, the laat almost buried iu tbe 
turf: 

" Dear Wife wbo wna my only biena 
Qriara Not tbo I Am gane 
Alltba My lime with yon vbb ehort 

Moom Not Desc Wife no mora for '"'' 



npou the sea and ron inland. Past Oare 
Ford we weut, now bridged over, past the 
old cbarcb of Oare, wbere Lorua Dooue 
and Jobn Ridd were married, and tben iuto 
the deep flowery laues tliat are tbe pride 
of Devon and Somerset, with all tbelr ira- 
graut featoouB of roses aud honeysuckles, 
and feathery ferns and crimson foxgloves, 
and all the floral bravery of this rich 
season. There ia nothing more beautiful 
than a Devonsblre lane except a Sonierset- 
sbire lane, and tbia was a fine specimen of 
what the "Summerlaud," as the old North- 
men called it, could produce. We were far 
igh from the sea now, and fertile fields 
took the place of barren moors, aud beau- 
tiful elm-trecB made the laudacape pictu- 
resque. Malmamead we found to bo a little 
cluster of heavily thatched cottages, nestled 
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From Porlock we drove in a pony trap 
over the high moors to Malnismead id 
search of the ruiued huts of the Dioues It 
was a cold day in July, the English summer 
baTiug set iu with more than ite usual so 
verity, and a strong south-west wind nas 
sweeping across the hills. Our road taj 
over the heights of Yarner Moor, whose far- 
reaching slopes were all planted with yonng 
evergreens, as yet scarcely taller than the 
heather in which they were set, and then 
down again along the terraced hills to the 
banks of the little river Care, that seems, 
with strange perversity, to turn its back 
19 



under overhanging trees, where stood an 
ancient sign board, with " Badgworthy " on 
one of its arms, pointing us the way that 
we should go This d on the old aigu- 
board acoonnted for the local prounncia- 
tion of Badgtry, as the river is everywhere 
called 

At Malmsmead the road ended, and here 
we left the pony-brap, and proceeded on our 
pilgrimage of two or three miles up the 
river. We went 6rst through several deep 
and flowery lanes, till at length we came 
oat upon the river, with a lonely sloue cot- 
tage oil the farther brink. This was Clowd 



Farm, &ii(l liere all patbe censed, 
dred years ago, they say, iu the time of 
Loma Doone, the narrow valley through 
tvhich the Bagwurthy now dances in the 
opeD BuDBbiiie was &Iled with trees; but 
DOW, with the exception of a withered aod 
stiiDted old orchard and gruve near the 
&rui, tbere is not a tree to be seen. That 
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still haunted by the trout-fisber, bnt other- 
wise rnttliug aloug iu the broad annshine 
through a cleep valley wbuse aides sloped 
steeply upward fiuni iw bauks. Tlie crim. 
sou heather aud the pitik orcbie diffused tlie 
hill-sides with a rosy gloy, and aloug the 
path, where the little springs oozed out, 
were bright clusters of blue furget-me-iiots. 




was a pretty description that John Ridd 
gave of the river, as "strongly overwoven, 
turned, and torn with the thickot-wood ; 
bars of chafed stakes sti'etohed from the 
sides half way across the current, and light 
outriders of pithy weed, and blades of last 
year's water-grass trembling in the quiet 
places, like a spider's threads, ou the trans- 
parent BtillnesB, with a tint of olive moving 
on it. And here and there the sun came in 
as if his light was sifted, makiug dance upon 
the waves, and shadowing the pebbles." 

But the trees have all gone now, and the 
grass baa grown over the walls of rock, if, 
indeed, such there ever were. We found 
tiie Bagtfortby a loneJybnt cheerful stream. 



BAG WORTHY. 



Path by courtesy : sometimes there was a 
sheep-track aud sometimes there was none, 
but always tbere was the bright, babbling 
river to be our noisy guide. We walked ou, 
undaunted by the loueliuess, though not a 
vestige of humanity was to be seen after we 
first struck the river at Clowd Farm, and 
the look of the liilb grew wilder every min- 
ute. The two hundred yeara dwindled to n 
span, and it began to look very mncb as if 
we might at any moment meet some of the 
robber band sallying ont from their mount- 
ain fastnesses. We began to recall the es- 
perience of John Ridd's mother when she 
mode her first appearance before the terrible 
Doones. 
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" For abe stood at tbe head of a deep green 
valley, carved from out tlie mountains in a 
perfect oval,witb a fence of sbeer rock stiind- 
liig Tonnd it, eigbtj feet or a buudred higb, 
from ivboae brink block n'ooiled EiIIIb swept 
np to tbe Bky-iiue. By her side a little river 
glided out from uudergronud with s, soft (lark 
babble, unawares of daylight ; then growing 
brighter, lapsed away, and fell into tbe val- 
ley. There, as it wn down the meadow, al- 
ders stood on either marge, and grass was 
blading out npon it, and yellow tufts of 
rashes gathered, looking at the hurry. Bnt 
farther down, on either bank, were covered 
honses, bnilt of stone, square and roughly 
cornered, set as if the brook were meant to be 



more disappointing rains. Two hundred 
years had effectually extinguished ail tbeii 
distinctive traits, and tliey uiight have been 
aheepfolds, or pigsties, or any other iuno- 
oeut and agricultural erections, for angbt 
that we could see. In the broad light of tlio 
Jnly sun they had anytbing but suggestions 
of murder and rapine clingiug to them. 
" Not a single housa stood there bnt was tb<! 
homo of murder," we read. TLe suns and 
rains of two centuries have effectually wash- 
ed out their wickedness, and the crimson of 
tlie foxglove has taken the place of their 

Some way beyond the huts our astonish- 
ed eyes beheld ii small stone cottage of the 
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the street between them. . . . Fourteen cots 
my mother counted, aU very much of a 
pattern." 

After walking about tliree miles Into tbe 
heart of the wilderness, wo were to reach the 
rninn of tbe huts, and this is what we saw : 
Another deep glen, abut in by the same slop- 
ing heather-covered hills, suddenly opening 
at our right hand, no cliffs, no overhanging 
trees, not even a bush, bat all along the 
Btreaiti, with its " soft daik babble," heaps 
and half-citclea of stone, nearly buried in the 
tnrf, and half hidden by tall ferns and fox- 
gloves. Tbe one tliat bore moat semblance 
to a house we made a rough sketch of; tbe 
others ware but bits of stone wall, without 
shape or comelliioss. There could uot be 
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most conventional order. We made for it 
at once, tbat we miglit assure ourselves of 
the identity of tbe ruins. We found it 
the dwelling of a shepherd, uow away with 
bis flock on tbe billa, bnt his wife and cbil- 
droQ were at homo, and gave us a hearty 
welcome. This shepherdess was not of the 
ornamental Dresdeu china description ; she 
bad no crook, uor any pink ribbons ; hut 
she was a jolly, hearty dame, and literary 
withal, fur she lutd read " Loma Doone '■" 
We know of a fair lady, not a tbonsand miles 
from New York, who said tbat her sou was 
very literary — he did nothing bnt rend 
novelaj so wo have authority for the adjec- 
tive. The shepherdess was in a state of in- 
tense detigbt at onrdiaappointniont about tbe 
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rains, and diacnssed the eitnation in tliat soft 
Somertetabire accent that gives Btich heait- 
iuesB to the langm^o. " 'Ee'U not vind it a 
beet loike ta buit," ihe said, with her jolly 
langh. "Built'ii ireel mad'np; it houlds 'ee 
loike, aDd'ee can't pat itbf ; but there's nob- 
bat three pairts o't truth. Hanuerda ooomB 
lip here to Bee't,"she added, with a chuckle. 
The fact is thitt the real and the ideni 
are as iiiestricablj mixed in the charming 
story of " Loma Dooae " as the thousand 
varieties of seeds in the fairj- tale, which the 
princesa was expected to sort, and it wonld 
be almost as difflcalttoseparate them. The 
legends of the Doones and of Torn F^gus 
cling to all the north coast of Devon and 
Somerset, and one is really disappointed to 
have to rein in the inagiuatiou on the very 
brink of a sea of invention, and say, " Thus 
far sbalt thou go, and no farther." What 
wonld'a Scotchman say if yon laughed in- 
crednlouHly at Ellen's Isle iu Loch Katrine, 
or deraurreil at the identification of tlie 
" silver straud " t and yet, waa the cbieft aiu's 



daughter a whit less a, child of the imagi- 
nation than our favorite Lorna Doonel So 
we sketched the ruin that looked most like 
a hut, and decided that it must have been 
hers ; we reclothed the hills with the trees 
of two hundred years ago, and relinquished 
with a sigh her bower among Che rooks as 
unmitigated fiction; we plucked some rose- 
tinted heather from the very door- way of the 
ruin, and then we bade furen'eU to the liome 
of the Doones, and resolutely sought onr 
own. After all, it was rather a comfortable 
thing to think of all those robbers as safely 
dead and buried ; to feel that we could wan- 
der peacefully along the lonely glens without 
fear of being suddenly caught up on some 
TufQan's saddle-ttow and carried olf to un- 
kuown perils ; and at the end of onr six-uile 
walk we were oouteut to relinquish the last 
shred of romance connected with the Coan- 
aellor, for the sake ;of oDce mote mounting 
the pony trap in seouritj, and jolting com- 
fortably over the Bwe6pinj_ inuorlauds back 
to Yarner Farm. 
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